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I was a failure. I had tried to keep a cool demeanor about everything that had happened since Desmond put out those videos, and no matter how hard I tried to take them down from the internet, they appeared on another site.

My flower business was failing because of my new reputation. People came into the place not to buy flowers but to look and make fun of the fat bitch that liked black cock. My regular customers stopped coming in as they didn’t want to associate themselves with me and my newfound fame.

I didn’t want any of it. I even tried to tell people that I thought Desmond and I were in a relationship, and that’s why I was acting like such a whore, but it didn’t work; people believed everything they saw on the internet, so in their eyes, I was a black cock slut.

Wayne moved in with me. We weren’t seeing each other or anything; we were just friends. I didn’t mind him staying with me in the guest bedroom, and he liked that he didn’t have to live with his mother.

There was one saving grace in the whole thing. Desmond had never come to my house, so no one came by to see me, not that they could anyway. I lived in a gated community. Anyone who came to the gate got screened, and after I talked with the security guards, they made sure anybody who came to see me had to be approved by me or Wayne.

I spent most of my time at home doing accounting for a small online firm. Since the floral shop was a bust, I sold the shop as it was and made some money.

I thought the best thing I could do was ignore it and let it run its course.

Eventually, people would get sick of it, and it would be just another sex video that everybody had forgotten.

Wayne was dating someone. I didn’t know who it was, but he was always trying to hide her or avoid eye contact when he got home late.

“You know it’s okay,” I told him. “If you are seeing someone that is good.”

“I know, just thought it would be awkward if I brought her here, while you were home,” Wayne explained.

“Not at all,” I shrugged as my feelings for Wayne were completely friend-related. “Doesn’t she mind that you are living in your ex-wife’s house?”

“At first, but after the video and what I had told her, she thinks I am staying here for moral reasons,” Wayne grinned.

“You dirty devil, playing the knight in shining armor card!”

“If it works, right?”

This was our new relationship, from husband and wife to just friends. It felt good, and when I finally met, I had to stifle a laugh.

Wayne had gone from me, a big woman with a huge everything, to a stick figure with absolutely nothing anywhere.

Lilah and I were totally opposites on everything from food to music. Wayne admitted that when he started looking for a new relationship, he wanted someone who wasn’t anything like me. Well, he achieved his goal; Lilah was nothing like me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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‘Congratulations,’ I texted Wayne after I heard that he had proposed to Lilah, and she had accepted.

Just over three years after we got divorced, Wayne was remarrying. He had left my house and moved in with Lilah. The writing was on the wall after that. I had to hear from his mom that he was getting married.

I was happy for them. They deserved to be happy.

On the other hand, I wasn’t doing so well. I was running into financial problems after the small company I worked for was bought out, and they got rid of me. Then, a pipe burst and filled my basement with knee-high water, so most of the money I had made from selling the store went into fixing that and repairing all the water damage.

“Aren’t you the...” one of the contractors started to ask.

“The what?” I asked as he was in the basement assessing the work to ensure that everything had been done correctly.

“The woman online with the black guy?” he asked as he stared at me intently.

“No,” I quickly responded.

“Yeah, you are!” he chuckled. “I know that face and those tits!”

“Is the work done or not?” I snapped at him as he was staring at my tits.

“Yeah, they did great work, all the mold and damage is gone,” he shook his head. “It would have been bad if we had to tear down the wall.”

“Yeah really bad,” I started to go back up the stairs.

“You know,” he said as he followed me up the stairs from the basement. “Some of the guys I talk to online have been looking for more videos of you. Do you have a page or something?”

“A what?” I asked, annoyed and frustrated.

“Like one of those fan pages, that most women like you have,” he was staring at my tits again.

I knew I shouldn’t have worn this shirt. The neckline went down too far, exposing more cleavage than I wanted to show a stranger in my house.

“Like me? I stared at him with disgust.

“Yeah, you know, the sluts and whores!”

“Get out!” I shouted as I showed him the door.

‘How dare he!’ I thought as I watched him leave.

I wasn’t like those women online, showing everything they had to the whole world. I could get a job, a real job!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I kept trying to find a new job to pay my bills. It was getting harder; even trying to go into the flowering jobs was a pain. Most places wanted me to start from the bottom and work my way up.

I was too old for all that. My knees hurt, and I couldn’t stand all day behind a cash register. I missed my old flower shop. I could work as much as I wanted, and when it was time to rest, I could go to my office or take the rest of the day off.

To fill in the time between going for interviews or looking online, I worked doing some accounting for some friends and their families.

It was then that I found out that one of my neighbors was an online sex worker. She sent me her information so I could prepare her taxes.

She wasn’t making a ton of money, but enough to pay for her mortgage, car loan, and bills, with spending money left over.

I looked at the information and looked her up online, purely out of curiosity.

She wasn’t showing much of anything; in fact, most of it was PG-rated. Many of the comments said that she was taking their money, but many said the others were idiots if they were still paying for her content.

All of the pictures were of her semi-clothed or fully clothed. “What are they paying for?” I asked myself as I scrolled through some of her free pages.

I had to know how she was managing to make this money, so I went over to her house. I brought everything with me and pretended to be naïve about the whole thing.

“It’s easy,” Gabrielle shrugged.

“How, though?” I asked.

Even when I had the flower store, I wasn’t making as much as she had done in a year.

“With assets like yours you could easily make double what I make, and if you are willing to do other things,” Gabrielle hinted. “It pays a lot more!”

That’s when she walked me down to her basement. “Holy crap!” I exclaimed as I couldn’t hold it in.

It was a mini-dungeon with racks, chains, belts, and all kinds of things. “Some of the men that visit me like to be dominated,” Gabrielle grinned. “That’s where I get most of my money. Plus other things I do with other men.”

“Like who!” I asked as I looked around.

“I will never tell,” Gabrielle told me as she closed the door and walked back upstairs.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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It had me thinking for days afterward. I even tried to sneak a look at Gabrielle’s house to see if I could see anyone entering or leaving, but there was a side street behind that row of houses, just like mine.

Anyone could come and go without being seen unless it was a direct neighbor, but even then, Gabrielle had a high fence, so all anyone would see was someone walking down the side street and disappearing into one of the many backyards that backed up to that street.

“Okay,” I told myself.

I had debated it for too long. I needed to make money quickly, or I would lose the house. I decided to do the PG pictures, but only for a little while until I got things under control.

I followed Gabrielle’s instructions on how to get started, and within no time, I had a following.

It was easier than I thought. Gabrielle was right about one thing: There were many men out there who loved big women.

Many of my pictures and videos showed just cleavage and my everyday attire, nothing out of the ordinary.

“You will have to spice a few things up,” Gabrielle instructed. “Leave all this stuff on a free site but have links to other sites that show more.”

“More?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gabrielle grinned as she looked at my chest. “A lot more!”

I didn’t want to bare myself to the internet, but then Gabrielle reminded me that the video of me naked and getting fucked was already out there.

Gabrielle came over to my house and punched in the words BBW fucked by black man in a flower shop, it was a random porn page, and there I was face down, ass up, and getting fucked. My tits were out and flopping around while he spanked my bare ass.

There were plenty of other images and pictures that he took of me that I thought would have disappeared by now, but she found them easily.

“What do you have to lose?” Gabrielle asked. “Everything is already out there!”

I hated the idea that people were downloading and spreading my photos and videos everywhere, but I started to hate it more because I didn’t get anything from it.

I hated how I felt after seeing that video for the first time: helpless, embarrassed, and weak.

“Fine,” I muttered to myself. “They want it, they will have to pay for it.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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After that decision, there was no turning back. I took tame and teasing pictures that I linked to more revealing photos and videos, but they still wanted more, so I made them pay for it, and like the horny idiots they were, they did.

I got sent clothes they wanted me to wear and a new computer with multiple cameras, which they paid for from my wish list.

I was making more money than I was making while being a florist, and all I did was aim my phone at my chest or keep it mounted as I bent over to show my large ass, and they were paying for it.

Within months, I was caught up on all my bills. I hadn’t done anything too risqué yet, but I was on the verge.

Many of my followers wanted to meet me, and a few of them even wanted to pay ridiculous amounts for an encounter.

I couldn’t do it here at my house. There was no way I was that brave.

I wanted to meet one in particular. He was one of my local followers, and I had not seen him for a while.

“Hey,” I walked into the barbecue restaurant.

“Samantha,” Gregg smiled from behind the counter.

“Is Connor working today?” I asked.

“Yeah, he is outback, smoking some turkey for the lunch rush,” Gregg grinned.

“Thanks,” I smiled as I walked behind the counter and then outside.

“Hey Connor,” I approached the tall black man standing by the smoker.

“Sam!” Connor hugged me. “What brings you here?”

“You, actually,” I stared at him.

“What can I do for you?”

“Well, there is something we can do for each other,” I grinned.

I told him my plan to do my first B/G scene for my website. Many people had been asking about it, and I thought it would be a great way to gain more followers and views.

Connor jumped at the chance. He had always been interested in me, even when I was married, so telling him he could finally have me was like a dream come true for him.

We set the date and the place at a hotel, and then I left.

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


I was a bit nervous as I set things up inside the hotel room. I had brought a camera to view the whole thing, and other things I needed to post and share anything and everything that happened.

I had known Conner for many years. He flirted with me in front of Wayne many times, and he was never one to hide his attraction to me. That was evident the moment we got started.

“Wow!” I said for maybe the fourteenth time as I was sitting on the
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