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Cucked and Hip-hop or How a
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All characters are over the age of 18 and all
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Smashwords Edition


1.

​ “I swear,
Michael. It’s like you never do anything nice or special for
me,” Holly says in that whiny, bitchy voice she gets when she feels
like being a brat. “I mean, we’ve been dating three months already
and you only take me out to dinner at like, the cheapest
places.”

Holly lies in a lounge chair as the sun
beats down on her petite, pale body. My girlfriend has massive,
all-encompassing breasts that seem to be the center of attention
everywhere we go, and even though she’s technically bitching me out
right now, I can’t help but stare at her gorgeous body and become
painfully hard in my swim trunks. She’s got this pink-striped
bikini top on that’s barely big enough to cover her nipples, and
her gigantic tits overflow at the top, bottoms, and sides.

“I’m doing my best, Holly,” I plead, a
familiar panic rising in my stomach. “I’m working two jobs right
now and even applying for a third one at night…I thought the dinner
we had the other evening was really nice!”

“Jesus, Michael,” she rolls her eyes -
brilliant, crystal blue eyes that are almost as distracting as her
size 32H breasts. “It was fucking tacos and tequila. Is that really
the best you can do?”

Her blonde hair is two-toned with shades of
red and strawberry, waves of pink here and there that hang in her
face and down to her shoulders. She looks at me through those
gorgeous locks with the type of stare that can build you up higher
than you’ve ever been or cut you down to the size of a rat. Lately
it seems to be the latter.

“Stop talking so loud,” I whisper, feeling
the heat rising in my cheeks. We’re sitting beside the community
pool in the center of our apartment complex. As per usual the place
was empty when we got here, but about five minutes after Holly took
her shirt off and revealed that tiny string bikini, half the men in
the building showed up for a dip in the pool.

“What, are you embarrassed? Don’t want the
other guys to hear what a lousy boyfriend you are? Afraid they
might try and make a move on your girl?”

She’s smiling at me now, lapping up my
discomfort. I feel my posture wilt, the raw sting of embarrassment
in my cheeks. I glance around the pool and see different groups of
men staring at us, staring at her, smiling and cracking jokes.
Suddenly I feel like putting my shirt on and hiding my beer gut and
man boobs, shielding everyone from my weirdly large nipples and
poor physique.

“Can we just try and have a nice day?” I
ask, brushing my shoulder length brown hair from my face. “You know
I love you, Holly. I would do anything for you.”

“Big talk from a little man,” she says
dismissively.

I stare at her luscious, perfect body and
wonder went wrong with us. When I met her at a house party four
months back it was like talking to a completely different girl.
That particular girl had incredible, earth-moving tits as well, but
that girl also had kindness in her smile and in her words. She was
gentle with me then, all through those first two months of dating.
She’d let me go down on her for hours, cumming in my mouth over and
over again, telling me how great I was at giving head. And she was
patient - with my nerves and my shame. You see, I’m only 5’5 and my
manhood is, well, not exactly big. I didn’t blame her when
she giggled the first time she saw it. At least she tried to hide
it.

“How big is that?” she had chortled. It was
the first time we’d seen each other naked, and I was shaking like a
leaf.

“Right now?” I said, looking down at my
terrified, shriveled little dick.

“Yeah how big now and how big hard?” Her
blue eyes looked like smoke in the low light of my room, filled
with fascination at the little thing between my legs.

“It’s about…2 inches soft,” I said.

“Oh come on now,” Holly smiled at me,
tugging at the foreskin covering my dick. “You don’t have to
exaggerate with me. I don’t care. How big is it really?”

“I guess it’s closer to…maybe 1.5
inches?”

“And hard?”

“It’s tough to say…” I swallow, feeling
myself dare to open up to a girl about something so vulnerable. I
was comfortable around her then, like she knew me, every part of
me. So, I didn’t hold back. “It hurts sometimes…like when I think
about you Holly, and your amazing tits. I get so hard it
hurts. I’m not kidding when I say it hurts…I think it gets to
3.5 inches when I think about you.”

Holly went quiet and for a moment I thought
she was suppressing a laugh. She looked so perfect lying in my bed
with her top off, those gigantic breasts spilling out over my
blankets. Her nipples are so puffy and wide all the time and that
night was no different.

“Why aren’t you hard now?” she asked me,
tickling my tiny dick with her forefinger.

“I’m just nervous, I’ll get there,” I
assured her.

“I bet you will,” she smiled. We kissed. She
always seemed to like making out more than anything, almost more
than the head I would so willingly give her. She always said I was
a good kisser. A great kisser. And even though she never
made me come, never even offered to, it wasn’t something I really
thought or worried about. I knew eventually we would have sex…but
it troubled me to think about how long I might last, or how painful
it could be.

“There he is,” she giggled, stroking my
erect 3.5 inches between her thumb and pointer. She tried to pull
the foreskin back over my fat mushroom head and I winced.
“Something wrong?” she asked.

“No, it just…hurts sometimes…”

“It’s awfully skinny, Michael,” she jerked
faster, ignoring my pain. “And the head is so weird looking…doesn’t
really come all the way out of your foreskin, does it?”

“Uh-huh,” I grimaced, my heart starting to
race.

“It’s cute,” she said, letting go of it
suddenly.

“Thanks, I guess…”

“Get between my legs and taste me,
baby…”

That was then and this is now. We still
haven’t fucked and that’s probably just as much my fault as hers,
but lately she won’t even let me go down on her. I’m staring at her
supple little frame basking in the sunlight, and I try to remember
the last time she let me suck on her tits. I can’t remember. The
same thing goes for any sign of a compliment, or affection.

I can feel her slipping away from me, and it
triggers a desperation deep inside of me.

“Hey Holly,” a masculine voice comes from
behind my shoulder. “Looking good today, babe,” he says. It’s this
guy named Josh who lives down the hall from us. He’s your basic
blonde bro with a six pack and a white smile, and I’ve never been
able to stand him or his like.

“Hey Josh,” Holly smiles back, sitting up in
the lounge chair and leaning forward. She flashes those ice-blue
eyes at him and crosses her dainty arms below her giant white tits.
“Going for a swim?”

“Gotta get my laps in,” he says, completely
ignoring my presence. “You wanna come in for a dip? I could show
you my backstroke. Maybe teach you a thing or two,” he winks.

“Backstroke sounds tough,” she giggles. “Not
sure I could stay afloat, if you know what I mean.”

“I could give you a hand.”

I sit there in awkward silence as the two of
them banter, Josh blatantly staring at Holly’s ocean of titty.

“Maybe I’ll see you in there in a few,”
Holly lays back and I swear I see her wink at him.

“Maybe you will,” he nods and turns to walk
away, but not before turning to me briefly and saying, “nice
highlights, Mark.”

“It’s Mike,” I mumble. The light-brown
streaks in my hair that he’s remarking on were Holly’s idea…but
suddenly I’m not so sure anymore.

My stomach is a nauseous knot of fear,
anxiety, and heart ache. Would she really just up and leave me for
someone like Josh? The thought chills me to the bone. I stare at
Holly; eyes closed, perfect body all but revealed in a tiny bikini,
her wild hair with its locks of gold, red, and pink hanging about
her cute, innocently deceptive face. I have a choice right now. I
can cry to her about how she hurt my feelings, about how inadequate
it makes me feel when she acts like that…or I can do something
about it.

I take one last longing look at her
gargantuan, creamy breasts…and then I reach into my tote bag and
pull out my iPhone.

“Sandra’s boyfriend is taking her on a
cruise,” Holly says, never opening her eyes as she rants at me.
“All inclusive, seven days. They get to go to the Virgin Islands
and all sorts of other stuff…she says he’s a real star in the sack,
too…can go all night…”

I’m having a hard time concentrating on the
phone screen, her words cut like knives into my psyche, not to
mention the fact that I can still hear a group of dudes laughing
nearby and I’m certain they are making jokes about my love
handles.

But no matter, I’ve checked my bank account
and I’ve applied for another credit card. I’m navigating to
travel.com with shaking thumbs when she starts in about her ex…

“Chad used to spoil me,” she sighs.
“Whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted it…granted, he didn’t
know how to lick it like you, Michael, but he had other talents.
God-given you could call them…once we took a trip to New York by
train and we had our own private cabin. You wouldn’t believe the
things he did – “

“And
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