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“Wow!” Curtis shouted again.

“Would you quit!” Larry barked at him.

“You should check out the talent down by the pool!” Curtis exclaimed as he was looking out the window of my new apartment.

“It’s a community swimming pool,” I sighed as Marvin, and I were playing a video game.

I was throwing a small get-together with burgers, wings, pizza, and beer for the three friends who helped me move.

Curtis was not supposed to be here, but Derek brought him for some reason.

“I know,” Derek saw the look I was giving him. “Calm down, Curtis!”

Curtis was not one of my friends. I only knew him because of Derek.

“What?” Curtis turned to see that he was the only one looking out the top floor of the apartment building, checking out the community swimming pool.

“There are kids down there!” I pointed out. “You’re a fucking creep!”

“I am not checking out the kids! Dumbass!” Curtis fired back. “I am checking out their moms!”

“And that makes it less creepy?” Marvin chimed in.

“The term motherfucker didn’t start out as an insult!” Curtis laughed. “Whoa!” he grinned. “Now those women are more my age group!”

“What, ten?” I joked.

The others laughed.

“No motherfucker, jeez,” Curtis moved away from the window finally. “What’s your problem?”

“I didn’t invite you!” I stared at him. “You are always being the creep, perv or just a huge pain in the ass!”

“Whoa Calvin!” Larry looked at me.

“Well, we all think it,” I brought my attention back to the game. “Just no one says it.”

“Is that what you guys think?” Curtis asked as he took a slice of pizza.

“You could calm it down a little,” Derek said as he looked at his friend.

“A little?” Marvin shook his head. “He was perving the teenagers outside the high school that one time we went to girlfriend’s house!”

“I was not perving!” Curtis tried to explain. “I was making sure no one was coming on to them.”

“You said, quote, ‘That one has a huge rack bet she gets all the boys.’ I remember you saying that!’ I looked at him.

“Yeah, it made Staci and her mom very uncomfortable,” Marvin looked over at Curtis.

“I didn’t mean it in a perv way, just a statement, the girl had a huge rack for being in high school!” Curtis shrugged.

“The beach party?” Larry asked.

“Oh yeah!” Marvin and I said at the same time.

“It was on the beach!” Curtis exclaimed. “What I am not supposed to look at women in bikinis?”

“Not someone’s wife!” I laughed. “Especially when you say things like Milf Alert!”

“Or I sure would love to have her legs wrapped around my head!” Marvin laughed.

“When her husband is standing right next to you!” Larry joined in.

Derek shook his head. “It’s not funny guys,” he looked at us.

“It’s fucking hilarious!” I responded. “He deserved to get punched in the face!”

“He knocked out a tooth!” Curtis stared at us.

“Well, next time don’t open your mouth, and maybe I don’t know look around before you talk shit,” I shrugged. “Actions have consequences!”

“Like losing a tooth!” Marvin barked as soon as I finished.

“Fuck you guys!” Curtis shouted as he put the pizza down and walked to the door.

Derek followed right behind him. “Not cool!” Derek said as he closed the door.

“Fuck them!” Larry sat down and played the game with us.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I knew it wouldn’t last. I was hoping I would be rid of Curtis for good, but as usual, the idiot showed up at the pool while I was throwing a barbecue.

“What’s he doing here?” I asked Marvin as I saw Derek, Troy, and Curtis approaching us.

“I invited Troy, I swear!” Marvin held his hands up.

“Great!” I shook my head as they got close.

“I just came to say I was sorry, and I was out of line, so I brought some beer and a few snacks as a peace offering.” Curtis looked us over as he held a twelve-pack of my favorite beer and a grocery bag of assorted snacks.

“Okay,” I nodded, as I liked hanging out with Troy and Derek. I was willing to give it another try.

“No coming on to anyone, I swear!” Curtis crossed his heart.

“Famous last words,” Troy smiled.

We had the pool to ourselves for the better part of Sunday, but then people started showing up with their kids and families, so we had to be quiet.

“All I am saying is that I don’t think I am cut out for the relationship tie-down,” Curtis tried to explain why he was still single. “I like having options.”

“Like should you use your left hand or your right,” Troy poked fun at him.

“At least if I did get a girlfriend, I wouldn’t have to wait until my mom left the house to bring her home!” Curtis shot back.

“Damn!” everyone exclaimed.

Troy was thirty-four and still lived with his mom.

Troy nodded his head with a smile. “And I still get more than you!”

It was like this for many hours, with everyone picking on each other. Then a group of women came into the pool area.

“Now, that’s what I am talking about?” Troy smiled as we watched the women go to the other corner of the pool.

“See, when he does it, you guys don’t mind,” Curtis complained. “When I do it, you say it’s creepy!”

“They are our age, and we aren’t being loud!” Larry explained.

The women were in tight bikinis and had great bodies. Some were moms and had mom-bods. They smiled and waved at the other people at the pool.

We were in the farthest corner away from everyone so that we could drink and talk shit without the kids hearing us.

“We should go over there,” Troy said as he looked at Larry, Derek, and me.

Marvin had a girlfriend, and it was out of the question, and Curtis would just ruin it by saying something stupid.

“I can go too, you know,” Curtis whined.

“And say what?” Larry asked. “Want to come home and see my World of Warcraft collection?”

“Women play videos games as well!” Curtis added.

“Okay, if we go over there,” I looked at the others. “None of your bull!”

Troy always wanted to talk about sex right away; he once sent a picture of himself half-naked to a woman he had just met and got the phone number, then he complained that she blocked him.

Larry wanted to talk about his family business and how much money he had that wasn’t even his; it was tied up in the industry. He also loved to mansplain everything.

Then there was Derek, who tried to play the depressed male role because he was thirty-six, divorced, and didn’t get to see his two kids as much as he wanted to, and shared an apartment with two other guys.

Curtis was a bigger pervert than Troy, and that was saying a lot. Curtis was one of the guys that would send a dick pick to someone online that liked any of his posts or said hi to him.

“What about you?” Larry mocked me. “Hi, I am Calvin. I work out nearly every day, and I have huge muscles. I am the token black guy of the group!”

“That does sound like you,” Curtis laughed.

“Damn!” Troy shook his head. “Never mind!”

Another woman joined the women.

“Why does that happen every time!” Curtis sighed and sat back.

The new woman was a big woman, and the others smiled and laughed as she joined them.

“In every female group that has to be the whale!” Troy shook his head. “Now if we go over one of us has to be friendly or interested in Shamu!”

“Would you stop!” I shook my head.

“That’s right black guys are interested in the big, beautiful women,” Larry pointed at me. “For cushion for the pushing or something like that!”

“Nah, they just like them big because their big swinging cocks!” Derek laughed.

Again, the ribbing continued for the rest of the day, and finally, we decided to call it a day.

I stayed to clean up and put things in the trash.

“Sorry,” a voice said from behind me.

I turned to see the big woman from the group standing behind me in a blue one-piece bathing suit.

“It’s okay, I was in the way,” I apologized and moved out of the way so she could throw her trash in the large bin.

“Thanks,” she smiled.

I started to walk away.

“So, why didn’t you guys come over?” she asked.

“Huh?” I asked.

“I was passing behind your group before I entered the pool area,” she said, staring at me. I could see the look on her face daring me to lie. “I heard that you guys were going to approach my friends, but then you didn’t. Why?”

“I don’t know, really,” I knew I was lying, but I couldn’t stop myself.

“Right,” she nodded. “None of you wanted to talk to or feel uncomfortable around the big girl.”

I was about to say something, but I knew it would just make matters worse.

“Well at least you are not trying to deny it,” she smiled and shook her head.

She walked away, and I had never felt so bad in my life.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I felt bad for most of the night and into the following morning. I had never wanted to body shame anyone, and I had always told people that it was a horrible thing to do to a person and that if it ever happened, I would stick up for that person.

I hadn’t done anything when my friends had made fun of the woman for her size; if anything, I had contributed to the problem.

I found myself thinking about it for days, and I kept looking out at the pool area, hoping I would see her again so that I could apologize.

After a week, I had given up on seeing her again. I thought that one of the other women lived here and had invited her friends over. If that were the case, I probably would never see her again.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I loved the new gym the apartment complex had put in, and I was working out when she walked in.

Others were working out and exercising, so I didn’t immediately walk over to her, but afterward, I approached her when she came out.

“Hi,” I waved at her from a distance.

“Hi,” she said without stopping as she walked the pathway to one of the other apartment buildings.

“Can we talk?” I asked.

“Are you sure you want to be seen with a fat woman?”

“I deserve that, and much more,” I responded.

“Wow, I didn’t expect that response,” she smiled.

“Well, I do,” I admitted as I walked with her.

We walked for a while in silence, and then I started to talk.

“I always tell my coworkers it’s bad to body shame people,” I told her. “And then when my friends did it, I did nothing to stop them.”

“It’s easier to tell strangers that they are doing the wrong thing, than it is to friends,” Ciara said.

After talking for a while, I learned her name and discovered that she lived in one of the other buildings.

I walked with Ciara to her stairs.

“Thanks for talking to me,” Ciara smiled as she looked at me.

“I truly hope we can talk again,” I returned her smile.

“I would like that,” Ciara waved as she walked up the stairs.

I returned to my apartment building.

We hadn’t exchanged numbers or any information, but I knew what building she lived in, and she knew mine.

One night, as I was returning home from my night shift, Ciara came out of her car. “Morning,” she smiled.

“Morning,” I responded as she approached.

“I’ve seen you coming home at this time and thought you might want breakfast,” Ciara said, holding a large plate covered with foil.

“You’ve been spying on me?” I smiled.

“Sort of,” Ciara grinned. “But in my defense you started it.”

“So, you caught that?” I asked as we went up the stairs to my apartment.

“Yeah, I did,” Ciara stood outside my apartment as I turned the key to open the door.

I had driven around to her building a few times and noticed that she worked at the local Walmart. I had seen her leaving early in the morning or afternoon in the famous blue apron with the yellow logo.

“Coming in?” I asked.

“Sure,” Ciara answered.

We walked into the kitchen, and I got another plate out. “Wow,” I smiled at the large burrito.

“Thought you might be hungry,” Ciara sat on one of the chairs at the table.

“I am,” I sliced into the huge burrito.

“Breakfast burrito is one of my favorite things to make,” Ciara stared at me as I took a bite.

“Omg!” I said with my mouthful. “Sorry,” I covered my mouth. “This is really good!”

Ciara smiled from ear to ear. “Big girls know how to cook.”

“Spicy too!” I
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