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Chapter One: ​The Unknown Factor
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"You could have warned me, or told me!" Allie yelled.

"Warned you about what?" Kenneth responded.

I had just got out of the bathroom and heard my best friend and his wife yelling. They hadn't seen me yet, as I hadn't fully got out of the bathroom and down the hall to the living room.

"You were setting up with Maggie!" Allie was still yelling.

"What's the big deal? I thought they would be great together." Kenneth still thought his wife wasn't angry. I could hear it in his voice; he was probably smiling.

I crept down the hall, trying to stay out of sight. I kept my body pressed to the wall as I sneaked closer.

"Maggie?" Allie asked in a high voice, and her thick Southern accent came out to play. "You thought he would be a great fit with Maggie?"

We had just returned home from a double date. Kenneth had tried to set me up with one of his coworkers, Maggie, a voluptuous woman with a huge body and a large appetite.

"I thought they would hit it off swell," Kenneth was laughing.

I had gotten close enough to peek into the living room.

Allie was standing while talking to Kenneth, who was sitting on the couch laughing.

"Why, would you think that?" Allie asked.

"You know," Kenneth shrugged. "He is a big black guy and she is a big woman with a big ole ass! Black guys love their women huge in all the right places, and Maggie is big all over!"

"So, you're an idiot?" Allie shook her head.

She turned, and I quickly ducked back into the hallway, hoping she didn't see me.

"Clyde has been single for almost three years now," Kenneth said. "The guys and I thought it’s about time he got back on the boat, started rowing or some shit."

"Ever thought he would find someone when he is ready?" Allie asked, her voice was lower. "He just got that promotion and got a new place; let him get his bearings for Christ’s sake!"

I had just moved out of this house two months ago. Allie and Kenneth were kind enough to let me stay here after my wife Colleen was killed in a hit-and-run. I fell into a deep state of depression, barely eating and barely talking.

I had just waved at her as she went out to pick up a grocery order. Just over an hour later, the police were at my door telling me she had died less than a mile from our house. She had turned off our road and was getting on the main road when someone hit her car. It spun off the road and hit a tree; she died instantly.

They never did find the other person; they found the car, but not the person. The police said the car was stolen and that the thief must have taken it for a joy ride or to commit other crimes. So, the person who killed my wife had gotten away with it.

"It's been three years!" Kenneth exclaimed. "How long does it take?"

I got infuriated. I thought Kenneth was my friend and that he would understand that I wasn't ready to hop on the dating wagon just yet.

I went back to the bathroom, then turned around and headed back to the living room. I made a bit of noise so they knew I was coming.

"Hey buddy!" Kenneth grinned at me as I came into the living room.

"Hey, thanks again," I said, standing just outside the living room.

"No problem," Kenneth picked up his can of beer and drank some. "Want a beer?"

"No, I am going to head back home," I waved.

I headed to the door and opened it.

"Hey," Allie reached me just before I got my car. "I am sorry about Kenneth; he can be an asshole."

"I used to work with him on a daily basis," I shrugged. "Don’t need to tell me."

"You heard all of it, didn’t you?" Allie stared at me with her blue eyes.

"Bits and pieces," I nodded.

"Sorry, I get a bit loud, but I meant all of it," Allie held my arm. "Take your time, Colleen was a good woman, I miss her a lot."

"So, do I," I smiled.

"I knew her well enough to know she would hate seeing you like this," Allie smiled.

"I know that she would be yelling at me to move on," I chuckled.

Picturing my ex-wife telling me to get off my ass and move on with my life. She was that type of woman.

"I am," I took a deep breath. "Ready to move forward that is, I do miss her, but," I stared up at Allie. "I will think about it."

"Good, she would love that, trust me," Allie waved at me as I got in my car and drove home.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Although Kenneth and I were good friends at one point, our relationship began to fray the moment I decided to leave the company he worked for, especially after I joined a company that was in direct competition with his.

Kenneth still held a slight grudge that I didn't want to stay at the company he had poured his blood, sweat, and tears into, where he had made a good living and moved up the ladder, but I didn't like how it was run and the favoritism, so I left.

Now I am currently working for a better company with better benefits and a good system.

"Hey," Allie greeted me as I sat down for lunch outside the diner down the road from my job.

Allie worked as a gymnast instructor at the local college; her team had won many championships throughout the years. I had seen some of their competitions, and Allie ran a good team year after year.

She was dressed in her usual outfit, consisting of leggings and a sports bra. Allie turned heads wherever she went; she had long blonde hair and a tight body.

"Sorry, I am late," Allie grinned as she sat down.

We always met for lunch on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday; Mondays and Tuesdays were hectic for me to get away for lunch.

"So, you were really mad last night," I stared at her.

"Very!" Allie ordered her usual salad.

"Why?" I asked.

Allie took a deep breath, tossed her hair to the side, and grinned at me. "Maggie," she said.

"Oh?" I asked.

"I know," Allie shook her head and rolled her eyes. "I shouldn’t body shame anyone and everyone should be happy in their own skin, yada yada," she stared at me. "But Maggie isn’t your type," She reached over the table and held my hand. "She’s just not."

"Why not?" I asked.

"Okay, so you are telling me that just because you’re a black guy you want a big girl?" Allie asked. "Colleen was medium at best."

"Right," I agreed with her.

"I always saw you with someone like Jasmine or Mabel," Allie thanked the server as they brought out the salad.

"Jasmine," I shook my head. "Too materialistic!"

"I meant body wise," Allie laughed.

"Well, they both have great bodies," I admitted. "They...."

I sat back.

"What?" Allie had a mischievous grin on her face.

"They have the same body type as you!"

"Just saying, it's a good body type to have," Allie winked. "Big tits, nice ass, firm ass by the way, and long hair, and abs."

Everything she said was true about Allie. She had huge tits, not big, huge tits; they always looked like they would burst out of any sports bra she wore, and she had a toned body.

"Are you saying what I think you are saying?" I asked in a low whisper.

"I didn't say anything," Allie winked again. "I am just saying it's a great body to have, especially if you know how to use it well, and I do!"

I sat back and stared at Allie.

My cock throbbed in my pants.

'Well fuck me,' I thought as I stared at Allie, who was staring right back at me. Things were getting interesting.
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Chapter Two: ​Under The Table
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"What are you doing!" I exclaimed as I gripped Allie's hand.

"Shhh!" Allie winked as she looked at me and slapped my hand away from hers.

Kenneth had just left us to use the men's room.

We had met for lunch at our favorite diner, a small place known to locals.

It had been an old train long ago; the story was that it had gotten stuck on these tracks years ago, and no one could move it.

Just over forty years ago, Derek Numan bought the train and the piece of track that it was still stuck on from the city. He turned the two sections into a diner, with the front one serving as the kitchen and prep area, and the second as the dining area.

It had been a local place to hang out and eat ever since. Derek had long retired, but his son Nathan had taken up the mantle, and the place was still always busy on the weekends.

"Why did you move over there?" Kenneth asked Allie when he returned to our booth.

"The sun was in my eye," Allie shrugged.

Her hand was on my crotch.

"Oh, we could have change seats," Kenneth grinned.

"It’s okay, let’s just order," Allie held a tight grip on my hardening cock.

"How is the new apartment?' Kenneth asked as we looked at the menu.

I didn't know why we were looking at it. The menu hadn't changed any in almost ten years. Once in a while, Nathan would try something new, but the base menu stayed the same.

"It’s good," I tried to focus on the conversation and not Allie's hand on my cock.

"I bet it's better than staying with us," Allie smiled.

I shook my head, trying to signal to her that she should stop. Not only because her husband was right across the table, but also because there were many people in this small section of the train, which was lined with booths on both sides and had a small runway for the wait staff to move up and down freely, yet it was still compact.

Anyone paying close attention could see what was happening.

"No, not really," I shook my head.

"Come on," Kenneth laughed. "Get all the freedom you want, and you can bring women over."

Allie wasn't satisfied with just stroking my cock through my black jeans; she had unzipped them and pushed her hand inside.

I shuddered as her cold hand gripped my cock.

"No women," I quickly responded as Allie pulled my cock out of my pants.

My cock was out, and if the people in the booth beside us looked over, they could probably see it.

"We have to talk about that," Kenneth closed the menu and put it down.

"Kenneth," Allie sighed.

"No, Allie," Kenneth held up his hand to stop his wife. "I get it," Kenneth turned his attention back to me. "I loved Colleen, I truly did, she was a great person and a good wife and a good friend to both Allie and me."

"I know, and I know she wouldn’t want me to stay single, she would want me to move on," I nodded.

"Well, you should," Kenneth stared at Cathy, the middle-aged woman who came to our table for our order.

Allie crossed her legs, blocking Cathy's view of my cock. She continued to jerk my cock up and down ever so slowly as Cathy took Kenneth's order.

"I will have the veggie burger," I stammered.

"I think it would be wise for you to have the salad," Cathy said, staring at me. "Nathan is in the kitchen today."

"Oh," I replied. "Then yes the cobb salad."

"Good choice, hon," Cathy smiled.

Nathan has hated my guts ever since his daughter Marie gave me a receipt with her phone number and a heart on it. Marie had just got out of college and was helping her father at the diner.

I had confessed what happened to Nathan as I didn't want anyone to think I was taking advantage of the young woman. He thanked me for my honesty, but still hated me.

When Cathy left, Allie increased her movements, her hand rapidly jerking my cock off. "So, what did you think of Maggie?" Kenneth asked.

How was he so unaware of his wife's movements? Her free hand was holding and drinking the ice-cold water, but her other hand was under the table, right there for him
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