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AND WHEN I'M IN THAT thang, I'll make that body sang





Lil’ Wayne

Lady Cop
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The raw naked sex disgusted Maura, but she could not stop looking. 

​11 INCHES CAN GET YOU in a Mile of Trouble

Why am I running down the street butt naked with a face full of flour? I’ll tell you why. It’s because the bitch lied to me and told me she wasn’t married. Here I am thinking I’m going to get a piece of free kitty cat. I even wined and dined her. Took her ass to Burger Kong. And not just any Burger Kong. I took her to the nice one with wifi, flat screen TV’s and nice plush seats. Bitch ate up eleven dollar’s worth of food and got six of them chocolate chip cookies to take with her. 

My name is Buck Wile by the way. I’m Buck Wile Jr. named after my mama’s favorite side nigga. I know, you’re saying wait! Hold up just a funky minute. What do you mean your Mama named you after her favorite side nigga? Who is your Daddy? Well the man that raised me is named Claude Jones. He is my legal daddy, because he is my mama’s husband. He is also the real daddy of two of my brothers and one of my sisters. But he is not my real daddy nor is he the daddy of my other three brothers and two sisters. However, the rest of them niggas carry the Jones last name. I carry the last name of Wile, because my mama loved her some Buck Wile. She told me one time she wished she could have had five or six more kids by him. She said she was surprised she didn’t, the way he could whip that thing on her and make her wet. 

You’re saying wait a minute, Buck, your mama talk to you like that? Hell yeah. My mama will tell you straight up what’s up. She don’t believe in none of that nicey-nice baby talk. She’d call one of us a motherfucker just as quick as she would call Claude Jones one. Then she’d wrap you up in her arms and tell you how much she loved you. She was just an honest woman. So, when she told her husband, she was naming me after his ex-best friend Buck Wile, he knew he had two choices—stay or leave. He chose to stay. She laid it out to him this way.

“Nigga, who else but me is going to love your ugly ass? Other bitches will play with you for your money. But they ain’t gonna love you and give you none of this.” She’d point to between her legs. “You used to be a pretty nigga but look at you now.”

Claude would hang his head in shame, but he knew what Betty Mae Jones said was the gospel truth. He used to be a handsome man. He still had that six-foot frame and those one hundred ninety pounds of muscles. And he had a nice walnut complexion all over, except his face. An industrial accident at General Chemical where he worked had left white splotches all over his face and melted off one of his ears and his nose. He was left with a black button nose. The nigga looked like a poodle with no hair instead of a man. But he got plenty of coins from the accident—Nine hundred and ninety grand, plus he kept his old job where they paid him forty-five dollars an hour to do the same dangerous job that got him hurt in the first place. Wouldn’t no other mother-fucker work near the acid tanks.

But now that I think about it, I’m glad Claude wasn’t my daddy. He was weak and didn’t have no game. He might have been ugly in the face, but I know his dick still worked. I’d overhear him working my mama over. Shit, lots of women would have overlooked his dogface for them Benjamins and that dick. But Claude just figured mama was right. That’s why he didn’t say much when I was born and she announced to him that she was naming me Buck Wile. After all I looked like Buck. I’m black as a sable cat, six feet-one and only a buck fifty. But I got one other characteristic from Buck Wile Senior, and that’s that thing between my legs. Dudes, turn your jealous eyes to the floor. Ladies, just imagine a long green banana in the produce department of your local grocery. Now imagine you done took that banana home with you and laid it on the dresser. You done watched it turn from Chris Brown yella to Chris Rock black. You pick it up to throw it away, but it’s still hard and smooth in your hands as you caress it. You peel it back a little and let the head come out just before you taste it. When I was a little little bitty boy running around the house naked, my mama would sometimes slap my ass and say, “You Buck Wile, bastard you.” I thought at first she was mad at me about something. But now I know she was just thinking about my daddy.

And so that’s another reason, I’m running down Lexington Avenue butt naked. Women just can’t get enough of this ol’ Eleven. Y’all just like that chicken head I took to Burger Kong. Y’all will lie and do all kind of conniving stuff just to get this stuff. Yeah she lied and told me she wasn’t hooked up with nobody. So here I go. After our Burger Kong date, well after she buys me some gas—shit that Lincoln Navigator whip drinks gas like a freak drinks piss. We wind up at her place. Now my first clue ought to have been that nasty cigar in the ashtray on the kitchen table and a pair of work shoes by the back door. I was just getting ready to ask questions, when she excused herself to run to the bathroom. So I sat at the table staring at that cigar. I looked closely and noticed a red lipstick ring around it. “Buck, what the fuck?” I asked myself. Now this bitch don’t look like she smoke no damned cigar. And if she got a man, what kind of man is he to wear lipstick? I was just fixing to get my questions together, when the chick comes back into the kitchen. The black t-shirt she was wearing barely covered her kitty cat and rose just above her very round and rotund booty. She had on heels. 

“What are you doing with all of those clothes on,” She asked me in a very seductive voice. 

“You want me to get butt naked right here in the kitchen?”

“It’s where mama does all her cooking, baby boy.”

I hurry up and strip out of my clothes.

“Put your shoes back on. I love to see a nigga’s naked ass in nothing but his shoes.”

I kind of looked surprised at her. She was sounding like a sure ‘nough freak.

“It’s my thang.” She winked at me.

That’s cool with me. Buck Wile is down for any kind of freaky shit. Besides I like to show off my Air Jordans. They red and make my feet look cute. So I puts my shoes back on. She sticks out her lips. Me and the ol’ girl start kissing. I notice every once in a while, she would take a slight glance at the kitchen clock on the wall. But still nothing clicked in my head.

Aw Damn! I would have to be running down Lexington butt naked on a Monday in the middle of the day. I got two choices—run past the elementary school while the kids is out for recess or run up the back alley where the Red Gang hangs out. Shit, I’m a take my chances by the school. By the time the kids get through laughing I’ll be halfway home. If I go up the alley, I won’t ever make it home. The Red Gang will bust a cap in my ass. Aw shit, one of them bitch-ass teachers is hollering that she’s going to call the cops. Fuck!

Well, this is my own damn fault. Like I said, I should have been paying attention when I saw that bitch watching that clock. But her lips was feeling so good on my lips. And her T-shirt had lifted up and them succulent blackberry size nipples was calling my mouth. All the time she was squeezing my eleven-inch banana talking about how she was going to make some banana pudding with cream. Ol’ girl had a Trojan taped over her bellybutton. I knew what was up for sure. Before you knew it, I had her ass lifted up on the kitchen counter. I was tonguing deep. Mopping her tonsils. She reached over wet her fingers and stuck them in the sugar bowl. She then rubbed her sugary fingers all over her nipples. Lord, I went to town. I tried to suck me some blackberry juice out of them jugs. She was moaning like a saint in hell. Them nipples was so hard and firm. She arched her back and grabbed the back of my head. I thought I was going to smother in her tits. I had to nip them a little just she could release her grip and let me get some air. Then she told me to stick out my tongue. I did and she put some sugar on my tongue.

“I like it nice and long and sweet down there, Daddy.”

I knelt down on my knees and put my sweet tongue to work. Them pretty thighs of hers was spread from the dishwasher to the stove. Round and round my tongue whirled in that raspberry pie. She moaned and twisted like a tornado. Knocked a couple of pans to the floor. 

She lifted me up by my head and brought me to back to her lips.

“Ooh that pussy juice tastes so good, Daddy!” She stuck her tongue deep into my mouth tasting all of her juices. “I love to taste my pussy. What your dick taste like?”

“You know I can’t suck it myself and tell you. So it ain’t but one way for you to find out.”

“You damned right. Get your mother fucking ass on the counter.”

I always did like I was told. That’s why I got fewer ass whippings than them hard headed brothers and sisters of mine. So I hopped my ass on the counter. I didn’t know a bitch could open her mouth so wide. She had goddamn hinges on her jaws. She held ol boy in balls deep. I swear I felt her tonsils. Bitch didn’t even gag. That bitch was going for the gold. She had her hand gripping my dick just at the base. When she felt that vein stiffen up she let go so I wouldn’t bust. When I relaxed, she plunged it deeper. I had that bitch by the ears by the hair and by the neck. Shit. That shit was just like a punk going down on me. I’ll tell you about that shit later. 

Ol’ girl decided to give my dick a rest and went to work on my balls. I mean she put both of them walnut size mother fuckers in her mouth and rubbed that hot tongue all over them. My dick just laid back on my stomach enjoying itself. Then she let my balls out of her mouth winked at me. I winked back at her.

“Wink that pretty eye at me, sweet daddy,” she cooed.

I’d wink one eye and then the other. She slapped me hard on my ass.

“Wink that third eye at me, nigga.”

“What you talkin’ about, baby? I ain’t got but two eyes.”

“You’ll see what I mean.”

She went to the freezer and got her an ice cube. It was about as long as my little finger and curved on each end. She stuck it in her mouth. She lifted my hips higher and parted my thighs wider. Then her tongue went to work right on my asshole. Damn! What the shit is this? Her tongue was cold, but when she slipped one end of that ice cube up my ass, I thought I had broke my back the way it arched. I thought my fucking toes was going to fall off the way my feet was trembling. Now I thought I had done all of the freaky shit in the world from getting pissed on to being tied up and having a bitch beat my ass like I was a stepchild. But I hadn’t never had no tongue or ice cube in my ass. Well, that punk came close, but I pushed his head away. But I let her do her thing down there. I’m sure glad I had taken a bath. Shit she was going deeper than the Doctor’s finger. My ass was loving it. I could feel it opening and puckering. Shit a fart even eased out. But she didn’t mind. She kept on doing her magic with her tongue until I came near to another eruption.

Aw damn! Why would East Macedonia Baptist Church be having a funeral on a Monday? Damn! I got to run down the sidewalk in front of all these mourners or cut over by the police substation. Now which choice do you think I’m going to make? You damn right.

“Sorry, Sisters. Excuse me. Sorry. Sorry. Yes, I know I’m naked. I’m not crazy. Rest in peace whoever you is in that box. Yes m’am, my mama fed me real good. Yes, I know, these are balls swinging, not church bells ringing.”

Ooh the jams this eleven inch gets me in. Running down the street buck naked, right in the middle of a funeral. Pallbearers almost dropped the casket. Lord people taking pictures with their cellphones. At least I managed to snatch a flower arrangement and try to cover myself. If I don’t hurry up and get home, the cop’s sure going to be chasing my ass soon.

So back to the story that got me in this fix. So the ol’ girl—Oh you want to know how I met her? Well, what had happened was, she lives next door to where I had to jump out the window from last week. But I ain’t telling that story right now. I’m telling this one. So while me and her is kissing and she’s lapping my ass smell all over her lips, she whispers and tells me she wants me to be a freaky white man. Now I done already tol’ y’all I’m black as a sable coat. I ain’t nowhere near being white. Shit the bottom of my feet is black.

“Close your eyes, sweet boy,” she tells me. She scoops some flour out of a jar.

I close my eyes and she blows the flour in my face and on my dick. I open my eyes and catch a reflection of myself in the toaster. I got flour all in my face and down my chest. My dick looks like a breadstick and my balls look like biscuits. That shit is too funny to her. She starts laughing and screaming.
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