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The Poor Mexican MILF

Chapter 1
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Leroy Potter strode into the grocery store with the confidence of a man who owned the place, though the truth was far more grandiose—he could have bought the entire chain without a second thought. His ebony skin gleamed under the harsh fluorescent lights, his muscular frame filling out his tailored Italian suit with an air of effortless power. The gold Rolex on his wrist caught the light, a subtle yet unmistakable symbol of his wealth. His bald head shone, and his meticulously trimmed goatee completed the image of a man who had mastered every aspect of his life. He moved with purpose, his dark eyes scanning the aisles as if searching for something—or someone—worth his attention.

The store buzzed with the usual midday chaos: harried mothers juggling screaming toddlers, elderly couples debating the merits of organic produce, and a smattering of college students stocking up on ramen. But Leroy’s gaze didn’t linger on any of them. Instead, it locked onto a figure near the produce section. A plus-sized Mexican woman, her dark hair pulled back in a messy bun, stood frozen beside a half-filled cart. Tears streamed down her face, and her hands trembled as she clutched a bag of bruised apples. Leroy’s lips curled into a sinister smile. This was exactly the kind of opportunity he thrived on—a woman in distress, vulnerable, and ripe for manipulation.

He approached her with deliberate steps, his polished Italian loafers clicking against the linoleum floor. The air smelled faintly of overripe bananas and bleach, a stark contrast to the expensive cologne that clung to his skin. “Excuse me, miss,” he said, his deep voice smooth and commanding, honed from years of closing multimillion-dollar deals. “Are you alright?”

The woman, Sofia, looked up, her brown eyes red and swollen. She sniffled, wiping her tears with the back of her hand, leaving a smear of mascara on her cheek. “I—I can’t... I don’t know what to do,” she stammered in accented English. Her full figure was accentuated by a tight floral dress, its fabric straining against her ample curves. Her fat tits spilled over the neckline, and her saggy belly hinted at the children she’d borne. Leroy’s pulse quickened. He had always had a weakness for MILFs, especially those with the kind of unapologetic, natural beauty Sofia possessed.

“What seems to be the problem?” Leroy asked, his tone laced with faux concern. He knew exactly what was wrong, but he enjoyed the game of drawing it out, savoring the power he held over her.

Sofia bit her lip, her gaze flicking to the cart filled with essentials: milk, bread, and a few sad bunches of wilted cilantro. “I... I don’t have enough money. My card was declined, and I don’t know what to do. My family... they’re waiting for me.” Her voice cracked, and she looked down, ashamed.

Leroy’s smile widened, revealing perfectly straight white teeth. “How much is it?”

“Two hundred and fifty dollars,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the store’s refrigeration units.

Leroy chuckled, the sound rich and deep. To him, $250 was pocket change—a mere fraction of the fortune he’d amassed through years of shrewd investments and ruthless business deals. He reached into his pocket for his wallet, a black leather monstrosity thick with cash and credit cards. He peeled off three crisp hundred-dollar bills and a fifty, letting the excess fall back into the wallet with a deliberate flourish. “Here,” he said, handing her the money. “Consider it a gift.”

Sofia’s eyes widened, and she shook her head vigorously, her dark curls bouncing. “No, I can’t... I don’t take charity.” Her voice was firm, despite her trembling hands.

Leroy raised an eyebrow, his aristocratic demeanor kicking in. “It’s not charity, darling. It’s an investment.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. “And I always expect a return on my investments.”

Sofia’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, and she looked away, her hands twisting nervously in the straps of her purse. “What... what do you mean?”

Leroy’s smirk deepened, his gaze sweeping over her, taking in every curve, every inch of her full figure. “I mean, how do you plan to repay me?”

She hesitated, her gaze darting around the store as if searching for an escape. Finally, she met his eyes, her voice barely above a whisper. “What do you want?”

Leroy’s gaze hardened, his desire for her evident in the way his nostrils flared. “I want to fuck you,” he said bluntly, his voice devoid of emotion. It wasn’t a request—it was a statement of fact, a declaration of ownership.

Sofia’s breath hitched, and she glanced at the clock on the wall. “My... my husband and kids... they’ll be home soon. We have to do it before then.” Her voice was laced with desperation, her body language screaming of a woman trapped between a rock and a hard place.

Leroy’s lips twisted into a grin that didn’t reach his eyes. “Then we don’t have a moment to waste, do we?”

Sofia nodded, her face a mix of fear and resignation. “Follow me.”

The drive to Sofia’s trailer park was short, but the tension between them was palpable. Leroy sat in the passenger seat of her old sedan, his legs stretched out comfortably despite the cramped space. The car smelled of stale fast food and cheap air freshener, a stark contrast to the leather interior of his Bentley. Sofia drove in silence, her knuckles white on the steering wheel, her jaw clenched tight enough to crack walnuts. The trailer park was a far cry from the luxury Leroy was accustomed to—rusted mailboxes, overgrown lawns, and the occasional barking dog. But he didn’t care. This was about the chase, the thrill of getting what he wanted—and he always got what he wanted.

When they arrived, Sofia led him inside without a word. The trailer was small and cluttered, the air thick with the scent of cooked beans and Pine-Sol. Leroy barely noticed. His attention was fixed on Sofia as she turned to face him, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “We don’t have much time,” she said, her voice shaking.

Leroy stepped closer, his presence dominating the tiny space. He towered over her, his broad shoulders blocking out the light from the grimy window. “Then let’s not waste it.”

Sofia swallowed hard, her Adam’s apple bobbing. Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she began to undress. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her dress, her movements jerky and uncertain. The dress slid to the floor, revealing a body that was far from perfect by societal standards—but to Leroy, it was a masterpiece of flesh and curves. Her fat tits swayed as she moved, her saggy belly a testament to the children she’d borne. Her curvy Latina hips were a promise of pleasure, and Leroy’s cock twitched in anticipation, pressing against the fabric of his pants.

She stood before him in nothing but her underwear, her eyes downcast, her cheeks burning with shame. Leroy’s gaze was unapologetic, his desire for her evident in the way he licked his lips, tasting the air between them. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, though the words felt hollow, a mere tool to keep her pliable. It wasn’t about beauty—it was about power, about taking what he wanted.

Sofia’s hands trembled as she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor with a soft whisper of lace on linoleum. Her breasts were full and heavy, the nipples dark and erect, straining toward him like an offering. Leroy’s breath quickened as she slid her panties down, revealing a thick patch of dark hair between her thighs. She was a woman in her prime, a MILF with the kind of experience Leroy craved, and he intended to wring every drop of pleasure from her.

Without a word, Sofia dropped to her knees, her hands reaching for the belt of Leroy’s pants. He watched as she undid it, her fingers trembling, her nails biting into his skin. She pulled down his zipper, her breath hot against his skin as she freed his cock. It stood thick and proud, the head glistening with pre-cum, a testament to his desire. Sofia’s lips parted, and she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, her hands gripping his thighs for stability.

Leroy groaned, a deep, primal sound that echoed in the small trailer. His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements, his fingers tightening as she bobbed her head, her lips tight around his shaft. Her tongue flicked at the sensitive underside, and Leroy’s hips bucked involuntarily, his control slipping like sand through his fingers. She was skilled, her mouth hungry, and Leroy felt his orgasm building, a coil of tension in his gut.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her to her feet with a strength that bordered on brutality. He pushed her toward the bed, a lumpy mattress covered in a stained floral comforter. His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into her soft flesh as he positioned her on all fours. Her ass was plump and inviting, the cheeks jiggling as she shifted, a sight that sent a jolt of lust through him. Leroy’s cock throbbed, desperate for release, aching to be buried deep inside her.
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