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CHAPTER ONE
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It was a hot summer day in a ‘not-so-hot’ part of Driftwood Valley.  Rusty chain-link fences surrounded old multi-story homes in the rundown neighborhood.  Iron bars protected windows, and once green lawns were now dirt.  Gang graffiti was sprayed here and there, and street parking spaces were dotted with old, beaten-up cars.  Towering above it all was a mess of telephone wires and poles.

The streets had litter, and an old mattress and couch were left on the sidewalk.  Although it was a rough residential area, a few businesses were located at the end of the block, including a liquor store with a big neon sign out front. 

A black 1970’s customized van suddenly rolled into the neighborhood.  It screeched to a stop, parking in front of a spooky-looking home.  The broken down old house had two stories and was Victorian in style.  It looked decorated for Halloween.  The wood exterior was badly weathered, windows were shaded, and weeds lined the cracked cement path leading up to the front door.  The only thing missing was a city ‘condemned’ sign out front.  

The van’s side door slid open, and out came an African-American man in his late forties, dressed like a medieval king.  His name was King Hoochi, and just like his vintage van, he was a bizarre 1970’s style street pimp.  Hoochi was a burly character with a comedic face and salt-and-peppered curly hair.  He wore a short, dark beard that hung from his chin, and his moustache was thin and light.  Mischievous eyes were set above his big nose.  A gold jeweled crown topped his head, and his regal red robe was lined with fringes of spotted white fur.  Hoochi held a gold scepter, which he twirled around like a walking cane. 

The pimp’s four hookers then stepped out of the van, each wearing ‘work uniforms’ consisting of skimpy red thongs with tiny red bikini tops.  The call girls also wore plastic, red horned headbands, and each held pitchforks to boot.  The devil women, all in their early twenties, were known as ‘Hoochi’s Hoes.’  Humpy was a sexy vamp with blond hair who spoke in ‘baby talk.’  Jiggler was an African-American prostitute with an oral fixation . . . and she always had a lollipop in her mouth.  Bouncer was a hot, street smart, Asian-American.  Squatty was a looney Latina hustler who was hotter than a Mexican lunch.  

All four of King Hoochi’s Hoes displayed gargantuan, watermelon-sized boobs. 

“Yo, make haste my fine royal hoes,” barked Hoochi in his gravelly voice.  “We be late for our appointment.  Ya all dig?”

“Yes, your Highness,” replied Humpy.  “We dig.”

“We be movin’ yo Grace.  We be movin,” added Jiggler.

In her rush, Jiggler accidently poked Hoochi in the caboose with her pitchfork.  He howled.  

“Yee-ouch!  Watch that there pitchfork Jiggler.  You be poken’ the royal behind!”

“Whoops, sorry yo’ Grace,” she apologized.  

Hoochi led his four prostitutes up some stairs to the spooky house’s front door.  Bouncer cut in front of her boss to ring the doorbell, and the King was not amused.  

“Bouncer, how many times have I told ya’ never ta’ turn your back on royalty?”

“Sorry about that Lord,” she mumbled, stepping back.  

“Mamma, ring the doorbell for your King,” he demanded.

“Yes, Sir.”  

Bouncer did as she was told.

A moment later, the creaky door slowly opened, and a hideous little dwarf popped out from behind it.  The little person’s name was Boris, and he wore a black robe.  The balding dwarf was in his late forties, and he had a nasty little face.  He did a double-take at the sight of the four sexy hookers, and was instantly ‘turned on’ by their incredible sex appeal.  The pervert lustfully licked his lips, as he leered at the sluts with one eye wide-open and the other eye squinted.

Hoochi and his Hoes were also surprised seeing the creepy dwarf, and it took a moment for them to compose themselves.  The King leaned down and tried to do a complicated, cool handshake with Boris . . . a shake full of different slaps, and hand and elbow movements.  

“What’s happenin’ my brother?  I’s . . . I’s King Hoochi, and these here be my Hoes.  Hoochi’s Hoes . . .”  

The dwarf didn’t extent his hand, so Hoochi slowly retracted his, and straightened back up while clearing his throat.

“We’re here for an appointment with yo boss, Gertrude Gargoylia.”

The silent Boris nodded his head and motioned them to follow him.  He waved them all into a creepy hallway, and then locked the front door behind them.  Strange odors of scented candles and incense filled the house.  

In the secluded living room, a sexy witch with huge breasts, Gertrude Gargoylia, was talking on her phone.  She was around thirty-five, with long, jet black hair and a wasp-waist.  She also wore a black, skin-tight, low-cut dress that exposed her mountainous peaks.  Her wicked Eurasian face had sinister eyes topped by thick black eyebrows, and red lipstick covered her vicious mouth.  While sexy, she could physically kill any man twice her size.

The dusty room had a suit of medieval armor standing in a corner, and cobweb-covered bookshelves were full of books on magical spells.  A large table with a crystal ball and tarot cards was set up in the center of the room, and a strange looking broom was leaning against one of the chairs.  Near the shaded windows were cages of live animals . . . snakes, lizards, frogs, bats, ravens and rats. 

For some reason, the tough as nails witch was shaking and trembling.  Her mammoth breasts jiggled and wiggled.  

“Hello?  Is this the Driftwood Valley adult video store?” she asked over the phone in a trembling voice.  There was a one-second pause as she listened to the other end.  “It is?  Good!  Tell me, do you guys carry the deluxe, super-powered, twelve-inch vibrator?  The one that takes ten ‘DD’ batteries, with realistic skin and fifty-two speeds?”

Gertrude continued shaking and jittering while she listened.  A look of hope then flashed over her face.

“You do?  Oh, thank goodness,” she trembled.  “Tell me . . . how do you shut it off?”

Boris knocked on the living room door from the outside hallway.   

“Enter,” she instructed.

Standing on his tippy toes, Boris turned the handle, and the door creaked open.  The dwarf motioned King Hoochi and his Hoes to step inside.  

Gertrude was no longer shaking, and quickly closed a desk drawer.  The witch had a look of relief on her face, and her phone was turned off.  She spun around to face the black pimp and his hookers, while adjusting the lower part of her dress.  She was not pleased.  

“Hoochi, you’re thirty minutes late!”

“A thousand apologies, baby.”  

He tried to give the sexy witch his cool, complicated hand shake, but she defiantly crossed her arms.  

“Take off that ridiculous crown,” she barked.

“Yes, m’am,” Hoochi grumbled.  The pimp was freaked out by the weird, spooky place, but tried to conceal any fear.  

“What are your filthy street hookers doing here?”

Humpy, Jiggler, Bouncer and Squatty were too frightened to be insulted.

“Now is that any way to speak to my fine stable?” asked the King.  “Lightn’ up baby, be cool.  I brought my royal, pillowy subjects here ta’ expedite the process.  Ya dig?”

“Very well,” she muttered.

Gertrude moved to a dusty shelf displaying several potion flasks.  They were filled with a florescent orange liquid.  She pointed to one of the vials.  

“There it is . . . the virus potion.”

Hoochi’s eyes widened.  “That’s it?  This ain’t no jive?”

“Of course it isn’t,” she scolded.  The witch then pointed to a second vial.  “That one’s the antidote.”  

The pimp stepped closer, and curiously grabbed the first vial.  He marveled at it, as his four hookers looked on.  He then uncorked the flask, took a sniff, and reacted with a sour expression on his face.  His nostrils were assaulted by something that stunk like bleach mixed with dog crap.    

“Smell’s nasty.”

“Put that down immediately,” Gertrude ordered.  She snatched the vial out of his hand and recorked it.  “Where’s my money?”

Hoochi pulled the wallet from his pants, he opened it, and handed her a folded check.  

“As promised, King Hoochi ain’t full a’ bull, here be yo’ check made out in full,” he royally rhymed.  “Have it proclaimed throughout the land that King Hoochi’s word be good.”

He carefully eyed the potion vials, and then shot a direct look to Gertrude.  “Your word better be good too,” he added.  

The witch exploded in anger.  

“How dare you!  I come from a respected clan of witches and warlocks.  Those potion vials were obtained from the best little whorehouse in Transylvania,” she snarled.  

“You better be right, or else King Hoochi and his Hoes’ll conduct a royal witch burnin’ in this here house,” he sneered back.

“Don’t you threaten me, you scumbag street pimp!” Gertrude fumed.  “If your check bounces, you and your prostitutes will be the ones to burn.  Better yet, I’ll cut your heads off and shrink’em down to the size of oranges.  Boris, here, can sell them as Halloween decorations.”  

Hoochi and his call girls were really frightened now.  The mack daddy knew he’d gone too far, so he tried to de-escalate the situation.  

“Now, now Gertrube baby . . .”

“Ms. Gargoylia, if you please.”

“Ms. Gargoylia,” he corrected.  “There shouldn’t be fightin’ amongst us friends.  Tell me, how do I infect my chesty chicks with the virus?”

The witch opened a desk drawer and handed Hoochi four syringes.  

“Pour the liquid virus in each one.  Your sexy sacked girls will pass the virus on to their johns, but they themselves won’t be affected by it.”

The hookers began to panic . . . they were worried sick.

“Wait a second here, I don’t like shots,” cried Bouncer.

“Hush yo’ mouth Bouncer, or you’ll get a royal whoppin,’ ” he scolded.

“Do not fret,” assured Gertrude.  “You won’t feel a thing.  I’ll have Boris do it for you nincompoops.”  

The witch turned to the dwarf.

“Inject the tramps.”

Boris nodded, and carefully poured the virus liquid into the four syringes.  As the escorts nervously shook, their bra-busting mountains rattled too. 

“I no think I can go through with this,” cried Squatty in her Mexican accent.  “Neither can me firm bazooms!  I a’ scared a’ needles . . . so is mi grande tetas.”

“Squatty, I won’t put up with your towery treason!  Mind yo’ tongue,” grumbled Hoochi.

“Lo siento mucho,” apologized Squatty.  “Mi hooters is a sorry too.”

“Make the women bend over,” ordered Gertrude.  

“Ya all heard the lady,” grinned Hoochi.  “Show off them tails.  I wanna see booty!”

The four hustlers leaned up against the living room table, and stuck out their tight, firm asses.  In their thong bottoms, each woman looked nude.  Their heinie cheeks were ninety-eight percent exposed . . . like eight delightful buns fresh out of the oven.  The girls’ high-heeled shoes pushed each butt up even further, fully exposing their rear-end magnificence.  Humpy, Jiggler, Bouncer and Squatty had the hottest, sexiest behinds in Driftwood Valley.  The living room was ‘on fire,’ figuratively speaking. 

“Very nice, ladies . . . keep them mounds facin’ the ground,” Hoochi encouraged.

The street walkers trembled in anticipation of their shots sharp needles.  

Boris got sexually excited, and his little hands shook as much as the hookers tits.  The dwarf’s heart raced a mile a minute, he broke out in a nervous sweat, and his eyes popped out of their sockets.  He almost spilled the orange potion as he prepared the shots.  When the four syringes were filled, he gave one shot to each prostitute.  

The Hoes quickly realized what a dirty little pervert the dwarf was, as he salivated, and tickled each rubbery, tight, ass cheek . . . before sticking it with a needle.  Boris was totally ‘getting off.’  

Humpy, Jiggler, Bouncer and Squatty let out little cries and yelps, as the stinging needles pricked their beautiful buns.  

Humpy did a double-take, when she noticed the dwarf had grown a ‘third arm’ under his robe!  The perverted druid had ‘popped a boner’ of an average sized man, but on the dwarf, it was about the length of one of his arms.  Humpy saw it ‘waving hello’ under Boris’s robe.  Jiggler, Bouncer and Squatty also caught sight of it and couldn’t believe what they were seeing.  

When it was all over, the ‘ladies of the night’ slowly straightened back up, rubbing their sore rumps.  

“All done.  Ha, ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Hoochi.  “That didn’t hurt none, did it?”

All four shook their heads ‘yes.’

“The process is completed,” explained Gertrude.  “The antidote is in that flask,” she added, pointing to it.  “Now leave me.  Look at my witch-watch . . . I have customers coming in for a séance in five minutes and they’re paying big bucks.”

Hoochi took the antidote vial.  “Right Gertrude baby . . . I mean, Ms. Gargoylia.”

He tried to shake hands with her again.

“I don’t shake,” she flatly stated.

Hoochi tried to ignore her bitchiness, while slipping his jeweled crown back on.

“No problem, Mamma.  Nice doin’ business with ya.  Come along girls.  Let’s split.”  

Boris led them out of the eerie house.
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Back outside the witch’s house, Hoochi rushed his four hookers into their parked van using his gold scepter.  The group blinked, as their eyes adjusted to the bright sunlight again.  The pimp opened the sliding door and the girls piled in.  He then slammed the door shut, and walked around to the driver’s side door, twirling his scepter.  He opened it and hoped inside, taking the wheel.

The black van’s interior was truly remarkable.  For one thing, the inside appeared much larger than the outside.  The interior resembled a 1970’s office and bedroom, with a lava lamp casting colorful shadows on the walls.  Four red cushioned seats rose above the matching red shag carpeting.  There was also a computer, a stereo, a refrigerator and a small rotating disco ball hanging from the ceiling.  

The back of the van also had a water bed with red pillows, flashing chaser lights on the walls, a coffee machine, and a wet bar full of cheap booze.  A wardrobe closet, for what little clothes the escorts wore, and a tiny bathroom, completed the decor.

Hoochi had a combination safe secretly built behind the front passenger seat’s glove compartment.  That safe was the most important part of the van, where he kept his prostitutes’ ‘gross’ gross earnings.  The King was very proud of his customized vehicle . . . it was his mobile headquarters from where he pimped out his Hoes.  He called his classic van, ‘the Mobile Hoe-House.’ 

“We’ll see if that bitchy witch was tellin’ the truth,” he spat.  “Jiggler, hand me the royal car phone.  Give it here.”

Jiggler, holding her lollipop, turned to get the phone.  

“Here you is, your Highness,” she replied.  

Not paying attention, Hoochi accidentally grabbed the lollipop from her instead, and stuck it to his ear.  

“What the . . . ?  Get this here candy out of my royal ear!” he hollered, pulling the sticky sucker off the side of his face.  

Tossing the lollipop, he snatched the old school 1970’s corded telephone from Jiggler.

“Gimme that damn phone!” he growled.  “I’m setting up an appointment for one of you bitches to make whoopee with our best customer.”

Humpy’s eyes grew wide, and she smiled.  “Rich Ramrod, the wealthy real estate guy?”  

“You got it.  That be he.”  

The King dialed the number, and Rich immediately answered on the other end.  The four Hoes carefully listened in on the conversation.  

“Hey Richie, my man.  King Hoochi here, callin’ from the Mobile Hoe-House.  How’s it hangin’?  Not bad, not bad.  My hoes keep hoin’ and the green keeps flowin.’  Ha, ha, ha.  Listen up, I got some more mounds, jugs and whoppers for ya.  You up for some tonight?  You is?  Two girls?  Well, that can be arranged my man.  The ladies’ll be right over.  Later.”

Hoochi hung up and turned to Bouncer and Squatty, smiling a devilish grin.  

About twenty minutes later, Bouncer and Squatty found themselves in an upscale neighborhood, bouncing down the sidewalk on a couple of thirty-two inch inflated balloons.  The sun had just set and it was getting dark fast.  The hookers bounced up and down, moving forward on their bouncing ‘vehicles,’ as if the balls were inflatable motorcycles.  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  The girls firmly held onto their pink balloons’ single loop handles, and propelled forward into the air with each hop. 

As they hopped away, Bouncer’s and Squatty’s own chest balloons bounced just as wildly.  The prostitute’s swelling watermelons lolloped, romped, and leaped along with the balloons they were hopping on.  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  Boi-ing!  

The women eventually stopped in front of a grand, impressive, three-story home.  The estate had gates in front, which opened automatically.  The girls got off the hoppy balloons, holding their loop handles, and strolled up to the huge front doors to ring the bell.  

Rich Ramrod answered the door, and was thrilled to see the two sexpots.  He was in his mid-thirties, with sandy blond hair, and dressed in a business suit and tie.  Rich was physically fit with a fair complexion, and he spoke with a New York accent.  

“Good evening dream girls. That was fast, come on in,” he smiled.  The real estate tycoon was absolutely delighted seeing the gorgeous escorts.  

They planted fast, light kisses on his cheeks. 

“King Hoochi’s Hoes give top service to our top customers, big boy,” grinned Bouncer.

“Would you bosomy beauties care for drinks?” he asked, blinking at their boobies.

“No thanks you, lover boy,” replied Squatty in her Mexican accent.  “Let’s get down to business pronto.”

“We want. . . ” said Bouncer lustfully.

“ . . . and need . . . ” cut in Squatty just as lustfully.

“. . . it bad,” finished Bouncer.

Rich smiled devilishly, showing off his bright white teeth. 

“Well, what are you hellacious humpers waiting for?  I want a good time with a couple bad girls too.”

The trio raced into the fancy bedroom, which had a huge canopied bed.  Extravagant drapes hung over the windows, European tapestries appeared on the walls, and crystal chandeliers illuminated the room from the ceiling.  Crystal lamps were also displayed on mirrored nightstands.  The bedroom looked like it belonged to the King of England.  

Bouncer and Squatty instantly began to undress Rich.  Bouncer unbuckled his belt and whisked it off.  His pants came down, and then she playfully slapped his butt with the belt.  

Squatty took off his shoes and socks, she undid his tie, and then unbuttoned his shirt.  Bouncer helped her whip the shirt off, and then assisted in removing his tee-shirt too.  

“You little devils,” Rich chuckled, as he studied their devil-horned headbands and red thong bikinis.  

They were now ‘off to the races.’  The hookers began kissing Rich hard, and he kissed them back just as passionately.  Bouncer sucked his finger like it was her ‘favorite thing’ to suck on.  Squatty then pulled a Mexican wrestling move on Rich and tossed him onto the bed.  The hookers instantly jumped onto the huge mattress, joining him.  Shaking their overly-endowed globosity in his face, they finally whipped off his underwear.  Rich was now in his birthday suit, and in the blink of an eye, Squatty and Bouncer were naked too.  The only things the girls keep on were their devil horned headbands.  

The devilish call girls hovered above Rich, who was lying flat on his back.  Bouncer and Squatty then defiantly stared at each other.

“I’m going on top sweetie,” declared Bouncer.

“No you not,” barked Squatty.  “I get to be on top first.  Mi hooters is hot!”

“Too bad, I’m first,” countered Bouncer.

“Oh no you isn’t . . .” spat Squatty.

“You wanna fight over it?” threatened Bouncer.

“Ladies, let’s all take turns,” said Rich, diplomatically.  “There’s plenty of me to go around.  See?”

Bouncer and Squatty looked down at Rich’s manhood, and their eyes bugged out!

“We sure as hell do!” they simultaneously gasped.

King Hoochi had once driven the Mobile Hoe-House through Yosemite National Park, which contains five-hundred giant sequoia trees.  Both Bouncer and Squatty recalled seeing a tree that stood two-hundred and seventy-five feet tall, and over thirty-six feet in diameter at its base.  Rich’s erect ding-dong reminded them both of that tree.

The balling ballgame began!  Rich nibbled away at Squatty’s earlobe and then Bouncer’s too.  The girls’ bodies began moving rhythmically, and so did their gargantuans!  Heated passion was taking hold of all three of them.  

The call girls were total professionals and knew how to use their bodies and bikini stuffers on male victims.  However, the pay-for-play hanky-panky really got cookin’ when Rich, using two hands, turned both sluts ‘ovens on’ . . .  full blast.  

In a flash, Rich rolled some latex protection on.  The hustlers’ eyes widened, as a feeling of dread overcame them both.  The women knew the ‘rubber obstacle’ . . . the condom . . .  had to be removed faster than a speeding fart.  

Squatty pretended to polish his trailer hitch, in order to remove the condom with her teeth.  As she was gumming his root, she just couldn’t get a good hold of the rubber’s edge.  Out of breath, she took a break and winked to Bouncer.  The Chinese hustler understood Squatty’s ‘signal,’ so she gave it a try.  Having a more skillful tongue than Squatty, Bouncer managed to roll the condom off Rich’s corn dog.  The Asian whore really knew how to ‘wax a carrot.’

In his passion and excitement, Rich never knew what hit him.  He felt like he was riding two tornadoes bareback . . . one twister at a time.  He buried his weasel in Bouncer, and then laid pipe in Squatty.  He did try to fondle their projecting cleavage while pumping fur, but his hands weren’t big enough to get a good hold.  The sinister sluts continued doing thrilling things to him.  They were devilish wildcats, shagging, humping, and balling!  Rich was thoroughly amazed by their sexual performances and pyrotechnics.  

“Aye, Papi!  Aye, Papi!” Squatty joyfully cried.

Bouncer also moaned and groaned happily when it was her turn.  She then muttered something obscene in Chinese, and neither Squatty nor Rich could understand it . . . but they got the gist of it.

Rich owned an oil well in Texas, it was one of his many side investments.  As Squatty and Bouncer took turns riding him, bouncing up and down, Rich felt a strange affinity to that oil well.  He recalled the time when a high pressure pocket of crude oil was breached by the well’s drill.  The hot oil shot up the well and exited out with an explosive force, creating a ‘gusher.’ The gusher was so hard to cap, it flowed for six weeks, shooting a gigantic fountain of oil into the air.  That gusher added up to a million barrels worth of crude.  

Rich managed two more oil gushers himself, not in Texas, but in the privacy of his own bedroom.    

Moments later, the three of them were sweaty and completely out of breath.  Rich pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and began to smoke.  

“Ladies, that was awesome.  You’re real mattress bouncers,” he said, blowing a smoke ring.  He then noticed his rolled rubber on the bed sheet.  “Oh-oh, something slipped off my magic wand. . . ”

“No you worry about it Papi,” Squatty reassured him.  “You like my chi-chis and pink taco?”

“Si, si.  I love devil’s food cake.  You sure know how to give it to a guy.”

“Oh, we gave it to you
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