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Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘Hardcore
Erotica Vol 1’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

John Doe Vs Jane Doe, Mr. Smith Vs Mrs. Smith, Dictator Vs Harem,
Acrobat Vs Gymnast.

 


The
‘Hardcore
Erotica Vol 1’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


First Act: John the
John

"Fuck, bro. Look at that
one."

Lazily driving down the road in a 69
Caddy, that's me and the boys tonight. Chicago '97, summer, that's
where I'm at. The evening air is flowing through my jet black hair,
the street light is a hard wash of light over my browned skin, my
suit is bathed in the slightly smoggy atmosphere of the bad side of
town. I'm John Doe and this is the day that my life
changed.

"Yeah, man. Just cool it, alright.
Look at how she's looking at the dude in the Benz. She doesn't want
you tonight."

My little brother Eddy is a nerd. He
watchs porn down at the theatre at least 3 days a week. He even has
that slight stink of spoof that guys that do that too often have
around them. Maybe it's the filthy seating or something, I don't
now, but there is a pong in the air.

"Come on. We got to do this," Eddy
whines.

I ignore him. He's little leagues. Me
and Big Tom are the players in this game. Eddy is just along for
the ride because he begged for it.

"When we get to the club, you can
play. We don't fuck street trash."

Eddy looks sadly at the hookers on the
side walk, but he knows his place. I'm his big bro and big bro
knows best.

"We're almost there," Tom says in his
big bassy voice from up front.

"Roger."

I pick up my wide brimmed hat from
beside me and put it on.

"The night begins here," I proclaim to
the world around me. Tom nods and Eddy looks excited. That's good
because I'm not kidding.

We stop outside the club and the
bouncer gives us a nod. I get out and Tom pulls the car around the
block with Eddy to help find a park.

"Spunk. You keeping it
real?"

"Of course, dead dude. How's
it?"

"Can't complain. Got my little brother
with me tonight. He's a dwerb. You going to be alright letting him
in?"

The 6ft tall Russian at the door with
a scar that goes from his chin to his temple smirks.

"What's his name?"

"Eddy Doe."

"Not so ballsy as yours, eh? Mumma
feeling generous."

"Not as generous as yours was last
week."

"Hey, not Mrs. Katack. No one talks
about the lady."

"Sorry. How is she?"

"Still cooking pies. The bakery is
going well."

"Nice. I'll drop by and say
hello."

Spunk gives me a look.

"I promise to not try and fuck your
mum."

"Good. That woman deserves
respect."

"Of course, so my bro?"

"He gay?"

"Nah. Just frazzled."

"Alright. Spot him when he comes near
and I'll let you know."

We stand around chatting about the
local football team's big win. Spunk is a really nice guy and his
mother is a sweetie. She did give me a hand job one time when I
came up for tea, but neither me or her and telling Spunk that. I'll
definitely be popping around for a bit of pie sometime soon though.
That woman can cook.

My brother comes around the corner and
I groan.

"That's an ugly hat. You sure he's
your brother?"

"Only on Saturdays."

I make some signals to Tom and the guy
swipes the hat off Eddy's head. It goes into a trash can and I
breathe a little lighter. That idiot and his dress
sense.

"You Eddy Doe?"

"Yes, sir."

"Fuck that sir shit. I'm Spunk. You
call me Mr. Spunk until we become friends, alright."

"Yes, Mr. Spunk."

Spunk looks at me.

"He really is a turd."

"I know. I'm embarrassed."

Eddy gives me a look, but I raise an
eyebrow and he shuts up.

"Got any drugs on you?"

"No, Mr. Spunk."

"Good."

Big Tom steps around Eddy and gives
Spunk the hug and shoulder squeeze routine. They do Karate with
some old Japanese dude together and they are pretty tight. I wish
my brother was as cool as they were about things. However, Spunk
still hasn't said he can go in.

"What are you still standing there
for, dwerb?" Spunk says looking around Big Tom. "Are you being a
homo?"

I wince. Spunk kills homos.

"No, Mr. Spunk. Can I come
in?"

"YES. OBVIOUSLY," Spunk says in a
voice that is loud enough to carry down to the whores down the
road.

"Cool," Eddy murmurs as Spunk draws
the door open and virtually throws him through the door.

"Fucking kid is stressing me, John.
Don't let him piss off the girls or they'll be giving me hell for
the whole week."

"No worries, man. I got
this."

"Good. You are always such a reliable
guy."

Me and Tom head inside and Spunk
closes the door. We are in.

"Shit!" Tom whispers in an irritated
voice.

My eyes screw up in a 'what the fuck'
look. My little brother is assaulting the temple of heavenly love.
Her name is Rwanda. She's black and from Africa. Her tits are
massive e-cups and she is tall. She's got an ass that dares a man
to be better and a face that promises unlimited x-rated fun. This
woman is the queen of the blacks in the club. She's
dangerous.

"Man, no. Look who's coming
over."

I cringe. As if Eddy rushing the top
black girl in the club wasn't enough. Now, The Princess is on her
way.

"What are we going to do? Spunk is
going to kill us." Tom looks worried and he should be.

Everywhere around us are beautiful
whores of the top level and above with men of equal or better
calibre. Politicians, actors, cool guys and me. This is the top
club in town. Every girl is $200 a pop for an hour and none of them
take it easy on a guy. There is no 'girlfriend experience' here.
This place is a whore palace. Men walk away broken from this
joint.

"Gotta move, Tom. You run avoidance on
The Princess."

We split up and I see Tom doing his
best to slow Princess down. She's a former super model, turned porn
star, turned whore, turned soon-to-be some rich man's wife. This
girl is straight up hot with legs that go on forever and a body
that breaks a man in two. I've heard stories about guys not being
able to walk out of the room once she's finished with them. The bar
staff have had to shuffle them out back and into taxis. This is a
heavy hitter and she's way above Tom's league. I need to
hustle.

"So I'm into computers and movies.
What about..."

I stop up beside Eddy and put my hand
over his mouth.

"Sorry, Rwanda. He's new."

She glances at me only
momentarily.

"He is a virgin."

"Eh? Really?"

I look to Eddy. I was sure he got laid
with my ex a few times. She was definitely looking to hurt me
(probably more helping me in that case).

I uncover his mouth.

"True?"

Eddy looks away.

"Fuck. That's... um... man, you are
putting me to shame."

Rwanda swats me aside.

"You will be quiet, John."

"Yes, ma'am."

She slaps me and the room goes quiet.
The jazz band stops playing and I inch back. I've seen Rwanda
fight. I don't want a part of that.

"Do you have $200, boy."

My brother gulps and holds open his
wallet. There's about $500.

"We will do it as many times as your
money lasts. You will not leave until it is all gone."

She grabs Eddy by the waist and throws
him over her shoulder. I watch in shock as she takes him across the
room and through the door to her bedding area.

"What the fuck just happened?" I ask
the silent room.

The band starts playing and I sit down
at the bar.

"She has a thing about virgins," the
bartender whispers in my ear. "You should have been more
careful."

I wonder if I should. My brother is
going to be out all that cash, but if he really is a virgin then
Rwanda is perfect to break him in. After doing her then the rest of
the world of women is just a downward slide. I know from personal
experience.

"Incoming," one of the guys I sort of
know from the club says as he passes me by.

The club is full of voices again and
the music is heating up to a wild tempo of intense jazz. Right at
the top, Princess stops in front of me with Tom standing behind her
jumping from foot to foot like a school boy following the prom
queen to the toilets for a blowy.

"You owe me, John Doe."

"Eh? You know I always pay my bills
upfront."

She leans in and I look down her
front. She has a white bra on and her cleavage is as deep as it
gets.

"For the virgin."

Shit! I know what this is about now.
She must have known the moment that she saw him that Eddy was a
virgin too. It wouldn't surprise me if black thunder and white
lightning here were on the same page about that sort of guy. I
guess that makes me the one in the wrong.

I look to Tom. If I handle this wrong
then Spunk is going to break both my arms. He knows that me and
Princess have history. She's one of the girls that I work
regularly.

"Princess, baby, hey, let's just
forgive and forget about that. He'll be out later and I'll shout
you a go with him."

"She TOOK his virginity. It's done.
Why would I want some sloppy seconds on his useless low level
cock?"

"He's really a nice guy. Did I mention
that he's my brother?"

"I-don't-care." She says it slowly so
I get the full emphasis.

"Then what can I do for
you?"

"Lick my cunt out."

She knows I don't do that, except for
special girls.

"I like you a lot, Princess, but
that's not for girls like you."

"Girls like me..."

She punches me hard in the jaw. It
hurts like fuck and the music and conversation stops
again.

"Princess..." the bartender
whines.

"Die."

That put him in his place.

I rub my jaw and stand up.

"Bitch, you better have
insurance."

I grab her hand and drag her to her
room. The music flares up and I slam the door behind us.

"This is more like it," she
says.

I push her to the bed and rip her
underwear off.

"Fucking whores trying to be all tough
and getting touchy. Fucking bitch," I mutter. "You don't fucking
deserve this!"

I lift her sweet soft little jello ass
up and spread her legs around my face. She smells incredible and
it's totally clean down here. There's a gorgeous clean slit up the
middle and the hole is slightly exposed. She's ready for me, but
I'm not giving it to her just yet.

"Admit you want it."

She looks away. It's actually pretty
girlish. I figure that this whole outburst is because she is
starting to have feelings for me and thinks this will force me to
see her as something more than a money sucking cock hole. She's
probably right. Princess is a cut above anything I sleep with
normally and most certainly would make one head turner of a
girlfriend.

"That's all you have to say? Giving me
silence won't get your cunt licked."

"Just do it. I want it."

"Good girl."

I bury my face in the softness of her
snatch and let loose. She has wonderful pussy lips and I prune them
out as I roll my tongue all over the wet expanse of her insides.
She is in top shape down here and I test her fitness by inserting
my tongue inside. This is the taste of summer '97 and what a taste
it is!

I roll her clit and roughhouse her
flaps. She
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