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Allen left on time. Now, all I had to do was find the snitch. I was intent on fucking Rachel, his wife. Especially after the other night.

I only had three days to do it before Allen returned.

Nadia had given me today off, so I planned on finding the snitch today, not tomorrow or any other day today!

There were only a few houses within visual range of Rachel's house, so it had to be one of those, but it could also be one of the many walkers and joggers who came by every day. So, I had a lot of people to look at.

The first thing I did was take a long walk around the neighborhood. Damien might be onto something about me getting a dog. If I had one, I could easily walk around the neighborhood without having a reason.

"Hey Josh," a voice yelled as I walked.

"Trevor," I smiled, seeing the young teen approaching me.

"Keep walking," Trevor whispered.

"Okay," I smiled.

"You know that asshole neighbor of yours?" Trevor said.

"Yeah, Allen," I answered.

"Yeah, that asshole," Trevor said as we turned the corner.

Allen ratted the local teens out to the cops because they were smoking weed one night. Since then, most of them had it in for him.

"He came over to old lady Gretchin's house the other day telling her to keep an eye on you," Trevor said.

"Gretchen, huh?" I smiled. "Thanks."

"No problem just thought you should know," Trevor said as he ran to his friends.

I looked over at the neighborhood rat. "Okay," I waved at her as she got her mail. "What can I do to get you out of my hair?"

An idea came into my head. I just had to play it out.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
[image: ]


Gretchen bit on my trap. I invited some of the kids to my house, and she came running like the little snitch she was. As soon as she was outside, I sprung my trap.

The old lady didn't know what hit her as I played loud music. She did what any neighborhood Karen would do and called the cops.

When the cops arrived, I told them my music hadn't been loud, and the kids agreed. I then said she had it in for me because I was colored and she hated rap music.

The teens backed me up and told stories about her interfering when they were having fun and calling on them.

The cops went to her house and warned her. I smiled as I walked by later that night.

"You didn't have to do that," she said as she walked out. "I didn't mean anything by it."

"You called them," I shrugged. "I didn't."

"They said if I call them again for a false alarm, they could fine me," the old lady said.

I wanted to feel sorry for her, knowing she wanted to keep the neighborhood safe.

"Tell you what," I said as I looked at her.

"In a few days, the two of us could organize a neighborhood watch program, just to keep things a bit quieter and more organized. What do you think?"

"I would like that," she smiled. "You are a good man, thank you."

"Does that mean you are still going to spy on me?" I asked.

"Nope," Gretchen smiled. "Go have your fun, I won't tell Allen anything," she winked.

Everything was set for tomorrow. I couldn't wait.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Nadia had that stick up her ass the following day as I walked into the store.

"What happened now?" I asked as we sat in the office.

"They moved up the marriage," she said, pacing back and forth.

"To when?" I asked.

"Next week," Nadia said.

"That's a huge jump from three weeks to a few days," I stated.

"No shit," Nadia sat down.

"Why the rush?" I asked.

"He has a huge business deal, and it would look good for him if he was married and was going to start a family," Nadia said with that rich Indian accent.

"What about what you want?" I asked.

She gave me a look. "Right," I said.

I knew it didn't matter what she wanted as long as she pleased him.

I took a deep sigh.

"I know I said this before," I stood up and stopped Nadia from pacing. "After the wedding and you are married, things will get better for you."

"How are you so sure?" Nadia asked.

"Trust me," I smiled.

"Nadia to the deli!" the call came over the intercom.

"I better get that," Nadia said as she tried to put on a fake smile.

She walked to the door, and I went out with her.

'Can't wait to get behind that, and pull that long black hair,' I thought as I watched Nadia's pert ass in her tanned pants.

I didn't know for sure how it would pan out, but so far, not many married women have been resisting me, and whatever this thing was, I still didn't understand how it worked.

There were some, like the women I had so far, who couldn't resist me, and then there were others, like Cadence, one of our regular customers, on whom it didn't work. 

Then there were some, like the deli manager Kelly, who it was working on, and I turned down because I knew her husband very well, plus she just had a newborn. I wished I could turn it off for her so she didn't have to be told no all the time.

Cadence was one of our regular shoppers on Sundays, Tuesdays, and sometimes Fridays. And I would love to fuck her. Not because she was beautiful or anything like that, she was what people would call the MILF next door.

She was always smiling and kind and had that mom look to her. She was not overly pretty, just cute as a button, and always said the nicest things. Her husband Dan was the opposite. He always came in looking like he had just benched four hundred pounds and couldn't keep his arms and hands from being rigged.

Dan always wore a muscle shirt that showed off his arms, and he wore his hat backward. No one liked him, not even his kids.

"Hi," Cadence smiled as she walked past me on the way out.

It was not the smile the others had; it was a usual smile. Maybe it only worked on women who were unhappy in their relationships.

But then why did it work on Desirae, Damien's wife? She was extremely happy in her relationship, and it worked on her right after they said their wedding vows. I saw it happen on the same day they got married.

So, why wasn't it working with Cadence? Maybe it had to do with their beliefs. Cadence was a strict Christian, so the sanctity of marriage was a big deal. Then Kelly wouldn't like me. She was also a Christian and had to work late on Sundays so she could go to church.

Whatever this thing was, I wanted more control over it. But first, I had to figure things out.

I was doing my rounds when I noticed someone.

"Hi there," I smiled as I saw Rachel bending over to get something from the bottom shelf.

"Hi," she smiled back.

I walked with her as she did some shopping.

"So," I said when we got to an empty aisle.

"So," Rachel said.

"I get off at four," I said, stopping her cart.

"Does that mean I should be ready to get off by four thirty?" Rachel asked.

"Or on," I teased.

"I don't think you want all of this on top of you," Rachel replied boldly.

"I think I want all of it, in every way possible," I responded.

Rachel grinned. "I will keep you to that," she said as someone walked towards us.

"See you later," I said.

"Look forward to it," Rachel said.

Maybe I had to press the issue, but I didn't with any of them; most had come to me. So, the only one out of character was Cadence. There was something there that I was missing.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Maybe she isn't married," Damien said as I called him on my lunch break.

"What?" I asked.

"You said the kids don't like the guy right?" Damien asked.

"Yeah, they hardly talk to him," I answered.

"And single women don't even give you the time of day," Damien stated.

"Correct," I answered.

"I will bet money they are living together, probably they are divorced or separated and still have to live together, for finances or something," Damien guessed.

I sat back in my chair. I hadn't thought of that; Candence had come in without him many times. Gregory, my old store manager, said they were married. I hadn't asked them.

"I will call you later," I said.

I called Gregory immediately. We were still good work friends, and he answered right away.

Being a district manager was doing good for him. He was already saying he was losing weight.

We talked a bit about work things, and I slowly discussed married couples in the store, which was going well.

"Yeah, Dan and Cadence still come in, he is still an asshole," I said.

"Thought they got a divorce," Gregory said.

'Yahtzee!' I thought.

"I didn't know that," I answered.

"Yeah, she caught him cheating, in their house," Gregory said.

"No way," I sat up.

"If they are still coming in, it's because he hasn't found a place yet," Gregory clarified. "If I were her, I would kick him out, to hell with what the church says."

So, they were divorced. That's why it wasn't working. Being the good church wife, she wouldn't throw him out to the cold.

I was both happy that I knew why it wasn't working on Cadence and sad that she wasn't still married. I would have loved to face fuck that loveable face of hers just once.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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When I got home, I quickly got showered and changed. I had cleaned up the house, so now I was just waiting for Rachel to come along.

I didn't have to wait long as the doorbell rang.

"Wow," I said as Rachel walked inside.

"Had to pretend I was leaving to see a friend," Rachel explained. "Allen installed cameras inside the house, he left before he could put up the one for the outside, or we would have had to meet somewhere else."

Rachel was dressed in tight blue jeans with a blue top that showed off her vast cleavage. I loved how big her tits looked in anything that she wore.

"Did you want something to drink?" I asked.

"Nope," Rachel said as she pushed me hard.

I fell back onto the couch.

"Just this," Rachel said as she knelt before me.

Within seconds her mouth was wrapped around my cock.

She wasn't wasting any time.

I watched as Rachel expertly sucked my cock, from the tip to the root.

"I thought you wanted me on top?" Rachel asked.

"I still do," I answered.

We got up and went upstairs.

As soon as I got onto the bed, Rachel's large body got on top of me.

"Fuck!" I said as she lowered herself onto my cock.

"Damn that's a thick cock!" Rachel exclaimed as she started riding my dick.

My hands went up to her huge tits as she started riding me fast and hard.

Her enormous tits swayed along with her body.

Even though my hands were big, they were no match for Rachel's massive tits.

"Nipples," Rachel said as she bent forward.

I sucked on her nipples as she rode my cock.

"Yes!" Rachel moaned as I went from one to the other.

I moved slightly so I could get on top.

I had doubts when this thing with married women started happening, but now I love it. I loved watching my cock go in and out of them. I loved that somewhere some husband wasn't thinking about their wife getting fucked.

I put Rachel's thick legs on my shoulders as I fucked her fat pussy. "Fuck this feels good!" I shouted.

I pounded hard and fast as I watched her stomach and all her rolls sway and bounce as I fucked her.

"Harder, fuck me harder!" Rachel yelled.

I did what the woman asked me.

After I finished fucking her, we went downstairs to drink, and I fucked her again in the living room, bent her over on the floor, and fucked her from behind.

Rachel was mine for the night and most of the morning. Tomorrow afternoon, her husband Allen could have her back, but right now, she is mine.

"Dammit!" Rachel yelled loudly as I bent over again in the bedroom.

After fucking her massive tits, I wanted to do right by what I promised Allen.

The head of my cock had just entered her ass.

Rachel's fat ass was going to be mine.

"He has never put his cock in my ass," Rachel said as I pushed her head down.

"Too bad, for him," I said as I gripped her thick waist and pushed my cock deeper into her ass.

I was going to be the first to fuck this ass, and it wasn't going to be the last. A colossal ass like the one Rachel had on her was meant to be fucked.

"Holy fuck!" Rachel squealed as she gripped the covers tightly.

"Tell me stop
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