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CHAPTER ONE
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The Wolfwhistler

"Woo-hoo! Hey, girl! Hey!"

The black men on the stoop fell over each other laughing when the girl quickened her pace and hurried away. One of them stepped forward and wolf-whistled after her.

That was the one with the most masculine shape and face. He was Jaycee. He was tall, with short braids and a powerful body.

He was gloriously thick. That was why Teddy liked him. Teddy loved any man with a massive, incredible ass, and Jaycee's was bigger and plumper than seemed possible. He was a naturally heavyset man but worked out enough to keep himself an imposing figure, not fat at all, just hefty and curved and chunky in all the right ways.

He turned around, aiming his ass at one of his buddies. His jeans sagged low, so about half of his asscheeks were covered by nothing more than yellow boxers. He patted his ass, making his own cheeks jiggle and his friends laugh—he must have been making some kind of point about how nice his ass was, Teddy thought, and how much girls wanted to taste his badonkadonk.

Teddy took a few steps towards Jaycee, but then another girl appeared on the street. Teddy cursed under his breath—he couldn't hardly bait a man with a girl around. He didn't want to attract attention by turning around, so he kept going, walking past Jaycee and the other black men hanging out on the stoop.

"Hey, girl, what's ya deal? Huh?" Jaycee's deep voice was low and resonant. The woman looked at him like she considered answering. Jaycee lifted his shirt to show off his chest and laughed—he didn't have that kind of body, he had a little pudge and a big broad chest like a gladiator, not a six-pack. "Give a playa a squeeze, c'mon! Lemme holla!"

She walked away with a shake of her head. 

"Tease." Jaycee grunted and turned around again. As he did, he grabbed his cock through his jeans, and Teddy saw the outline of it.

Teddy kept going, now walking funny because his own dick got hard. He still hadn't come up with a very good plan to get Jaycee alone somewhere so he could proposition him.

When Teddy turned around—pretending to wait for a bus—he saw Jaycee pantomiming sex to his friends. He patted an imaginary girl on the ass as he pistoned his hips, ramming his dick in and out of her. Then he said something that made his friends laugh as though they were disgusted by him. Jaycee smirked and pantomimed spreading wide asscheeks in front of his face, as though he was going to lick the ass of a truly gigantic woman. He even extended his tongue, licking her imaginary asshole.

Or was it her pussy? Teddy had to giggle as he tried to gauge whether Jaycee was spreading imaginary buttcheeks or pussy-flaps. Teddy hardly knew how one went about eating pussy. Was it like that? He didn't think so, he thought that was ass. He had said something about a rimjob before as well, which got Teddy excited—maybe Jaycee enjoyed receiving rimjobs as much as Teddy enjoyed giving them.

Maybe he didn't much care who gave him a rimjob. That thought sent a shiver of anticipation up Teddy's spine.

Indeed, as Teddy got on the bus, he saw a girl approach Jaycee. She was thick, a little older than the ones Jaycee had been hooting at, with a lot of makeup on her face. Jaycee looked at her hungrily but shared an annoyed glance at his friends.

Teddy didn't need to be there to pick up on the subtext—the woman was not sexy. She was fat, and not in a good way, and she had limp, greasy hair and a broad, squat face. She wasn't ugly, but she was hardly a hottie. She came up to Jaycee and teasingly fingered the waistband of his boxers. Jaycee looked aloof, like he didn't want his friends to know he had already messed with her.

Then Teddy couldn't see because the bus had gone around the corner. Teddy sighed. He waited until the next bus-stop, then got off and walked back to the stoop. 

"Hey, baby, I'll lick yo' asshole if you lick mine! Hey! You a tease or what?!" Jaycee's deep voice called out. At first Teddy thought Jaycee was calling at him, and Teddy was shocked, exhilarated, excited. He'd had dreams that began similar to this.

But no, there was a hot girl behind Teddy. She quickened her pace, crossed the street and ignored Jaycee. Teddy blushed. He had just walked past Jaycee, then gotten on a bus and stared as it drove past Jaycee in the other direction, and now he was back again to walk past him once more; even through all that, Jaycee didn't seem to realize this was the third time he had seen Teddy.

"Hey," Teddy said. He blushed and made sure to speak in a feminine manner. The men snorted softly. Jaycee lit a foul-smelling cigar—a Black & Mild—and he glared at Teddy. "I'm Teddy."

Jaycee took a deep drag and exhaled right on Teddy's face. "Huh."

"I heard you like rimjobs?"

Jaycee stopped with the cigar in his hand. His mouth was full of smoke. He again exhaled on Teddy's face. "What?"

"You've been asking girls to lick your ass. Does that ever work?"

Jaycee scowled as his friends laughed. Someone slapped Jaycee's ass through his pimp-heavy jeans. He looked like he wanna say something but his homies kept interrupting him by busting on him.
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