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CHAPTER ONE

​
The Boobwakening

 


​ She moaned and dug her
manicured nails into his back, clawing thin ribbons of blood - that
was her calling card, so her customers always remembered who to ask
for the next time. Gimme the white girl
with the rack to die for, the one who leaves a bloody rill on your
back so your wife knows she ain't competing with no whore, she
competing with a mistress who get paid. Her breasts puckered under his rough fingertips, his thick
lips slathering saliva across her face. She cooed and massaged her
plump nipples, enduring his awkward fumbled thrusting like an
acne-stained teenager rather than the middle-aged married man she
knew he was. Soon enough, he was done and gone. She lit a
cigarette, threw on a robe and counted her money. Checking her
make-up in a portable mirror, she freshened her face where the
man's tongue had slobbered over her delicate features.

Stuffing a few bills in her vagina, Desire
Jones slipped a slinky dress over her opulently curved frame. She
readied her hair for her next client as Whiteboi walked in. He was
a tall, lean black man with a smooth face and skin as dark as a
panther's asshole. He strutted in front of her in his lime green
suit and said, "Let's go, bitch. Got yo' next honky comin' right
up."

He counted the wad of bills on the table and
looked at her sweetly smiling face. "I know perfectly well that man
gave you a tip. So hand it over."

She sighed and said, "Whiteboy, can't I have
just a few dollars to buy myself a dress? I need to look pretty to
make you happy." She caressed his chest. Her fingers danced between
his buttons and sneaked underneath his shirt like a nipple ninja,
tweaking his hard pecs.

"First of all, bitch," he said and
pushed her away, "It's Whiteboi, with an i."

"I said it with an
i!"

"You did not, bitch, I heard you! White people
can't never say my name right, and I am not gonna take it no more.
My grandpappy did not risk his life fucking white mens' daughters
while marching in Alabama or wherever so that I could stand here
and listen to honky whores sayin' my name wrong."

"I'm sorry, daddy," she said, biting her lip,
pushing out her chest to display her marvelous cleavage right in
front of his eyes, their bursting fullness barely covered by the
straps of her skimpy dress.

"Yes, I see those titties, bitch, I seen 'em
before," he said, one hand on his hip, "Second of all, bitch, you
look prettiest with no dress at all, so I don't see why I should
pay for another one." He put his hands on her waist, slipped his
fingers up her very short dress and into her vagina, then, with all
the deftness of a career magician, he pulled out the bills she had
hidden away, so quickly she didn't even feel it.

Batting her eyes at him like a cartoon belle,
she dropped her dress so both of her awesome boobs spilled forth,
their sweetness so strong Whiteboi could taste it in the air, their
majesty so radiant it lit up the dim motel room. Her flesh was
slightly pink and tender like the fat of newborn babes, and he took
one look, sighed dramatically, then kneaded them with his fingers.
"Please..." she said, "I could really use a little
cash."

"I can't never say no to these titties," he
said, laying the money back on the bed. He dropped his lime-green
slacks and drawers. His engorged black cock sprung out, pulsating
like a flexing bicep as he spat in his hand and stroked
himself.

She walked to him, shaking her ass with three
shimmies and a pop, and bent over the soft silk sheet she had
spread over the motel's hard mattress. He held onto her fantastic
breasts as though his meaty palms were glued to her chest,
clutching her from behind and rubbing against her hips.

He pushed his manhood between her soft
buttcheeks, then leaned even closer. She felt his powerful chest
beneath his shirt and pimp jacket, chains jangling under his
clothes and banging against her back, his jagged breath on her neck
like a panting dog. "Bitch," he said matter-of-factly, then jammed
his cock in.

Like she always did, she pretended it hurt,
and squealed while he whispered in her ear. "Relax, baby, it'll all
be over soon, it'll all be over soon." She grimaced in pretend
agony. He nibbled on her ear, his muscular hips grinding against
her. Finally he came, and slapped her ass while he plopped his dick
out.

She withdrew a wipe from a dresser drawer and
cleaned herself up. By the time she was done, he was on his way out
the door.

"By the way, bitch," Whiteboi said as he
opened the door, "Yo' next client is a man of God, so be
respectful."

***

​ He was dressed in civilian clothes, but he told her to call
him monsignor.
This was Cardinal Richard Loo, a local figure whom Desire knew as a
frequenter of sexual services in the area. He was a strapping
middle-aged white man whose burly, barrel-shaped chest was covered
with graying fur, though the thick mane on his head and chin was as
black as Whiteboi's skin. As soon as he walked in the room and she
saw his poise and presence, his holy swagger and ravenous eyes,
Desire felt her nipples harden and her legs wetten. He had an aura
of power that confirmed for her what Whiteboi had said, that he was
a true man of God.
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