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 Prologue – Texting
Bob

Bob: So he agreed, huh?

Tina: Under the business conditions we laid
out, yeah.

B: "Conditions". Hah. You know that means
squat to me - I may know how to frame them, work them, enforce
them, but it doesn't mean that I have to follow them.

T: I know, and you know, but he doesn't need
to know. He doesn't need to know we've fucked too, okay? This is
all new to him and I don't want to break him.

B: More like you don't want to ruin the good
fucks you're having.

T: Well that too. But seriously.

B: I'll be on my best behaviour, I promise.
Both in front of him, and under the sheets later.

T: Can't wait. Setting up the date now.
You'd better be - on both counts.


 Bob

 


Tina already had another name on the list -
but had to spend the next few days trying to convince Tim why she
was continuing her tryouts. She had a barrage of reasons, a retort
and a rebuttal for every single protest Tim had, ranging from:

"You did agree that we wanted a baby, didn't
you?"

"I thought it was pretty clear Stan wouldn't
be good publicity if he really became the father."

"You don't expect to select one just like
that, do you?"

And finally, the one that she usually ended
up winning with: "You're not the one who has to do the work, so
don't go complaining about this whole thing!"

Tim lost each and every argument; there was
no way he could get around her emotional rages. He never did won
arguments with Tina, and he wasn't about to suddenly win now,
especially not when she seemed adamant about getting her way. He
finally gave up and relented to let her do whatever she wished; as
long as they kept the terms of the contract and remained
professional about it.

He had to admit though: angry sex with Tina
every night was a surely positive outcome of their tussles - she
was more aggressive than usual and started to take the lead more
often than not, sometimes even to the extent of getting him hard
again after he came once, just so that she could cum once more, if
she even had the first before he did.

From Tina's perspective though, it was more
frustrating than that - Tim wasn't a poor lover by any standards,
but she seemed to miss Stan's size more than she thought possible,
and how he reached places Tim just barely fell short of. She needed
more, and she tried to get Tim exceptionally aroused in some
strange hope that he would be able to "rise to the occasion", but
even after she could get him hard a second time, even after she
could cum on his cock, there was an itch much deeper that he
couldn't quite scratch, and it annoyed her frustratingly. Quite
fortunately, she wasn't denied the use of her toys, and some of
them seemed to at least quell that itch - though the feel was
certainly different from a real cock, and as a result, lacked
certain qualities that she still craved.

Tina wasn't about to tell that to Tim
though; no, that would make his animosity toward their situation
much worse, and she intended to carry through with their plans - as
little interference as possible would be ideal, so she could
conserve whatever energies she could. It wasn't long before Tim was
compliant enough again to be open to the next candidate, which Tina
introduced in the same cafe, once again, as Bob.


 Texting - Outside
the Café

 


Bob: I can see you in the café. You're not
wearing a bra.

Tina: Stop. You're making me horny and we
can't fuck till much later.

B: I have to rile you up early - otherwise
you won't be ready when I am. Are you wearing panties?

T: Babe!

B: I have to ask, don't I? Then I know what
I'm fishing my hand into later if I decide to take a dip.

T: ...if you do that I'm going to have to
suck you off in the café toilet.

B: Deal.

T: Fuck I'm going to regret saying that.

B: Or maybe you won't. You'll find out soon
enough - I'm walking in.


 Café

 


A nondescript name, it seemed, but Bob was
anything but - he was a trucker, but stacked like a Russian
strongman, and looked like he belonged on the biggest
Harley-Davidson ever built instead of behind the wheel of a
long-haul diesel. Most truckers Tim had come across were fat,
greasy men, who spoke crudely about everything and drank
excessively; Bob, on the other hand, was a bit like Stan, only
much, much bigger. Clean-shaven and massive, he reminded Tim of
Dwane Johnson, only that he had a thick mop of hair, and neatly
trimmed stubble which looked like Johnny Depp's. He looked
elegantly out of place in his seat, making the sofa look small, and
would have fit the role if he had a mega-sized beer can in his fist
instead of the tiny cup of coffee he was sipping from.

At least he's well
mannered, Tim thought, not like the other truckers I've known. And indeed Bob was - he made it a point to introduce
himself, gave a run down of what he did, and was rather simple in
his speech, though eloquent. He attributed his physique to a
fitness regime that he enjoyed, and he had to admit that his size
did lend some advantages. "I've rarely run into trouble with
locals, no matter where I go, though sometimes they call the cops
on me," he explained. "So I make it a point to be polite, and not
give the wrong impression. Besides, I only drink when I'm out on a
party, and never when I'm working. Too dangerous, both behind the
wheel, and while on a stop." Well-mannered, and sensible, though
Tim knew there had to be a reason why Tina chose him as a
candidate.

Tina was, of course, visibly excited about
their meeting - this time though, she had dressed in something less
eye-catching, just in a t-shirt, jeans, and a jacket over it. No
one would look twice at her - unless the jacket opened up and they
caught a glimpse of her nipples poking out through the t-shirt's
fabric. Tina had decided to speed things up this time round, should
they go well, and had left the house without underwear on - the
jeans fabric was rubbing against her pussy, and she hoped dearly
that the material was thick enough for her juices not to soak
through. She kept her legs crossed while seated, trying not to make
it look too obvious, but her enthusiasm was evident in her voice
and from the look in her eyes.

And Bob definitely picked it up.

Tim got curious, and had to ask. "How do you
two know each other?"

"Well, we didn't," Bob replied in his deep
set voice, "not until a couple months back when I chanced upon her
profile online - and they we started chatting over the internet and
got to know each other better." Tim was just about to ask what
profile Bob was referring to, when Tina interjected.

"Did you know Bob helps out at the local
gym? He gives self-defence lessons for women, and coaches
high-school kids as a volunteer!" Bob smiled, and nodded, adding
that it was his way of giving back to the community.

"I wasn't very educated when I started out,
but someone believed in me, and as a result I can earn my own keep;
it's the least I can do to help others stay on their feet. And
besides," he laughed, "that also gives me free access to the gym
whenever I want!" Tina joined in the chuckle, and Tim politely
laughed along despite not quite seeing the humour in the situation.
He suspected there was something amiss, some innuendo that he
should have picked up but didn't, or a secret that he wasn't privy
to.

Tina brought the conversation back to the
matter at hand, while still managing to keep things relatively
casual. She pulled out the pre-prepared brown envelope of
documents, and went through the well-rehearsed routine of going
through the details with them. Despite his brutish physique, Bob
actually appeared to take a proper interest in the papers, at times
clarifying areas with Tim and Tina - he was detailed enough that
Tim had to make notes on some vague conditions, some terminologies,
and probably the addition of a few other areas they might like to
include in future contract signings. Bob was a sportsman through it
all, and said that they could apply those terms right away to
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