
Wrong Turn

by Jordan Bailey



    
        
          Wrong Turn

        

        
        
          Wrong Turn Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Jordan Bailey

        

        
          Published by Jordan Bailey, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WRONG TURN

    

    
      First edition. August 10, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Jordan Bailey.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005693251

    

    
    
      Written by Jordan Bailey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Wrong Turn (Wrong Turn Series, #1)

Sign up for Jordan Bailey's Mailing List

Also By Jordan Bailey

About the Author

Planted amidst the dark canals of a thrumming metropolis, a slight and timid blonde boy scurries through the darkness. Like a beacon, his golden hair shines, barely warding off the shadows as they close in all around him. He moves, hurried but tepidly, through the abyss, completely out of place in this rancid cesspool he currently finds himself within.

He had been held up at work and now, after midnight when public transportation is no longer in service, he had made the horrendous decision to try a shortcut through the bad part of downtown.

His poor decision was made very clear, and now the young boy named Jesse was now all alone in the dark streets of the who-knows-where. In the daylight, this part of town was scary and dangerous enough, but it was far more sinister now that night had fallen. He regretted ever setting foot there. He had done it once or twice before, but that was in the daytime, when police and friendly citizens were aplenty. But now his surroundings were far from familiar and was no place for someone like him - a slender, frail little thing who stood just over five feet tall, with fair skin and shoulder-length blonde hair.

Jesse pinned his jacket together and picked up his pace. All he wanted was to get home, the faster the better.

It had been a day to remember, co-workers calling in sick, angry customers, and all the while getting constantly shouted at by his boss. It was just his luck that the last bus left mere minutes before his shift was supposed to be over, but then he had to stay and help clean.

Little Jesse had lived a comfortable life, sheltered from many hardships. He was a shy, cute, effeminate boy and by the look of him, you would have never expected he have to endure many of his recent troubles.

But now, gazing around the dim and cold arteries of a dark, downtown ghetto, a very new fear was sinking in. The streets were littered with junk and garbage; empty beer bottles, food wrappers, rusted car parts, and every wall or building surface was caked in graffiti. He preferred his neighborhood in uptown where he and his his mother lived. Until recently they had lived together, but a few months ago he had set out on his own, getting his first job and very own apartment. He had lived under her thumb for long enough, and was tired of the sheltered, over-protective life she instilled, but now it was time to live on his own.

So there he was, dressed in the dress code mandated restaurant attire, which was all black and form fitting, lost in a slum with nothing but his book bag for company. As he walked, his thick thighs rubbed together, and as he quickened his pace they squished against one another more and more. Jesse hated his figure and always had. However mother nature made his legs this way on purpose, to support a big, round butt most women could only dream of attaining. An ass that usually got him all sorts of stares and cat calls from men and street walkers, that is until they realized he was a man. Most anyway.

His female friends had always given him nothing but praise for it, saying they would kill to have hips and curves like him. Unbeknownst to them however, their jeering did nothing but shatter poor little Jesse’s confidence day-in and day-out. In truth he hated it. Hated how every ounce of fat on his body, and what little muscle mass he had, all seemed to gather in a the least masculine places possible.
It also was not uncommon for him to be mistaken for a girl, by man or woman alike. If not for his figure, than his lack of body hair and a smooth, almond-shaped face that could easily pass for the opposite sex, even without makeup.

To make matters worse, these attributes were not doing him any favors at the moment, because Jesse soon realized he was tailed by two scary looking, black men. He wasn’t entirely sure if they were actually following him, but even still, it was always best to be careful.

So when the two men seemed to pick up their pace, Jesse did the same.

“Why did I think this would be a good idea?” He murmured to himself, looking over his shoulder as he sped up his walk.

Moving onward, Jesse zig-zagged between streets and alleyways, but they kept up their pursuit. The fear he felt rose with each new block and passing second. They seemed to keep up no matter his speed, slowing when he did or speeding up accordingly, tailing him but not chasing. When Jesse's lungs began to tire, his heart rate quickened. This was the most scared he had ever been in his life, and one of the only times he had felt like he was in any danger at all. The two men weren’t even particularly well built, nor did they look armed, but to Jesse, who would have struggled in a physical altercation with a teenage girl, they were terrifying.

Soon enough, Jesse’s pace was cranked to almost a jog, and still the men slowly closed the gap between them. His body began sweating and aching, his sports bag’s handle was digging into his shoulders and his hefty thighs chaffed from rubbing against each other. He wasn't sure if he had ever 'ran' this hard or this long ever before. In the heat of the moment he was able to ignore the physical pain, but his mind raced with panic and fear.

High above, amongst the filing cabinet of stacked apartments, Mia, a tall dark-skinned woman, opened her shoddy freezer and pulled the only food she had left, a bucket of off-brand ice cream.

“Great,” she grumbled, tossing it onto the counter before finding a plastic spoon in the drawer. 
Oh, well. Better than nuthin'.”

Mia sighed, pacing around the kitchen, battling with what to do next. She left the local bar that night frustrated and impatient, finding herself alone once more.

Her apartment was a desolate one, with a tiny kitchen connected to the 'living' room, bathroom and bedroom. Her belongings were slim, with just a couch to sit on and ragged, cracked television to pass the time. Even at night there was noise from every angle; car alarms and train horns from outside and shouts or random 'thudding' from the inside. The thin walls of the apartment complex shielded little sound, whether it was re-runs of The Price is Right from an elderly person's television or the muffled sounds like sex from the couple next door. 

Mia, unlike Jesse, had it rough. Poverty, drug dealing and violence had been major parts of her life for as long as she could remember. However, while most may have perished in her situation, she had only became stronger, both mentally and physically. To survive in the ghetto you had to be fierce, and fierce she was. Mia was over six feet tall of lean, ebony muscle. While she moonlit as a dancer and occasional saleswoman of illegal narcotics, she worked 'full-time' as a fitness trainer and kick boxer. She had long, powerful legs, chiseled abs, toned arms, a firm ass and hefty, perky 38 G cup breasts. They were the first things she bought when she came into money around nineteen or twenty. The drug trade was dangerous but did have it's merits. She had always wanted huge tits to match her imposing form. She wanted to be large and loud and sexy in every aspect, thus her enhanced breasts gave her that confidence and power.
But her looks had not yet found her a meaningful or lasting relationship. Love was not something Mia was familiar with. The girls that interested her the most were all dainty, prude and white – and most importantly blonde. Rarities out here in the slums. It was only during bar visits and the like that she had a chance to seduce innocent, adventure-seeking city girls, but it always ended in disappointment. And tonight was no different.
The girls she charmed always seemed genuine enough on their first meetings, but with a bit of coercing and a few drinks, often agreed to go home with her. Many of them even accepted the fact that she had something unexpected waiting for them. And while they would almost always stay, and seemingly enjoy themselves, it never lasted.

Mia leaned against the counter, watching the sweat and moisture begin to accumulate on the ice cream tub. But just then, another sound caught her attention. It sounded like a crash, like someone tipping over a garbage can.

“What the?” Mia said, quickly making her way to her window. 'What is it this time?' She wondered... another fight? A drug deal gone bad?

No. 

It was a small, fair girl, crawling
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