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Prologue
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Most would think it was a damn shame that my mind was so fucking filthy. I daydreamed about sex and lusted for anal sex. I loved men having sex with me. Sometimes, I wondered why I thought of sex all day and all night. As I lived day by day, I looked at different men and wondered how it would feel for them to fuck me. Whether he was short, tall, or fat, I didn’t care. I love a hard, throbbing dick. I did not discriminate; I loved women, too. It felt good when a woman went down on my fine ass because a woman knows how to satisfy another woman. She knows what she wants done to her body, and she applies it to the other woman. I was addicted. 

You wouldn’t believe the experiences I endured over the years. My obsession with sex started out with wanting to be loved, and then it ended up being a game. I should have been playing with other teenagers instead of worrying about how it felt to have a man’s hard dick deep inside my sweet, wet pussy. My behavior and actions might be hard for you to grasp. As my sexual desires and ambitions fluctuated, so did my needs. My behavior varied depending on the strength and intensity of that need, the nature of my goal to have sex, and getting approved outlets for satisfying that need. The withdrawal from sex I experienced was a retreat from the situations in which I felt frustrated and unable to adjust. My aloofness was a screen to hide deep-seated feelings of inferiority.

To be happy with myself, I had to have a favorable self-concept, which meant I had to see myself as a worthwhile person. I couldn’t see it. I was a real bitch growing up, and I used my body to get money. But I didn’t regret doing it because I loved sex. Plus, it was all about them dollars. My early childhood sexual behavior instilled in me, and I was stuck with it. It was hard becoming who I am today. My life was heading down the wrong path, but I straightened out my priorities. When you are out in the world alone, you have no choice but to go up.

I love my job. I was good at what I did. The success was a blessing, and the pristine reputation was flattering. Who would have thought I would have come from being a poor country girl to becoming a wealthy black woman? I had plenty of luxurious things that no one else in my family had. There were different cars, houses, and many more. You better believe a bitch had a lot to show. I made my money and used it like a pimp with his whores.

I am known as Dr. Brandi Kelly. I was one hundred and fifty pounds with brown eyes and jet-black hair. I was thirty-five years old. Being single most of the time allowed me to express my sexual desires and needs. There were plenty of family around to love me, but I needed more to make me happy. I wanted someone who could keep up with my high sex drive. 

I was wild and had no man to tame me, but it made me think. Could someone tame me? Hell no. I was looking for love, but in all the wrong places. I was all out screwing. Many people knew how I worked my ass off and labeled me as a whore. My family tried to talk to me about the things I did, but I didn’t want to hear that shit because none of them supported me, except for my grandparents. I listened to them. 

My mother was a radiology technician, and my dad was a cardiology doctor. Everyone knew I was a spoiled brat. Most of my friends said that my family was wealthy, and everyone hung around because they just knew we had lots of money. They assumed stupid shit because we owned a four-bedroom house with a three-car garage and lived in the neighborhood with the wealthy. They could have had it, too. All they had to do was get out and get it. Most of my family didn’t work, and the other half was on welfare. My parents taught us to depend on ourselves. My advice to others was to stop hating and get like us.

It was hard trying to succeed, but I fucking made it. My friends couldn’t believe the things I did. I had three cars and drove one. I gave the others to my parents. There were two houses. I let both sets of grandparents live in them. My friends thought it was dumb to buy houses and cars just to let my family have them. But they were happy, and that was all that mattered. One thing they did not realize was that it was all in my name. 

After high school, I attended Tennessee State University. Psychology was boring as hell, but that was what I wanted to do. It was that, or my parents would worry the hell out of me about getting into their profession. I wanted to be on my own without them being involved in everything. 

I got a little wild during my college years. Who didn’t? I did everything under the sun. It was a lot of influence in college, and it sure as hell was hard not doing it. It seemed like all my new and old friends did some type of drugs, from popping pills to smoking weed and everything in between.

I had a roommate named Lisa. She was from California and her major was criminal justice. She was a light-skinned girl with freckles on her face. Lisa was well-built and crazy. She was just as wild as I was, and that was why we got along. We partied almost every night. Some nights, we drank so much liquor that we couldn’t go to class. Other nights, we attended sex parties and fucked as if there were no tomorrow. I don’t see how we made it through college. The good part was that we graduated.

I still had to see a psychologist once a week. After all the things that happened, I felt crazier than a motherfucker. Most of my coworkers thought I was nuts. I wasn’t crazy, just confused. I didn’t know how to deal with all the emotions I felt. So, I did what cowards do and took the easy way out. 
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The day was cold and wet. The storm came in from the west, and it was raining hard. It started out with cloudy skies, then scattered showers, and turned into a full-blown storm. The ground was wet, and hail came down, cushioning itself into the grass. It was a surprise. 

I was sitting by the window, thinking about how my life had become so full of shame. My mind was wandering, and I thought life was about how far you could go; it was about survival. That was where the trials and tribulations took place. With that thought, I couldn’t help but cry because others had mistreated me all my life. I asked myself; would the hurt ever stop? Would the pain disappear? My father always said that life would get better, and I believed that to a certain point, but in my life, it was impossible. So much shit had happened. I brought shame upon myself because I was trying to win my mother’s love. I knew she hated me. My father said she is just that way. My brother didn’t get the treatment I did. Why me? I acted out and figured out what she was going to do.

Times were hard for me, and I didn’t know how to deal with certain situations because there was no one to talk to. A river of tears flowed down my face. Looking out of the small, framed window at the rain was so depressing, and my thoughts took me back to when it all started. 

My fantasy about sex began when my father’s friend wanted to make love to me. Or, shall I say, fuck me because I didn’t think he wanted us to fall in love? I was sixteen years old, and he was thirty-two. He didn’t care about me, only about getting laid. I must admit that he was a great pretender. His old ass had me fooled.

The things I found out about him were amazing. For one, I wasn’t the only one he was fucking. I couldn’t believe that I let him do the things he did to me. It was pitiful when I looked back and thought about how things were. Tim Jenkins was a man I trusted. He watched me grow up, and he still wanted to fuck me. How sad. And what made it even sadder was that he was my father’s best friend. He should have been running behind those older women his age and not preying on little girls like me. I guess that was what he liked: the younger the better. He thought about how tight my pussy was going to be when he opened me up. That dirty old bastard.

As the thought entered my mind, I sat down on my black leather recliner with my feet propped up on the wooden stool, trying to relax. I placed my head in my hands as I continued to cry. So many bad things had happened that I didn’t know how to explain. It was hard to break it all down. I could have prevented some of the abuse I suffered. I should have listened. My head was hard as a damn rock. Have you ever made a mistake that you couldn’t do shit about? 

I sprang to my feet, stumbling to regain my balance. Chills ran down my spine as if I had seen a ghost. Running to the glass door, I swung it open and ran. The rain beat against my body as if it were trying to fight me. The heavy balls of hail stung my beautiful face, but I continued to run. Water drenched my long, jet-black hair in seconds. I ran along the sandy beach, crying to myself. As I continued running, more thoughts rushed through my mind. 

I remembered the incident when my friend assaulted me in high school. It didn’t occur to me that my friend would do me like that. We call it date rape. We weren’t on a date, but he offered to take me home. The situation got out of hand; I couldn’t control him. He took my body without consent, and I didn’t do a damn thing. I did nothing because I had loved him for years. What was I to do? I was young and dumb, but I wanted to be loved. It was not right for me to experience something like that by myself. My fear of hurting my dad, knowing I was no longer a virgin, made me hesitant to tell my family. I didn’t tell them because I didn’t want them to hurt him. My uncle and grandfather would have killed that poor boy. And if that had happened, then there would have been all kinds of hell to pay. There would have been a racial war going on. Blacks against whites. I didn’t want that, so I said nothing to anyone.

I fell to my knees in the water and looked up at the sky. I asked God why I had such a pitiful life. Why couldn’t I have a normal childhood like other kids? Was a life filled with happiness an impossible dream for me? I couldn’t look at the sky any longer because the hail beat me up and it hurt. It was stupid of me to be out there, but I had to get out of the house. My mind trapped too many memories.

I turned around and sat down in the mud. I lay back while the cold, blue water rushed over my body. Whenever the water wasn’t covering my face, I tried to look at the sky to see if God would give me answers to the question I asked Him. As a child, I thought life wouldn’t get better. I knew there were kids out there that felt like me; some had more of a struggle than I did. I had often imagined myself having a better life, but sometimes God lets things happen to us for a reason. I wondered how mentally ill people felt about their situations. I wondered whether I would have survived if I had faced mental challenges. 

Everyone craved that feeling. I knew I did because my pussy stayed wet from daydreaming. I once thought true love had arrived at my front door before Mike and I hooked up. A man named Patrick Bolden came into my life and stole my heart. I was being loved, and he enjoyed everything I performed on him. He loved me so much that it became an obsession. There wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do for him until he started beating me. That was where all the hell began. I don’t know what happened between us. His anger became rage, and there was nobody I could tell who would help me. He wasn’t the only nut that I had dealt with. There were others. What I should have done was kill those motherfuckers and be done with it. 

Many things corrupted my mind. Fear and a lack of knowledge prevented me from acting, causing most of my problems as I let things happen. Because no one listened, Tasha, my best friend, was beaten to death, and I didn’t fight back. She told me, and I told my parents, but they didn’t believe me. She tried to tell the teachers at school, but they didn’t listen either. What was I to do? Nothing, I just kept my mouth closed. My fear of the police kept me from speaking up, and perhaps Tasha would be alive if I hadn’t been so afraid. 

From that day on, I blamed myself for what happened. I will never forget. It was on a Wednesday that Tasha disappeared at nine. Parents shut all the children in their homes and disallowed them from coming out. The people around the neighborhood and the Tennessee Police Department found traces of blood, but no Tasha. The police had helicopters and dogs everywhere. People questioned me about what I saw and what I heard. Tasha was so tiny and a very sick little girl. Doctors had diagnosed her with brain cancer a while back.

A week had gone by, and I found her laying there dead in a secret hide-out that she, Mark, another kid we played with, and I had. As a child, it messed up my mind. My parents took me to a psychologist, and everything. The police found out who murdered Tasha. That was a good thing. It was a man named Michael Smith. His reason for killing Tasha was that Mr. Kozey, Tasha’s father, had an affair with his wife years ago, and he was seeking revenge. Mr. Smith said that his wife, Brenda, killed herself because Jim Kozey didn’t want her anymore. Mr. Smith vowed he would seek revenge, and he did. He killed Mr. Kozey’s only daughter. 

Tasha’s parents divorced after that. Mrs. Kozey couldn’t handle the fact that her child died because of a careless mistake her husband made sleeping with another woman. After that, they committed Mr. Kozey to a mental hospital. He blamed himself. But I felt like it was my fault that she died. Tasha was at my house when he kidnapped her. That was a bit much for a nine-year-old child. So many thoughts rushed through my mind about that situation.

The rain fell harder from the dark sky, but there was no more hail, so I felt no more stinging against my body. I continued to lay there on the ground. The waves came in faster. I knew I couldn’t swim, but my choice was to stay there feeling sorry for myself. It seemed as if I was out there trying to commit suicide as the waves lifted my body upward, taking me into the water. I felt drugged and unable to move. It didn’t matter that I was trying to kill myself because it wasn’t the first time I had tried to do it and it wouldn’t be the last. I should have died a long time ago instead of Tasha. 

I heard a voice calling out to me. I sat up, looked out into the water, and saw Tasha calling out to me. She waved her hands in the air, motioning for me to come over to her. Her body was in perfect shape with no cuts or burns. She yelled out to me; she felt no more pain. I struggled to stand in the water, placing my feet on the ground. My heart raced, and I jumped up and down, calling to her with joy and happiness. Damn, I had gone fucking crazy.

And then it hit me. My mind was playing tricks on me. I stood there frozen in one spot, staring out into the water. It couldn’t be true because I knew Tasha had died a long time ago. Her body began floating in mid-air and she was going around in circles, laughing aloud. I still remembered her laughter; she laughed like a baby. I smiled and turned away, walking back toward the beachfront. Deep in my heart, I wanted her to be alive. I wanted her to be real, in the flesh. The thought made me want to cry more, and my mind went back in time. I could see her body laying there on the ground stiff.

I stopped walking because I heard a loud roar. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck, and my ears opened wider to hear. As I turned around, she stood face to face with me, and my entire body went limp. It seemed as if she had my body in a trance, or like someone had pumped me with morphine. As she backed away from me, I became frightened. She lifted her hands toward the sky, and her fingernails were razor-sharp. I jumped back, yelling and screaming while putting my hands up on my face. Tasha clawed at me, shredding my skin into pieces that fell into the water. Falling backward, I lost my balance. I tried to fight back, but it didn’t do any good.

Screams rang from the bottom of my throat. Her face began bleeding as if she were crying. That was how I remembered her the last time I saw her. Sounds of moans and cries rang out into the air; the soft cries sounded like a baby. Tears fell down my face because of her crying. As the cries rang out, she moved closer to me, and we were face to face again. I couldn’t see through the blood in her eyes, but I knew deep down she was looking at me. Her face began bleeding through the skin, and it burst into pieces. I called out for help, and the waves took my body out into the ocean. I fought and hit the water. Someone was holding me down underwater. I tried to yell for help, but the water went down my throat. What was happening to me? Oh God, someone, please, h-e-l-p m-e. I called for help repeatedly, but my soul left my body and I was helpless. I couldn’t defend myself. 
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Before I fell asleep, I did the usual: rub my pussy with my fingers. I needed some rock-hard dick in my life. My hormones raced. I heard my cousin Kim talk about it all the time. I was ready to get down and dirty. My desire to know what it was like was uncontrollable. Seeing a man riding me and looking into my beautiful eyes, I imagined it would feel damn good. I wanted to know how it would feel to have a man lay next to me. I wanted to find love but didn’t have someone to fall in love with. Many things preoccupied my mind, and books were not among them.

One night when my parents came back home, they were cussing and fussing as always, so I knew they had to be drunk. I closed my door because I didn’t want to hear their shit that night. My father yelled out, “Hattie, you the biggest whore around this mutherfucker.”

“Whore, you’re the one doing all the fucking. I saw Linda Faye all in your face rubbing on your dick.”

“You fucking lie.”

“You say I’m lying?”

“Yeah, bitch, you lying.”

“Call me another bitch and I’ll knock your fucking head off.”

“Bitch!”

I heard a lot of banging going on down the hall. I didn’t want to open the door because then my mother would start in on me. Tim yelled, “Let her go, Joe.”

“Hell no, this bitch hit me with that damn lamp.” 

Tim yelled again, “Hey, man, you two need to stop fighting.”

More banging rang out, and it seemed like they were in the hall. I jumped off the bed and put my ear to the door. It seems like they were right there at the door. I noticed my door wasn’t closed all the way, so I backed up. My bedroom door opened. My heart skipped a beat as she stared into my face, screaming. 

“Get off me, motherfucker!” she yelled.

“You dumb bitch!” my father screamed as he continued to hit her with his fists.

Tim grabbed my father from my mother. He picked my father up like a sack of potatoes and carried him down the hall. I tried to help my mother off the floor, but she jerked away from me with hate in her eyes. She jumped up off the floor and went down the hall behind my father.

“Stay back, Hattie, damn it,” Tim said.

“This whore busted my head open, fuck that.”

“Hattie!” Tim shouted.

“Turn me loose, motherfucker. I’m about to dig into this ass! I told this motherfucker about her mouth.”

“I don’t give a fuck,” my mother said.

Tim pushed my father out the back door. My mother turned around and went into the bathroom. Her head was bleeding, but she didn’t want my help. Sometimes, she looked at me with hate in her eyes. She always said that my father loved me more than he loved her. Damn it, I was her daughter, and she was his wife. You couldn’t compare that. That was love in two different ways. My father always said that she was just that way, but I believed she hated me. 

After all that drama, later that night I heard something in the kitchen, so I got up to see what it was. As I stepped into the hallway, I noticed my parents’ door was open as they lay butt ass naked in the bed. I closed the door and continued toward the kitchen with my investigation. Entering the living room, I saw the shape of a body on the couch. I knew it had to be Tim because Jason was gone, and they were the only two who slept on the sofa on weekends. As I turned to enter the kitchen, a voice called out to me. I turned toward the sound of the voice and stepped down into the living room to see Tim sitting on the sofa stroking his dick. His head was back and his eyes were closed, and I turned my head away. My face turned so red. I left the living room. 

Tim asked, “Are you okay?”

I answered him in a squeaky voice, “A noise woke me up.”  

He apologized as he zipped up his pants. “I’m sorry for waking you up.” I turned around and walked up to him. The alcohol on his breath clarified that he was not thinking straight. 

Tim asked me if I liked him. I replied, “Yes.”  

“I like you a lot, and I have wanted us to talk a little more about it.” I blushed and turned to walk away. He grabbed my hand and told me to sit down. I took a seat, and Tim asked, “Have you ever seen a man’s cock?” My pretense of not knowing puzzled my mind. He said, “I mean, a man’s dick.” I played the dumbfounded role. My answer was hell no, and that made him put a huge smile on his face. “That’s right, daddy’s little girl is still a virgin,” he said. 

Only God knew how much I had dreamed of feeling it. In the magazines that Kim and I had taken from her parents, I saw many dicks. I couldn’t believe he was going to give me what I wanted. I was about to lose my damn mind! Tim knew what he was doing, and I was falling into his trap, just like a little pussy. 

As my Aunt Joseline always said, “Play pussy and get fucked.”

He told me he was going to show me his dick, but I would have to promise to keep it between us. My mind screaming, hell no, I will not tell! I want to look at it. Show me the goods. “Okay, show me and I promise not to tell,” I answered. 

He pulled down his pants and boxers, and his dick stuck straight out. That sight shocked me, as I found it quite obscene. Tim was hard as a rock, and it was at least seven inches long. I loved what I saw, but I had to stop lusting. My virgin pussy couldn’t take it. He wanted to know if I would get down with him. Oh yes, I was down. My father would kill me if he knew I was looking at a man’s dick. Between the two of us, Tim would be the first to die.

I looked at Tim and my heart burst with love, but deep down I knew he was just horny. It wasn’t hard to tell because he kept pulling on his dick and rubbing his balls. The sight of him looked very inviting and delicious. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him like the women in the X-rated movies. I had one problem, though: I had never sucked a dick. My hands wanted to touch him, but I held back. So, he took my hand and placed it on himself. I could tell he wanted me so bad and it stimulated me. He told me to stroke it, and I did as he told me to. I could feel his veins, and it felt good to hold him. I had dreams of giving myself to him, and it was about to come true.

His head fell backward as I stroked him. When he sat down on the couch, I kneeled in front of him. With increased force and speed, he told me to stroke it and then to spit on it as I did so. He seemed to enjoy what I did, even though I didn’t know what I was doing. He ordered me to put my mouth on him. Confusion about how to do it clouded my mind. I wanted to learn how to suck a hard, throbbing dick. Becoming a pro was my mission. Tim broke it down for me, giving me many pointers. He also wanted to make damn sure I didn’t bite down on him since I was a virgin dick sucker. I figured I could nibble a little on the head and he would enjoy that. Laughing to myself, I had a thought. Suppose I bit down on him, what would he do? My mind wandering. I did as he instructed, and his dick fit into my mouth, just as I imagined it would. 

He said, “For it to be your first time, you sure know what to do.”  

Only slow moans flowed from his sexy ass lips. As I stroked harder and sucked him, he squirmed. At first, I sucked his dick very slow. My head went up and down like riding a roller coaster. I enjoyed myself at first until I got tired, then I stopped in the middle of it all. He opened his eyes and asked why I stopped sucking on his dick. 

“I’m tired.”  

As I stood up, Tim fell to his knees and placed his head against my pussy. No man had ever touched me like that before. He pulled me to him as I stepped backward and started swaying his head from side to side. I felt a sensation rush through my body like wildfire. I kept looking around to make sure my parents didn’t walk in. My body was going to explode right there. I stood there wanting more, and he gave me plenty of what I asked for. That shit was happening to me. I was no longer dealing with dreams or fairy tales, but some real shit.

My panties lay on the floor, and Tim’s hands caressed my juicy ass. I had a little hair on my pure treasure and he stared at me. His big, brown eyes had undressed me plenty of times before, and now he was looking at the real deal. As he gazed at my sweets, he stuck out his tongue and licked me. Lick after lick, he loved me for the first time. He kissed me down my thighs, on my ass, and between my long legs. My knees got very weak. He placed me on the sofa and spread my legs wide, and then he continued to lick me and kiss me. It felt so damn good, but we had to stop because I didn’t feel right about the situation. I had that desire; I wanted more of him, but I sat up and told Tim to stop. I needed him to stop making me feel so good. He stopped just as I asked him to, but he stood up and stroked his throbbing dick. Tim wanted me to suck him, but I didn’t want to do it anymore. He took his dick and pushed it into my mouth, and I opened my mouth because I didn’t want to bite him.

Tim said to me, “If you don’t suck me until I cum, then I will tell your mama and daddy that I woke up to find your lips sucking my dick.” 

“You would be lying.”

“So, suck me until I cum.”

I continued to suck him as he ordered because my parents would believe that shit. Telling the truth would cause people to see me as a liar because he was drunk. He was rough, hurrying inside my mouth, and I stopped him. He spread my legs and played with me, but he didn’t enter. As he trembled, it became visible. He pulled my head back and came all over my face. As he exploded in my face, he pushed me onto the couch until it was all out. It was funny because I didn’t know that was going to happen. That salty ass cum got into my eyes; he didn’t let me know it was going to burn my eyes. I couldn’t believe I waited so long to experience it. It was a pleasant sight to see it flowing out the top. I contemplated the sensation of him ejaculating into my mouth. I hoped his dick did more wonders than his lips. I couldn’t wait until he took my body.

After that night, I looked at Tim differently. Each time I looked at him, I could see his dick in my mouth. That was some powerful shit. I didn’t tell because I promised him I wouldn’t, but I was ready to share it with someone. Plus, I wanted more of what he gave me the first time. There were plenty of times when we were alone and Tim wanted me to do it for him. Most of the places were in public. I didn’t know how to feel about that because I was young, dumb, and hot in the ass. He was a mature man, and he wanted me to please his body in every way. I wasn’t ready to fuck yet, but it was heavy on my mind. I was too young to be having sex, especially with an older man who knew better. Whether we did it, I still loved him. We had a lot of oral sex. He always caressed my sweet pussy with that long tongue and those cute ass lips of his. He never wanted to fuck me until I was ready, if only he knew. 

Weeks went by, and Kim ended up staying the night with me. I knew Tim was coming over that night, and I didn’t want her to ruin it for me. My body craved more than his tongue baths; I wanted to fuck, and that was my intention for that night. His dick had to be deep inside me. My pussy got so moist just thinking about him thrusting on top of me. 

All plans failed that night, so I got mad and went to bed. Everyone was up playing cards and bullshitting. There were many liquor and beer available, and my parents, Jason, Kim, her parents, and Tim were all chilling like a motherfucker. My heart shattered as I struggled to stop the fire in my panties. 

Two weeks passed, and Kim stayed at our house both weekends. I couldn’t believe that bitch. Her parents put her off on my folks, and her nosy ass didn’t want to go home, anyway. What was her fucking problem? Thoughts about her being with Tim crossed my mind because Kim wanted him as much as I did. Maybe that was why she stayed the weekend. I knew she’d better not fuck my man. Damn, I would kill Tim’s ass. She was much bigger than me; her breasts had filled out and her ass was juicy. She didn’t look like a thirteen-year-old. Most people thought she was older. She spoke of Tim many times, but never like that. Not like the way he and I played together, but I knew Kim was fucking. I watched her around Tim. I wanted to make damn sure that he wasn’t the one she fucked every weekend. 

It was a Friday night, and Kim stayed the night again for the third weekend. I lay there in bed looking at her pretty ass dressed up. She was sneaking out of the house to meet Jeffrey from down the street. 

“I’m going to be gone for a couple of hours,” Kim said. 

“Okay, but when you come in, just be quiet.”

“Don’t I always stay quiet? And don’t you be a little snitch like you did the last time.”

“Girl, please, your ass was making all that noise and woke up my mama.”

“Whatever.”

“Yeah, whatever.”

I was glad her punk ass was leaving. My window was too high off the ground for her to go out, so she had to go out through the back door. Everyone was asleep anyway, and Jason would not hear the door open from the back of the house.

Kim was gone for an hour, and Jason had gone to bed early. I had to give Kim enough time to get out of the house so I could go see Tim. After her funky ass left, I got up and crept my way down to see Tim in the living room. As I entered the room, I saw him fucking Kim. I jumped back around the corner, hoping those bitches didn’t see me. Tim lay back on the couch, with his dick knee-deep inside her. She was on top of him, riding his full shaft. My heart sank into my panties, and I sat down on the floor, staring at the wall. The burning sensation in my pussy stopped. The fire disappeared as if I had taken a cold shower on my ass. 

As Kim rode Darryl like a raging bull, his hands squeezed her fat, juicy ass, and he enjoyed every minute. I sat there looking at the two fuck-like dogs. I couldn’t believe that he played me like a damn fool. He wanted to fuck me and my cousin. I couldn’t believe it. Should I walk in and interrupt their little fuck session or should I go to bed? I cried, but I couldn’t do it.

The sex went on for about another thirty minutes, but there was no telling how long they were fucking before I showed up. Tim lifted her up in the air, placed her on the couch, got on top of her, then sank his hard dick inside her. He fucked her harder as if he was ravishing her, and she encouraged him. I was surprised that the noise they made didn’t wake Jason. The way Tim slapped against her pussy was raw. After he roughhoused her, he came in her face, the same way he did me. I put my head down and walked slowly to my room. They had sex as if it were a routine. 
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