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		"I 'm gonna miss Claire," Misty slurred as she stumbled down the sidewalk toward her apartment building. She had just come from a going away party for her best friend, Claire. The party had ended with her friend climbing into a taxi and heading off to the airport to catch her red eye flight overseas.

		Misty had worn her best dress for the party. It was her only dress, actually. The shy woman rarely went out on the town. Even though she was happy for her best friend, at the same time it left Misty feeling a little lost. Claire had been the one friend who saw past her quirky personality and really understood her.

		Without realizing it, Misty had made several mistakes at the party and immediately afterward. At the top of the list, she allowed herself to be separated from her phone. That meant she could not call anyone for help or arrange for a ride home. And when she did finally leave the party, she did so alone.

		Worst of all, in Misty's drunken mind, she decided it would be a good idea to walk home. She lived nearly a mile from the bar where Claire's going away party was held. Her feet hurt, but Misty kept telling herself that she was only a few blocks away from her building. If she just kept putting one foot in front of the other, she would eventually be safe and sound in her own bed.

		The sudden loud clatter of footsteps behind Misty made her nervous. There were no cars on the road and no people out on the sidewalk either. The footsteps echoed off of the brick buildings. In her drunken state, Misty could not tell if they were getting closer, but the idea that someone might be following her spooked her.

		Just as she approached an alleyway, Misty made the decision to get off the street, figuring she would let the stranger pass before continuing her trek home. But as soon as she turned the corner, ducking into the darkness of the alley, Misty ran straight into what felt like a brick wall made of flesh. A deep throaty chuckle was the first thing Misty heard.

		Misty looked up, but could not see the man's face beneath his hood in the dark alley. Her hands came up to push herself away, but the man grabbed her arms and held her close, preventing her escape.

		"Please," Misty squeaked. She knew she was in trouble, but it was so hard to get words out. All the moisture had disappeared from her mouth, leaving her unable to say anything more.

		The man growled as he pulled Misty tight against him. This was not some random junky she had stumbled upon, but a man with strength and size at his disposal. And he seemed intent on using both to their fullest potential.

		Every bad possibility ran through Misty's mind. Kidnap, robbery, assault, or even worse. She was drunk and a helpless woman, powerless to stop this behemoth of a man.

		Misty was lucky, though, in that the commotion managed to draw out a second man. The two men were large and Misty could not help but notice the size of the second man was even bigger than the man who currently held her captive.

		The two men engaged in a scuffle, taking Misty completely by surprise. A scream tried to escape her lips, but all she could manage was a dull squeak. She was pushed aside, slamming into a real brick wall as the two men fought for supremacy.

		Misty closed her eyes as the two men used their fists against each other. Their blows landed with dull thuds, although none of them seemed to have any effect. She could not bear to watch, certain that this would end badly for her. The man who had been holding her was the one on the defensive, but it was no contest. The second man was more than a match for the first and quickly ended the fight.

		"Get lost, you little prick," the second man growled.

		The first man just grunted as he ran off, back out of the alleyway. It was dark and Misty never got a good look at his face. However, the second man, her possible rescuer, stood over her, kindness showing in his eyes as the light from the street glinted off of them.

		"Are you okay?" the man asked, his voice deep and powerful. "That creep didn't hurt you did he?"

		"N-no," Misty said meekly, the alcohol fighting against the adrenaline in her system. "Thank you."

		The man grabbed Misty's hand and helped her to her feet. Once she was steady, he placed a call on his phone. "I'll call a cab for you. You shouldn't be out here this late at night, ..." He let the sentence hang, waiting for her name

		Misty nodded, even though it was not that late. It was only midnight. But it was later than she had been out in a long time and certainly late enough for something bad to happen to her.

		"Misty," she finally squeaked.

		"Let's step out onto the street and away from the dark alley, Misty," the man said. He once again took Misty by the hand and led her back out to the sidewalk. Once there, they waited for the cab.

		"Thank you," Misty repeated, feeling thankful to this man. He was tall and Black, with even more muscles than the man who had tried to take her in the alley. He looked vaguely familiar, but she could not place him in the darkness. The street lights only did so much to highlight his features. However, she could see that he was well dressed. A perfectly fitted suit. A suit with a ripped elbow.

		"You said that already," the man said with a playful smirk.

		"Oh no," Misty said. "Your jacket is ripped." She went to touch it, but her coordination failed her. Instead, her hand drifted down the man's arm. Even through his sleeve, his muscles felt like steel. She pulled her hand back, afraid of overstepping.

		"Sure enough," the man said as he turned his arm to look at the tear. "I'll have to get that fixed."

		"Oh, please, let me pay for it," Misty said.

		The man laughed. "No, you don't need to do that."

		"No really," Misty insisted. "You saved me from a bad man. You deserve something."

		The man smiled as he stayed just close enough to Misty to make her feel safe, but without making her feel uneasy. "I'll tell you what, if you want to make it up to me, you'll let me take you out to dinner tomorrow night."

		Misty gasped, not realizing the man was flirting with her. But she was quick to come to her senses. This man was nothing like the one in the alley. In fact, he was perfect. But could he possibly be interested in her?

		All her life, Misty had felt plain and shy. That was why she rarely went out, why her only and best friend had been Claire. Had been, since Claire was gone from her life now. And that left her wondering if there would ever be anyone else in her life who could be a close friend.

		"A-are you asking me on a date?" Misty asked. "Because it seems like you taking me to dinner is another imposition on you."

		The man grinned. "Yes, I am. And you would be doing me a great honor by letting me take you out for dinner."

		Misty smiled nervously. Her heart began to race. "Y-yes," she said after a moment. "I would love to go out with you."

		"Perfect," the man said.

		Just then the taxi pulled up to the curb right in front of them. The man stepped forward and opened the back door for Misty. She stepped forward, feeling overwhelmed at having this perfect man acting like such a gentleman toward her.

		As she slid into the back seat, she rattled off her address to the driver. Then she turned her attention back to her savior.

		"I'll pick you up tomorrow night at eight, Misty," the man said as he began to close the door.

		Misty was barely able to squeak out an "okay" before the door was closed and the taxi began to drive away. It was only a few blocks, the shortest cab ride of her life, but it got her where she needed to go. However, Misty instead thought about the man who had saved her. He was handsome and possibly rich. He certainly dressed well. But before the taxi pulled up in front of her apartment building, she realized one important fact. While the man knew her name, she did not know his.
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		The next day, Misty stood nervously at her front door waiting for the doorbell to ring. She had just put the finishing touches on her hair, which was hung down around her shoulders in loose waves. She had always been lucky with her hair, it always fell perfectly without any fuss. But even though it only needed the barest of maintenance, it looked absolutely perfect.

		The outfit she had chosen was not perfect. Her date had already seen her one and only dress. And after last night, with the luck it had brought her, she was not eager to wear it again. Instead, Misty opted for a light blue blouse and a floral print skirt that came down to her knees. It was one of her favorite outfits and certainly the nicest thing she owned. But it did not seem like it was going to be enough.

		When Misty opened her front door, she knew she had been right. Standing before her was her date in a flawless designer suit. Her date had spent time that morning getting his fade trimmed perfectly, creating a clean edge between his hair and beard. And while Misty had always been more interested in intelligence and personality, she could not deny that this man was very handsome.

		"Wow," the man said, "you look beautiful."

		Misty could feel herself blushing, her pale skin making her red cheeks obvious. "Thank you," she squeaked out. "You look very handsome."

		The man smiled at the compliment. Then he held out his arm for her. "Shall we?"

		Misty took hold of the man's arm, continuing to blush. This all seemed like too much for her. And the most awkward part of it all was that Misty still did not know her date's name.

		"I'm sorry, but what should I call you?" Misty asked as they descended the stairs to the street below. "I never got your name last night."

		The man smiled down at Misty. "Everyone calls me OG."

		"Oh," Misty said. She had not expected him to give her a nickname. "Is that short for something?"

		"Yes." That was all he said.

		Misty gulped as they stepped outside. The air was warm and muggy, although there was a slight breeze. It was a pleasant evening, not too hot or humid. And yet Misty felt herself already sweating beneath her clothes. Her anxiety was only made worse by the large black limousine waiting for them at the curb.

		"You rented a limo to take us to dinner?" Misty asked.

		"I didn't rent it," OG said. "I own it. But I like taking you out in style."

		Misty simply nodded. There was no denying that her date was wealthy. She just had to wonder how she had never seen him before. Surely if he was as rich as he seemed, then he would have shown up in the gossip section of the local paper at some point. And considering Misty had no life to speak of, she was an avid reader of the gossip column.

		It did not take long for them to climb into the limousine and be off to their destination. The back seat was roomy enough for them both to have plenty of space. The entire car smelled fresh and clean, but also quite masculine. Somehow, in some strange way, Misty found it to be intoxicating. She felt herself already feeling turned on by this man, who was so far out of her league.

		"This is a nice limo," Misty said nervously as they pulled away from the curb. "This is my first time in one."

		"Is that so?" OG asked. "Well I'll be sure to make it a memorable experience for you."

		Misty squirmed in her seat, feeling her panties dampen at the thought of what he might mean by that. But she was not going to ask.

		"Oh, before I forget," OG said as he leaned forward and grabbed something from the mini bar next to him. "I have something for you."

		The man held out his hand. In it sat a delicate gold necklace with a single charm hanging from it. The charm was a tiny square made of diamonds. Misty's mouth dropped open when she saw it.

		"I can't possibly accept a gift like this," Misty said. "It must be worth more than my car."

		OG smirked. "Would you like me to buy you a new car?"

		Misty shook her head, unable to find the words. It had been enough that OG had stepped in and saved her last night. But she could not allow him to buy her a car too. That would be way too much.

		"Come on," OG insisted. "Take it. You would be doing me a favor."

		Once again, Misty found herself squirming in her seat. "What do you mean by a favor?"

		OG took hold of Misty's hand and folded the necklace into her palm. "Because seeing you wearing this necklace is going to make me very happy."

		Misty felt her cheeks heating up. Her entire body felt hot with arousal at that point. Her pussy had never been so wet. "Thank you," she mumbled as she bent forward and allowed OG to put the necklace on her. It fit perfectly. And she loved the way the charm sat on her chest. The weight was subtle, but noticeable enough.

		"And thank you," Misty added after a moment, this time making sure she could be heard clearly. "You have been too kind."

		OG smirked again. "There is no such thing as too kind."

		Misty continued to feel awkward for the rest of the ride to the restaurant. She was simply not used to people being so nice to her. Not that her life was terrible, but she did not interact with people very often. Claire had been her best friend, but she was the only person Misty was really close to. Everyone else was just a passing acquaintance, like a coworker or someone in line at the grocery store.

		When the limousine pulled up to the restaurant, Misty felt butterflies in her stomach. There was a red carpet leading from the restaurant entrance to the curb. It was fancy. Too fancy. But it was a restaurant that Misty had always wanted to go to, but could never afford. The menu prices were outrageous, and yet they always had a waiting list for reservations.

		A valet stepped forward and opened the door for Misty. She gave him a smile as she stepped out of the car. As soon as she was on her feet. OG followed her out and immediately placed his hands on her waist, guiding her.

		For all the glitz and glamor of the moment, having OG's hands on her gave her something steady to mentally hold onto. And Misty could not deny how good it felt to have a man's hands on her again. Her pussy began to feel wet again as she stepped inside, her hormones working overtime.

		The pair were led directly to their table, without a wait or even a word. It seemed that OG was well known. And he had arranged for them to have a private room. There were candles on the table, a beautiful chandelier overhead, and soft music piped in through hidden speakers. Misty had never experienced anything like it before.

		"Do you come here often?" Misty asked after they were left alone. "This is amazing."

		OG smiled and gave a little shrug. "I've eaten here before."

		The waiter arrived. Misty assumed he would bring the menus, but his hands were empty. Instead, OG simply ordered for the both of them, completely from memory. Misty looked at him with a questioning look on her face. She did not want to speak, feeling that there were eyes everywhere.

		"Is everything okay?" OG asked.

		Misty shook her head, then nodded, then shook her head again. She felt so confused, so overwhelmed. "I just... I don't know if this is what I expected."

		OG took Misty's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Are you not having fun? Is there something I can do to make this better for you?"

		Misty shook her head again. It was not that she was not having fun. OG had been an absolute gentleman all night. And the food at the restaurant was supposed to be incredible. But Misty did not know how to handle all of this attention from a man, especially one seemingly as wealthy and powerful as OG.

		And there was still something about him that gave her a vague feeling that she should know him, at least by reputation. But no matter how hard she tried, Misty could not place him in her memory. His name was a mystery to her.

		"That necklace looks great on you," OG said as he stared adoringly at Misty.

		Misty gasped. "It does?" She felt stupid for asking. Of course it did. OG would not have given it to her if it did not look good on her. But still, it seemed impossible that it could actually be true.

		"Oh, here's the wine," OG said as the waiter returned to the table holding a bottle of wine and two glasses.

		"The 2014 St. Emilion?" the waiter asked as he showed the bottle to OG.

		"Yes," OG said simply, nodding his head. "That's the one."

		The waiter nodded and quickly uncorked the bottle before pouring a taste for OG to try. Once he was satisfied, he poured a glass for Misty, followed by one for OG. And then the waiter left once again.

		"To a night of unforgettable memories," OG said as he held up his wine glass for a toast.

		Misty blushed, but did not hesitate to hold up her own glass to clink against his.

		They both drank their wine and then began eating the food that was placed in front of them when the waiter returned. It was all delicious, every bite. And in some ways, having food to distract her meant she was not constantly blushing from compliments or the way that OG seemed to look at her. It was as if he was truly in love with her.

		After they finished their meal, the waiter cleared their plates. But before he could return, OG stood up and walked over to Misty's side of the table. "Would you like to continue this night elsewhere?"

		"What did you have in mind?" Misty asked as she allowed OG to take her hand and guide her to her feet.

		"How about a nightcap at my condo? There's a beautiful view of the river and a fireplace on the balcony."

		Misty felt hot once again. It was one thing to eat dinner with this man, but going to his home for a drink would be quite another. The implication that could mean would be difficult to ignore.

		But it was not just that. This would be the moment when she would finally have to face the truth. There was something about OG that was so familiar to her, and yet she had no idea what it was. And yet that fact made her nervous.

		However, Misty was already starting to enjoy this lavish lifestyle. And she could not deny the attraction she felt toward him. Plus, Misty had never been with a Black man before. She had heard things about them, about their size. She had no idea if such things were actually true, but she was curious. And if he was as big as she had heard Black men could be, she was curious just how it would feel to have sex with a man that large.

		"I'd like that," Misty said, still blushing.

		OG smiled. He had expected her to decline, even after everything else he had done for her that night. "Then let's get out of here."

		Misty took OG's offered arm and let him guide her out of the restaurant. She was almost ready to thank that bad man in the alley for setting all this into motion. But she was more than willing to see how much further she could take things with OG. If only she could figure out why he seemed so familiar.
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		"W ow," Misty said as she stepped into OG's condo. "This is so beautiful."

		"You think so?" OG asked. He shut the door behind him, closing them off from the outside world.

		Misty's eyes were wide as she looked around the large space. The floors were covered in dark hardwood, the walls a crisp white, and the furniture modern. It was more like an ad out of a magazine than a home.

		But it was what she could see beyond the glass that really made her mouth drop open. There was a balcony outside, large enough to hold a party, or even live in on its own. A fire pit was lit in the center of the patio, along with a table and chairs. But OG guided her toward the wall of windows that looked out onto the skyline of the city.

		"Oh, the view," Misty said as she stepped up next to OG. "And the river. I've never seen it like this at night before."

		OG took a step back from Misty and grabbed two glasses and a bottle of liquor. He poured a splash of alcohol into each glass, just enough for them to enjoy the bouquet.

		"Here," he said as he handed a glass to Misty. "Let's enjoy it out on the balcony."

		Misty gave OG a sly look as she accepted the glass. "That sounds like a plan."

		It was chilly outside with the evening breeze coming off the river. But with the fire pit going and the warmth that OG had been building inside of her all night, it felt comfortable on the balcony. OG even had a couch to sit on, making it seem like they could live out there if they wanted to.

		But it was not long before OG made his move. He moved close to Misty, wrapping his arm around her shoulders. The move had felt so natural, so casual, that Misty did not think to question it. Instead, she snuggled into him, enjoying the attention.

		OG moved in for a kiss. It was soft and gentle, letting Misty know he was moving slowly. And with the way she responded to the kiss, he did not need to worry about moving too fast.

		His hot lips felt so good against her own. She could feel the heat of him. His tongue made its way into her mouth, bringing an intensity that Misty found intoxicating.

		And when the kiss broke, OG kissed his way down to Misty's neck. She threw her head back, unable to keep a moan of pleasure from escaping her lips. OG smiled to himself as he worked his magic on her. And when she finally lifted her head to look at him again, the look in her eyes was all the encouragement he needed.

		OG stood up and offered his hand to Misty. She took it without question and allowed him to lead her back inside. The bedroom was dark, with only the moonlight streaming in through the large windows providing any illumination.

		"Stay right here," OG said, a smirk forming on his face. "I have something I want to give you."

		Misty just nodded. His voice had left no room for argument. And it did not matter that she could not see. All that mattered was the tingling between her legs. Her pussy was soaked, but the anticipation of what was to come made her squirm.

		She felt his presence before she saw him. A figure moving out of the darkness toward her. And when he stepped into the moonlight, Misty gasped. She had no idea what to expect, but she did not think OG would be naked.

		Her eyes roamed up and down his body. He was perfect in every way. And from the look of him, from the size of his cock, Misty had to assume what they said about Black men was true. He had a truly impressive cock, so large that she did not know how it would ever fit inside of her.

		Misty looked up into OG's eyes. He just stared at her, smirking as if to tell her to go ahead. To take hold of his cock. Misty's hands shook as she raised them and took hold of his cock. It felt like she was holding onto a hot piece of steel pipe in her hand. And she was unable to resist stroking it, watching the skin move up and down over the hard rod of flesh.

		"I don't know how this is going to fit inside me," Misty said quietly, her eyes locked on OG's huge cock.

		"I will make it fit," OG said matter-of-factly. "And I'll make you love every minute of it."

		Misty's eyes went wide as she continued to stare at his massive cock.

		OG gently reached out and placed a finger under Misty's chin, tilting her head upward so that he could look into her eyes.

		"Tell me what you want," OG said softly.

		Misty just stared, transfixed. "I-I want you to fuck me."

		OG smiled, then he grabbed Misty by the waist and threw her over his shoulder in one smooth motion. Her small body barely weighed anything for him. He carried her over to the bed and laid her down on it.

		Misty gasped when she hit the bed. The cool sheets sent a shiver through her body. And the way OG looked at her made her shiver even more.

		OG moved in, planting his mouth on Misty's and kissing her hard. Her lips parted, allowing him entrance into her mouth. His tongue swirled around hers, tasting every inch of her mouth. And as he kept her occupied with his kiss, his hands roamed over her body, slowly releasing her of her clothes.

		Misty was so focused on the hot kiss, she did not even notice how he stripped her naked. It was not until he broke the kiss and pulled away that she noticed she was completely naked beneath him.

		"You are so beautiful," OG said as he drank in the sight of Misty's pale body. "And your skin is so smooth."

		OG bent down and kissed his way down her neck. Misty threw her head back, letting out a long moan.

		OG chuckled, sending vibrations through Misty's body. He reached down and gently caressed Misty's breasts. He could feel her nipples stiffen against his palm.

		"So responsive," OG said as he gave one of her nipples a gentle pinch.

		Misty gasped, her eyes going wide. She stared up at OG with a look of pure lust. Her pussy was dripping wet. And when OG began to play with her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, Misty let out a moan so loud she could barely believe it was her own voice.

		OG chuckled again, enjoying the reactions he got from her. Her body was so pliable. She did not put up any resistance. Her body welcomed him with every touch. And the more he touched her, the more she opened up for him.

		He ran his hands over her stomach, letting his fingers dip down below her belly button. He traced his fingers across her skin, circling around her belly button before continuing on their journey downward. His fingers lightly brushed against her pubic hair, causing Misty to gasp once again.

		Misty was so turned on by OG's touch that she could barely think straight. She wanted him inside of her, filling her, fucking her, making her cum. But there was a moment when her rational mind managed to resurface. She had to know what the OG stood for. And even though it was short and simple, that did not mean it was easy to remember.

		But that moment of rationality was fleeting as OG's fingers slipped into her wet folds.

		"You're so wet," OG said.

		Misty blushed. She felt embarrassed at how turned on she was.

		OG slowly slid a finger into Misty's pussy. She was tight. He could feel her walls clench around his finger. But she was also wet and ready.

		"I swear I'm not some random slut," Misty said, looking OG in the eyes. She felt embarrassed by how wet she was, how obvious it was that she wanted him to fuck her. And she hoped that he knew she was a good girl, that she did not sleep around.

		OG just chuckled again. "It's okay. You don't have to explain anything to me."

		OG kissed Misty again, his lips soft against hers. As she melted into his kiss, she bucked her hips upward, aching for more of his finger inside of her. He began to slide his finger in and out of her pussy, fucking her with it.

		"Mmm," Misty moaned as she wrapped her arms around OG, pulling him closer to her.

		OG could feel the heat radiating off of Misty's body. She had become his plaything. And he was going to enjoy every minute of it.

		Misty began to thrust her hips up to meet his hand. Her clit rubbed against his palm with each thrust, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

		"I'm going to make you cum," OG said.

		"Yes," Misty moaned. "Make me cum."

		OG smirked. "Such a needy little slut. I'll make you cum all night long."

		Misty's body quivered at his words. She had never been called a slut before, but coming from OG's mouth, it sounded like a compliment.

		OG's fingers picked up the pace, pumping in and out of her wet pussy. He curled them upward, pressing them against her g-spot.

		"Oh god," Misty cried out as her body shuddered beneath him. Her orgasm was fast approaching.

		"Cum for me," OG said. "Let go."

		"I'm so close," Misty said between breaths. "I'm going to cum."

		OG's thumb rubbed circles over her clit. It was too much. Her whole body seized up as her orgasm washed over her. Her eyes rolled back into her head and her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her body shook uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her body.

		When she finally came down from her high, Misty looked up at OG with wide eyes. She had been with men before, but she had never experienced an orgasm like that before. She did not even know it was possible to feel that good.

		"That was amazing," Misty said between deep breaths. "But I still want more."

		OG laughed. "I'm just getting started with you."

		He slid his fingers out of her pussy and brought them to his mouth. He sucked her juices off of them, savoring the taste of her.

		"You taste delicious," OG said before returning his fingers to Misty's pussy.

		Misty moaned as OG pushed his fingers back into her. She could feel her juices coating his fingers as he pumped them in and out of her. She felt like a puddle, melting beneath his touch.

		"I want you to taste yourself," OG said.

		Misty watched with rapt attention as OG brought his fingers up to her lips. He pressed them against her mouth, urging her to open for him. She did as he wanted, opening her mouth and letting his fingers slide inside. She suckled on his fingers, tasting herself on them for the first time.

		She had never tasted herself before. It was a new experience for her. And she found that she liked it. She swirled her tongue around his fingers, licking them clean.

		"You're so sexy," OG said. "Do you know that?"

		Misty blushed. She could feel the heat rising to her cheeks. She was still trying to wrap her head around what was happening. How this man made her feel.

		"I'm not," Misty said, "but thank you."

		OG removed his fingers from her mouth and moved them to her breasts again. He pinched her nipples, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger.

		"Oh god," Misty moaned. The pleasure and pain mixed together perfectly. Her nipples were sensitive, but OG knew just how much pressure to apply to keep it on the right side of pain. He was a master of manipulation, knowing exactly what buttons to push to get the reaction he wanted from her.

		"You have no idea how sexy you are, do you?" OG asked. "All I want to do is make you mine. I want to fuck you and make you cum again and again."

		Misty could feel her pussy throbbing at his words. She had never felt so turned on before. And she could not believe how wet she was.

		OG continued to play with her nipples as he positioned himself between her legs. His long, thick cock rested against her thigh. He took his cock in his hand and began to rub it up and down her slit.

		"Do you want this?" OG asked.

		Misty took a deep breath, trying to clear her head. Her rational mind tried to make a last stand, but it was no use. She could not resist this man, nor did she want to.

		"Yes," Misty moaned. "I want your cock inside me."

		OG pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance. She was so wet that he slid in easily. Her pussy walls stretched around his massive member as he pushed into her.

		Misty's eyes rolled back into her head and she let out a loud moan as OG's cock filled her. She had never felt so full before. She was completely lost in the moment, her body taking over.

		"Oh god," Misty moaned as OG's hips met hers. He was all the way inside of her now. She could feel every inch of his cock. It felt like he was touching places deep inside of her that she never knew existed.

		OG pulled back, sliding his cock part of the way out. Misty mewled at the sudden emptiness deep inside of her, but she only had to wait a moment before he slammed his hard shaft back inside of her again, this time with far more force and speed.

		Misty grabbed onto OG's arms, her nails digging into his skin. The pleasure was overwhelming. It felt like he was splitting her in half. And yet it was the most amazing feeling she had ever experienced.

		OG began to pick up the pace, fucking Misty harder and faster with each thrust. She moaned loudly, her cries echoing off the walls. She could feel her pussy tightening around his cock.

		"You're so fucking tight," OG growled as he continued to pound her. "Your pussy is amazing."

		Misty's entire body was on fire. Her vision blurred and she felt like she was about to pass out from the pleasure. Her body trembled beneath him as another orgasm began to build deep inside of her. She couldn't take much more.

		OG wrapped his hand around Misty's neck, applying just the right amount of pressure. She gasped, her eyes going wide. He knew exactly how to dominate her. How to make her submit to him.

		"Are you going to cum for me again?" OG asked. "I want to feel you cum all over my cock."

		"Yes," Misty gasped, still able to speak and breathe with his hand around her neck. "I'm so close."

		"Good girl," OG said. "Cum for me."

		His words were all it took to send her over the edge. She cried out as another orgasm washed over her. Her pussy clenched around his cock, milking it. She was like a rag doll in his arms, completely spent.

		But while Misty was lost in the bliss of orgasm, OG kept fucking her. He pounded her pussy, his cock sliding in and out of her slick hole.

		When some semblance of reality came back to Misty, when her mind was finally able to comprehend her situation, she felt a third orgasm begin to build inside of her. Her body was primed for this, even though she had never known more than one orgasm was possible for her. But OG did not let up. He kept fucking her hard and fast, pushing her toward another climax.

		"Oh god," Misty moaned as another orgasm began to wash over her. "I can't take it anymore."

		"You can take it," OG growled. "You're going to cum for me again."

		Misty looked up at him with wide eyes. She knew he was right. She could feel the pressure building deep inside her core. It was too much. Her entire body tensed as another orgasm approached.

		"But you're going to wait," OG said, his voice commanding. "You're going to cum when I fill your white pussy with my black seed."

		Misty's eyes went wide and her breath caught in her throat. She couldn't believe he had just said that. It was so... dirty. And yet it was exactly what she needed to hear.

		"Yes," Misty moaned as OG continued to pound her tight little pussy. "I want your cum inside me."

		"Are you ready to be filled?" OG asked.

		"Yes," Misty moaned eagerly. "Fill me up with your cum."

		"Then you're going to cum with me," OG said. "In three..."

		Misty held her breath, her body tense with anticipation. She could feel his cock throbbing inside of her, his balls slapping against her ass with each thrust.

		"Two..."

		She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to hold back the orgasm that was building inside of her.

		"One!"

		OG let out a deep, guttural moan as he buried his cock deep inside Misty's pussy. Her entire body shook as she came undone. The world around her disappeared. There was nothing else except for her and OG. They were one.

		His cock throbbed inside of her as he unloaded his hot cum into her. Shot after shot filled her up, coating her inner walls. She could feel every drop.

		Misty's body quivered beneath him as she rode out her orgasm. Untold pleasure flowed through her, sending off electric waves throughout her body. She had never felt so alive.

		When their orgasms finally subsided, OG rolled over onto his back, his cock sliding out of Misty's pussy. He took a deep breath and let out a contented sigh.

		"Wow," Misty said after a moment. "That was..." But she could not finish the thought. Her mind was still trying to comprehend what had just happened. She had never experienced anything like that before. And it was all because of OG.

		Misty rolled onto her side, snuggling up next to OG. She laid her head on his chest and draped her arm across his stomach. He matched her movements by wrapping his arm around her shoulders. They lay there in silence for a while, simply enjoying each other's company.

		"What does OG stand for?" Misty finally asked, breaking the silence. "You never told me."

		"It stands for Original Gangster," OG said without hesitation. "Because I'm the original."

		Had Misty not just been fucked into oblivion, she would have balked at those words. But with her defenses down, with her mind still reeling from her orgasms, she had a hard time taking offense with OG's line of work. He was a gangster. And not just any gangster. He was the gangster in the city. He was the head criminal, the big man on the wrong side of the law.

		But even knowing all of that, Misty felt more comfortable with him than she had ever felt with anyone else in her life. He made her feel safe and secure. He had saved her from that horrible man in the alley. And more than that, he made her feel sexy and desirable. She could not help but smile as she snuggled up closer to him.

		Somewhere deep down in Misty's mind, she knew she should get out. But with the comfort and safety she felt around OG, she pushed that thought aside. It was just one night. It was a story she could tell her future friends. But she had no idea that she had already fallen under the gangster's spell. There was no going back to anything like a normal life. She belonged to him in ways she had not yet realized. And the only question now was how far would she go for him?
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