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The courts were empty that day and it was no
surprise. Early afternoon on a Tuesday meant most people were
either at work or school. This was good news for Isabella and her
boyfriend Michael. They weren’t looking for competition, they just
wanted to shoot some hoops.

Isabella Rodríguez had never really played
basketball, being that she’d only just come from Colombia to the
states. Her home in South America had been a poor one and paved
public basketball courts weren’t available to her there. When,
through broken English, she’d told her boyfriend Michael as much,
he decided on a whim that the two of them should spend the
afternoon doing something she’d never done before.

They arrived in the parking lot adjacent to
the courts on that sweltering summer day and left the car parked in
the shade. So excited was Michael about taking his sexy Latina
girlfriend hooping (where plenty of jumping and bouncing was
guaranteed), that in his rush to retrieve the basketball, he
accidentally left something very important behind…but he didn’t
know that yet.

“Whole place to ourselves,” Michael said,
smiling goofily as he and Isabella stepped onto the cement.

“Whole place,” Isabella repeated back with a
grin, her Columbian accent thick and impenetrable.

Michael knew she didn’t know much English
yet; he also knew how lucky he was to have claimed this girl as his
partner so early on in her stay in America. Men would fight each
other for a chance at something so pristine, so small, so sexy. A
little Latina angel. That day, she wore clothing as skimpy as she
always did: a white tube top that clung to her small torso and
tits, showing off her tummy and chest and arms. Below that, the
coup de grace, a pair of green camouflage booty shorts that were
helpless against the power of her big, round Latina ass. The
spandex material rode well up her ass crack, exposing the jiggle of
her lower cheeks whenever she walked. Straight black hair framed a
face so young and innocent it was a wonder she was nine-teen years
old already. And her lips, so full and seductive, always playful,
drove Michael absolutely crazy.

But it was her shiny braces, large and
unmissable, that really drove Michael over the edge. He’d
paid for them himself when they started dating, and it didn’t
matter that it took him two jobs to afford them. They made
all the difference.

Michael knew she was out of his league. He
was twenty-one, a skinny scrawny white kid who fell just short of
5’9. But he was cute enough for Isabella, and that was all that
mattered. Though sometimes, his insecurities got the better of him,
and he wondered if he was man enough to handle a girl like
that.

Michael bounce-passed her the ball and
Isabella caught it with an awkward reach, her ass jiggling and her
petite caramel body tensing. She had long white acrylic nails, and
it made her hold the ball in a strange way. Michael tried to show
her how to shoot, but either he was the worst teacher in the world,
or Isabella was no Caitlin Clark.

“Like this,” Michael laughed, loving the way
her cute expression followed his instruction so intently. He
imitated his own instructions for shooting as he gave them to her.
“Keep your elbow straight, raise it, and flick your wrist.
Just…like…this!”

Michael’s shot bounced off the front rim and
came back to him. He handed Isabella the ball, then got behind her,
trying to get her body to control the motion better. That, and he
really wanted to be close to her just then. He brought his hips
close enough that his dick, covered in a layer of briefs and
basketball shorts, brushed against the inside of Isabella’s lower
ass cheek. They were spread from the wedgie of her booty shorts,
and he relished the feeling of himself against her there in the hot
afternoon sun. Isabella giggled; she knew what he was doing.

Together they raised the ball in Isabella’s
hands and shot the ball. It hit nothing at all, but the silliness
of it brought Isabella closer in his arms and he wrapped her up,
kissing her on the neck.

“You’re so sexy, you know that?” Michael
whispered.

“Eres un chico tonto,” Isabella said,
biting her bottom lip.

“What’s that mean?”

Isabella’s crystalized grey eyes squinted as
she thought how to put it. “Silly boy,” she said, her accent
turning silly to seely.

“That’s me,” Michael laughed, nuzzling her
neck. It was sweaty already, and he loved the salty taste of her on
his tongue. She pulled from him just a little, a cue that maybe he
was being a bit much. Michael couldn’t help it - got excited
sometimes.

Isabella rebounded the basketball, and
turned to Michael, all five feet two inches of her. He loved
how tall she made him feel. She walked out past the three-point
line with it and pointed to where she was standing.

“Make here,” Isabella said. “Then I kiss
you.”

“Kiss me where?” Michael said slyly, walking
to where she stood, and taking the ball from her.

Isabella blushed and giggled. She looked
down at her feet, then back up at Michael again. The playfulness in
her angelic face nearly made Michael hard right there on the
basketball court.

“Mamada,” Isabella winked.

Michael knew that word. She’d taught it to
him early. And it meant that he needed to make that shot.
Mamada.

“You fucking got it,” Michael said,
straightening up, setting his feet. It was a long shot, a few feet
past the three-point line, probably twenty-five feet. He got the
ball comfortable in his hands, dribbled twice, and lined up his
shot.

As he came off his feet, arms extending,
eyes locked on the rim, a white glare flashed from his periphery.
The sun had caught a glint of metal, broadcasting it right into his
eyes. The shot went well off, smacking the backboard violently and
careening sideways towards the parking lot.

“Así es la vida,” Isabella said.

Michael turned to see where the distraction
had come from. It was the same place the basketball was rolling off
to - the parking lot. A large white van was pulling in, a chrome
hood ornament in the steely shape of a bull at the front of the
hood. It must have been the shiny bull that the sun had used to
blind Michael.

“Of all the fucking luck,” Michael sighed,
turning back to his petite brown girlfriend. “No mamada?”

Isabella shrugged, picking the shorts
crammed up her asscrack. “Quizás.”

Michael sighed. He didn’t know what that
meant. He looked back at the parking lot.

Two men had gotten out of the van. One of
them, a fellow with a particularly scraggly beard and wild, unkempt
hair, had picked up the wayward basketball. Now, they were walking
across the court, straight towards Michael and Isabella. They were
very obviously much older than either Michael or Isabella.

“Maybe we should go,” Michael said under his
breath, not taking his eyes off the strangers. He always got
nervous around other men when he was with Isabella. It had a lot to
do with his own insecurities, but it also had a lot to do with the
way she was dressed. There was revealing, there was provocative,
and then there was Isabella Rodríguez.

“Why go?” Isabella asked, visoring her eyes
from the sun with a small hand and observing the approaching men.
“They play too?”
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The men were taller up close. The wild
looking one was at least 6 feet, and the cleaner cut of the two men
had slicked-back blonde hair and a chiseled jawline. They were
probably in their late 40s, which meant they were more than twice
the young couple’s age.

“Lose something?” the crazy-eyed one said,
holding up the basketball.

“My bad,” Michael said, tentatively, trying
not to seem weak. “Little strong on the follow through, I
guess.”

The man looked him up and down and visibly
scoffed. Then he looked at Isabella, so short amongst the three men
she could have been mistaken for a lost midget. The cleaner-cut of
the two older men was also staring. This was exactly the kind of
thing that Michael hated.

Michael reached out for the ball. “We were
just gonna head out actually.”

“Already?” the man with the beard said, an
undertone of mockery in his voice. “You just got here.”

Isabella looked up at the two strangers,
eyes sparkling. There wasn’t confusion on her face per say, though
she definitely didn’t quite understand what they were saying. She
was more curious than anything.

“What do you mean?” Michael asked.

“We saw you get here, we were watching you
two from the road,” the man grinned. His sheer masculinity, between
the bandana about his head and the way the lengths of his beard had
been twisted into their own sections, was giving Michael pause.
“What fun is one on one
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