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​Nicole knew her
chances of fucking Reggie were high that day. It was a price she
was prepared to pay if the circumstances dictated it. Her husband
didn’t need to know, and if anything, he was the one who
stood to benefit from it. At the very least Reggie would let
Stanley go…at best, Reggie might ease up.

She knew it was risky to go by herself.
Anything could wrong, and with the way she was dressed, it was more
than likely that something would go wrong. It wasn’t just
dangerous for a scantily clad white girl like Nicole to waltz into
that neighborhood alone….it was stupid, too.

“Somebody’s got to stick up for Stanley,” she
whispered, adjusting a flimsy white halter top around perky tits.
She puckered her lips in the rearview mirror and smiled, making
sure none of the dark-red lipstick was on her teeth. Looking out
the car window she surveyed the rainy city streets, the dilapidated
brick walls layered with graffiti, the broken windows, the empty
parking lots. Young black men stood on the corner smoking and
snarling, selling drugs and flashing pistols.

She took a deep breath and got out of the
car.

Nicole kept a rapid pace as she roamed the
dirty sidewalk, arms folded under breasts and eyes forward. She’d
forgotten an umbrella and the cold drizzle above had steadily
turned to rain. Glancing down she noticed her nipples primed and
poking through the soft fabric, stiff in the cool air. She smiled
in spite of her nerves, the comedy of a wet t-shirt on the day she
confronted her husband’s nemesis not lost on her.

Corner boys cat-called from the other side of
the street, familiar words from unfamiliar people.

“Hey baby girl! What you doin’ all the way
over there!” A young black man with the bold come-on.

Nicole smiled and waved dainty fingers at
him, never slowing, sparing only a momentary glance in their
direction.

Polite but firm, she thought.
Exactly how I’ll need to be with Reggie.

“Damn baby that ass too precious to be on
display round’ here!” he yelled after her.

Nicole took it as a compliment. Not that she
needed a stranger to tell her that her ass looked great in those
shorts, but it didn’t hurt to hear it, either. She was used to
catcalls in New York City, had heard them all her life. And in
Stanley’s line of work, she was often around the nefarious sort of
people who didn’t even care if you were married…and they cared even
less when your husband was the laughingstock of a petty crime ring.
The advances of nine-teen year old kid shouting from a street
corner did little to intimidate her, and she took it as a warmup
for what was to come.

Confidence, Nicole. Stand firm. Hold your
ground. She trudged on, the clouds above opening, rain turning
to downpour.

She came to a convenience store with a sign
above it that read Che’s Mini Mart. Standing outside the
derelict shop was a black man taller than the doorway behind him,
about as wide, too. He held a brown umbrella overhead, and a grin
spread across his face as the lonesome wet white girl approached
him.

“I need to see Reggie,” Nicole raised her
voice over the escalating deluge.

“You forgot yo’ umbrella baby,” the giant
smiled, “bad day to forget that.”

His eyebrows danced and gestured, and Nicole
looked down at her tank top. It was soaked through, sticking to her
tanned skin, two perfect circles outlining bare breasts beneath,
taut nipples dotting the center.

“Mind if I share your umbrella?” she feigned
modesty, wrapping arms about her soaked tits.

“Come on in,” his low voice rumbled, “we
can’t have you catchin’ a cold girl.”

Nicole shuffled under the limited coverage of
the umbrella, pushing her petite frame against him to keep the rain
off. She looked up, way up. His face had tattoos, but his smile
seemed kind. He smelled like clove cigarettes and cologne. She
didn’t feel safe standing there, her head barely to his
midsection…but she wasn’t scared either.

“What’s your name?” she asked, neck
craned.

“Sugg,” he replied, “but you can call me
daddy.”

“Is that so?”

“Sho’ nuff.”

“Well Sugg, I’m here to see Reggie. A little
birdy told me this is his place.”

“You ain’t no cop…finest damn cop I ever
seen. You a cop?”

“No…I’m Stanley’s wife.”

“Stan…Stanley? Oh hell nah. No fuckin’ way
baby,” Sugg shook his head in disgust, unable to comprehend what he
was hearing. “Stanley? But how in the fuck? Look baby girl,
you gotta be honest with a nigga’. How in the fuck a dude like
Stanley get a girl like you?”

“Every dog has his day I guess,” she
shrugged, shivering.

“Damn. You cold baby? You look like you
cold.” Sugg wrapped his tree trunk of arm around Nicole’s shoulders
and pulled her tight against him. “There you go girl. Now you ain’t
cold no mo.’

“You’re sweet,” she giggled, trying to adjust
against the shotgun in his pants. “Look Sugg…I need to talk to
Reggie. It’s kind of important. Is he here?”

“He might be…” Sugg’s giant hand rubbed
deeper into her shoulders.

“Can you go let him know I’m here?” she
looked up at him with puppy dog eyes. “It’s important.”

“Why it important? Cus of Stanley?”

She nodded.

“That triflin’ ass white boy. We talkin’
about the same Stanley right? Weak ass white boy wit’ a bad
haircut?”

“The very same.”

“Damn. How in the fuck…”

“Please, Sugg. I need your help. Can you
please, pretty please let Reggie know I’m here? That I need to see
him?”

Sugg looked up the block and Sugg looked down
the block. The rain had scared everyone inside, even the corner
boys were holed up in their shacks. He looked down at the trembling
white girl clinging to him, at the way her breasts smushed together
under the wet rag she called a tank top.

“I can help you baby,” he said, red tongue
sliding over fat lips, “but you gon’ have to help me first.”

Nicole breathed deep, exhaled sharply.

“Can you feel it? Right there?”

Something moved against her stomach, and
Nicole realized there was no gun in Sugg’s pants. “Whoa big boy,”
she gasped, “let’s slow down a sec.”

“Shit. Wait for this rain to slow down. Wait
all damn day to see Reggie and you ain’t gonna. Up to you. But I’m
getting’ tired of sharin’ my umbrella.”

Nicole bit her bottom lip and thought of
Stanley. She thought of the panicked voicemail…how she hadn’t been
there to answer his call. What she’d been doing instead…

“Here?” her eyebrows raised.

“Good as place as any. Don’t worry baby, I’ll
keep the rain off yo’ head.”

“Try not to take all day, OK?”

“That gon’ depend on you, girl.”

Nicole took hold of the front of Sugg’s blue
jeans and found the button, sliding the metallic circle through its
hole and tugging at them as she undid his zipper. The rain pounded
off the top of the brown umbrella overhead, and Sugg glanced
casually up the empty streets, checking both ways for
passersby.

“Not a word to Stanley,” she said, pulling
open the waist of his briefs and reaching a trembling hand into
what lie below.

“Yeah, yeah whatever. Get to it already.”

She felt it before she saw it, wrapping as
much of her palm around it as she could before pulling it over the
boxers. Thicker than her forearm it sprang from his pants and
protruded out into the rainy afternoon.

“Holy fuck,” Nicole gasped.

“Bigger than Stanley?”

“So much…”

“It taste good too, here try it,” Sugg took
her by the back of the head and shoved it in, the tip of his black
cock sliding across her timid tongue as the shaft filled both
cheeks. Nicole put hands around the base and kept it steady as he
fucked her mouth. It hit the back of her throat and she gagged
there on the sidewalk, back arching, and stomach heaving.

“Gawk! Gawk!” she wretched each
time he went too deep.

“That’s it baby, that’s it,” he twirled the
umbrella over his shoulder as he plowed Nicole’s obedient face.
“Help me help you. That’s it. Good girl.”

“Gawk gawk gawk!”

“Mmhmm. That’s how daddy like it. Gimme that
throat. Make it sloppy baby.”

Nicole stared up at him like she’d been
taught to, kept her watering eyes as wide as they could go. From
above, Sugg watched his slick, veined monster as it disappeared and
reappeared from the white girl’s throat, only half of it getting in
with each push.

“Deeper baby, deeper. That’s it. Keep
sucking. Don’t stop. This for your husband right? Show me. Show me
how much you love little Stanley.”

“GAWK! GAWK!”

“Bottom out yah throat like the bitch you
are, good girl. Ugh…”

“GAWK! GAWK!’

“Imma’ have to cum in yo’ mouth baby girl.
Can’t be seein little Stanley with a nigga’s nut all over yo’
face.”

“Stanley’s here?” she wrenched herself off
him, drooling and mascara running. Her once placid face was now a
stringy mess of wet sex. “Stanley’s actually fucking here?
At the mini mart?’

“Where you think he is?” Sugg asked
incredulously, his dripping black rod inches from her wet lips.

“He’s upstairs?”

“Damn girl you deaf?”

“Oh my God what if he sees us?”

“He won’t,” Sugg said wrapping her blonde
locks up in his hand, “trust me baby girl. He occupied.” The
giant black man pushed himself back into her throat, using her hair
as a joystick, jerking up and down.

“GAWK! GAWK!”

“Good white girl. Make daddy cum then you can
go see Reggie. Go see Reggie about yo’ bitch ass husband.”

“GAWK!”

“Goddamn bitch…this why you white girls
shouldn’t come to the hood by yo’ self. You be lettin’ nasty
niggas’ like me get my hands all over you…”

“GAWK! GAWK!”

“Ugh, fuck. That’s it baby. You gon’ make a
nigga cum.”

“GAWK! GAWK!”

“Ugh…fuck. FUCK!” Sugg buried it in her
gullet without warning and held it there, fat black balls
convulsing. Nicole’s face turned to shock as the thick, hot nut
burst into the back of her throat. She coughed but there was
nowhere for it go, so she swallowed, over and over, as fast she
could.

“UGH! UGH!” he grunted in time with his
shots, tiny droplets escaping her hungry mouth and running down his
lengthy shaft. “Swallow it baby. Fo yo’ husband. Swallow that
nigga’ nut! UGH!”

Nicole’s soft chin bobbled and gobbled as she
tried to make room for the cum filling her mouth. No matter how
much she was able to get down, Sugg had more.

“I don’t even know yo’ name, bitch,” Sugg
shook her skull against the cock lodged in her maw, “you so nasty I
don’t even know yo’ fuckin’ name.”

It drained out in her mouth. The flood turned
to a trickle, and the monstrous head began to soften.

“Fuck that’s enough!” Sugg yanked her off his
tip, overstimulated. “Goddamn girl you keep goin’ you gon’ suck my
soul right out my dick.”

“Like I was saying,” Nicole said, getting to
her feet and wiping her chin, “I need to see Reggie. Can you let
him know I’m here?”

“You one eager white bitch,” Sugg rolled his
eyes, “ain’t you gonna say thank you?”

“For?”

“For my nut, bitch. I thought you white
people had manners and shit.”

“Thank you, Sugg,” she sighed exasperated,
“for that fat load of cum.”

“Good little wife,” he looked her up and
down, “follow me white girl. But don’t go getting yah hopes up.
Reggie ain’t the kind to let some shit pass just for a
blowjob.”

“Maybe not a blowjob…maybe something
better.”
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