A.N.
"Where did it all go wrong?"
That's what Pedro has been asking himself lately. It's strange how things could change in your life so quickly, so damn quickly... 
Only a short time ago, Pedro had a home, a family, food on the table, a comfy bed to lay his head down to rest in. And now...what did he have? The worn clothes on his back, and a little cardboard slat. Written on it were the words, 'Food, please', because that's what his body craved most as of late. 
It rained plenty this time of year, so he had plenty of water. Granted it left him soaked, his clothes stiff, virtually falling apart and chilled to the bone. A musty, damp smell clinging to them. But he didn't care, his days passed with only thoughts of food, and what he lost. 
Sometimes, kind souls did leave him food to eat. Leaving him a burger from a fast food place or a bottle of soda and a sandwich. Then there were people who threw him an apple core after eating the rest off of it. Laughing at the poor boy out of their cruelty, Pedro shook his head at the thought. 
The one thing though ironically that he always refused, was money. He couldn't take it, he just wouldn't allow himself to have it. 
This is how it's been for months now...life in shambles, and desperately hoping for some kind of miracle.
He was sure that his wife and mother were looking for him, mainly because they told him so. Every now and again when he could get a kind soul to let him use their phone briefly, he’d call home. Letting his mother know that he was still hanging in there, she obviously would beg him to come home, that everyone was worried sick and missed him. But Pedro refused, he just couldn’t, going back felt like a worse idea then staying away now. And whenever his mother asked for a reason to all this, to explain why he had run off on his own, Pedro always just said he’d explain when it felt right to.
His wife…unfortunately just didn’t see the problems he was dealing with. Nor would she listen to him when he described them to her, the subtle hints and nudges that things weren’t working out well didn’t help, and the more obvious sit downs and direct conversations about their problems had no effect either. She would brush it off as going through a phase, or he was just feeling bad and things would pass soon. 
Couples therapy was denied, and she simply just kept going in their daily routine, blissfully ignoring the troubled husband at her side. 
He saw no other way out, so he just walked away, from everything. Did he regret the decision? Well…with the benefit of hindsight, he did a little. He missed his bed, he missed his home and hot, fresh food. And he missed the happier times with his family, occasionally he thought that maybe if he did go back things would change. But he then would think about how angry they would all be at him for leaving, and the nerves always won that battle. 
So here he sat, knees pulled up to his chest, trying to keep his core body temperature as high as possible. He couldn’t bear to think about what Winter was going to be like out here…
Something Pedro always saw first when people passed him by, was their shoes. Since his eyes were mainly directed down at the ground directly in front of him, he always saw just their shoes first. Ranging from sneakers, to boots, to flip flops and more, but not often did he see an elegant pair of heels. 
The clicking and their fine design caught his attention first, each swinging step of them making a satisfying click on the sidewalk as his eyes briefly trailed up the legs of the wearer to see who it was passing him by this time. A white woman, muuuch taller than himself, quite the jaw dropper if you will, and easily cresting over six feet, and that was without the heels! She was dressed quite professional looking, in a bit of a women’s power suit, cat sunglasses and her gorgeous raven brunette tresses done up in a bun. 
She was beautiful, Pedro stared at her for an extra second longer than those he normally snuck a glance at. But clearly, a stunner like that didn’t notice him on the ground, so soon she disappeared from sight, and Pedro was back looking at the hard ground again. 
As the time of day started to drift by, Pedro was beginning to think it wasn’t his lucky day, he was hungry, and no one had donated anything to him. So it was going to be another painful stomach gnawing night under the cardboard it seemed. However, before it started to get dark and he planned to pack it in for the night…a familiar clicking tickled his ears.
And before he got the chance to look up, he noticed on the ground in front of him, those same high heels, walking in front and spinning to directly face him. Then placed in his vision, he was shocked to see…a meal! A big full one! There was fried chicken, buttery peas and corn, some toasted bread, a tall cup of soda, and even a slice of chocolate cake on it. 
Pedro was visibly stunned staring down at this offering, his jaw dropped and hung there slack as the woman then moved to sit down with him, reaching out gently and slowly beginning to brush the locks of dirty hair out of his face, so she could look into his eyes, and that he could look into the most beautiful blue eyes he’d ever seen. 
It was like they came from two different worlds, he was an absolute mess of disheveled clothing and matted hair, while she was a gorgeous statue of power and beauty. And in addition to her gorgeous looks, she spoke next in what was quite possibly, the voice of an angel, “What happened sweetie?” 
There were a few moments of silence then, with the male and mystery woman just looking back and forth at each other, she crossed her legs and sat upon the cold hard ground. Probably dirtying her fine clothing, but not for a moment did it bother her. She remained focused on Pedro, waiting for him to speak with the patience of a saint. 
He blinked a few times, trying to tear his gaze from the wonderful beauty before him, but eventually, his stomach growled. And his eyes were drawn back to the food on the tray, he could see it still steaming, wisps of the heat dancing up indicating its freshness. “…Thank you.” He softly spoke. 
She shook her head, “No thanks needed honey, tell me what happened and help yourself.” She leaned forward and nudged his tray a little closer. 
With shaky hands, Pedro finally reached out to take the plastic cutlery and started to dig into the food. Cooked to perfection, and he was right, it was fresh, most of what he’d been given over the days were just leftovers. But this was his own meal, and it felt like it was feeding his body and soul with every bite.
The soda also? He didn’t get much in the way of beverages lately, surviving off rain and water fountain water that he kept in a plastic water bottle, so the sugary, sweet carbonated beverage hit him like a truck during the first few gulps. He gasped, taking in a few breaths before savoring another bite of his dish. Only then did he glance back up at the woman and suddenly feel embarrassed. He probably looked like a wild animal digging in while she waited patiently for him to finally answer her initial question. “Sorry…um…it’s…it’s a complicated story.” 
She shrugged a shoulder, “I don’t mind, I’ve got time.” She leaned forward, intent on listening to the homeless boys woes. 
Pedro wasn’t sure where to start, so the two of them sort of danced around the multitude of problems that wore away on Pedro over the years. How eventually, it just started to feel like the only way out was to run away. To flee from his problems rather than facing them, only for him now to obviously be regretting it. 
He informed her that he was married, but separated now, and he knew there was no way he could go back home after how long it had been. He made a mistake, and was now reaping what he sowed. Telling her how the days out here were brutal, how every part of him ached and he hadn’t felt happy in the longest time. He was sorry for the pain he caused, but just didn’t see anyway to make up for it now. Feeling that he’d gone too far, and couldn’t see a way to turn back around. 
And the whole time, while he told her his story, trying to eat his meal a bit more neatly, she just sat there and listened. Even as the sun started to go down and the temperature started to cool, she just…listened…
And that felt like something he’d been missing for a long time, someone that just…listened to him. Let him vent, let him be vulnerable, let him speak. She gave that to him, and it almost felt better than the food itself. 
Eventually though, the tray was emptied, Pedro’s belly was full, and for the first time in months, he had a smile on his face looking at her. He had a long conversation with someone else who just let him unload onto her without question. But now, his heart started to sink, as she took a glance at her phone out of her purse, checking the time. She probably had to go now, and he was going to be left alone again. 
He didn’t want her to leave, he never wanted this conversation to end, but he knew that was impossible. 
“Wow, look at the time, we talked for almost an hour.” She tucked her phone back into her bag and glanced back at Pedro again. Seeing the crestfallen look on his face, she could tell he was dreading her departure. Poor thing, such a good soul…he gave it to her straight like she asked, and that’s all she wanted. “We’ve gotta get going back to my place.” She swooped her legs under her and started to stand up. 
Pedro did a double take, “Wha-?” But before he could finish the question, she reached down, taking his arms and lifting him back up to his feet. Albeit, a bit wobbly, he’d been sitting for quite a while. 
She released him and scrunched up her nose, “Wooof! Honey I’m sorry but, dear Lord you stink. Hehehe! Come on, follow me.” She reached over and grabbed the tray, tossing it into the dumpster before leading Pedro along.
He thought about declining as she started to walk, afraid to accept such charity she was offering if she was being serious about it. He normally didn’t take anything but food from strangers but…his heart started to pick up a little bit. This wasn’t really a request, it was an order, at least that’s what it sounded like. As he glanced back at his poor little squat in the alley, he had no personal items, nothing precious. Just the clothes on his back and the cardboard that helped protect him somewhat from the rain. 
Then looking back at the woman walking away, he took in the shape of her glorious form, those swinging hips, long legs in the heels making them even longer, silky hair swishing with each stride. 
Really thinking about it…what did he have to lose? 
So…he swallowed the lump in his throat, took a breath, and started to follow after her. A few paces behind, but in her wake still. She glanced over her shoulder, confirming that he was coming along and gave him an appreciative smile before looking back ahead. Taking him to whatever destination she had planned for the night. 
And that destination…turned out to be a REALLY FRIGGING FANCY HOTEL! Pedro’s eyes were wiiiiiiiiiiiide and his jaw on the ground when she started to step up to it. There was no way she was staying here…and bringing him along? Was this really happening??
She didn’t stop in her stride though, walking right up to the building like she owned the place. So Pedro didn’t have time to really acclimate, and had to pick up the pace and follow after her while she continued on. Opening the front glass door, and holding it ajar for him to follow inside after. 
Fancy couldn’t even begin to describe the scale of this place, all the furniture looked like it was refined rich people stuff. Polished wood to a near mirror finish and soft, extravagant carpets strewn about here and there. Biiiig chandeliers lighting the main lobby area, walls painted clean and bright white that accentuated the brightness and made the place feel absolutely lit up. 
Pedro actually squinted when he first stepped through, only to be almost shoulder checked by a massive, bulked up greeter, or…guard? Does this building have security guards like that?
“It’s okay Don.” She suddenly said, turning back to the man who must’ve been waiting around the corner for any low lives to wander in and dirty up the hotel. “He’s with me.” 
The worry of getting thrown out was very strong for a moment, Pedro knew it would’ve been a typical thing to happen. He’s walked into other stores and had to be shooed out because of his current state of tidiness. But thankfully again, she came to his aid, walking back towards him and looping an arm around his smaller back, “Come on. Elevators this way.” She gestured with a nod and continued to walk him along. 
But Pedro could feel the eyes on the two of them, the guard knew who she was so she must be a regular. But there were lots of other patrons in here, walking about, checking in, checking out, and casting rather nasty, judgmental looks their way as they passed. He shrunk a bit into his worn shirt feeling the laser beams of their eyes on him. 
She walked them to the elevator and clicked the button, waiting only a moment or two before the shined doors parted for them to cross and enter the space. She pushed the button for the 8th floor and then settled in to wait, a few other people approached the elevator to ride as well, but much to Pedro’s humiliation, they stopped short. Spotting a big and tall 6’5 beauty in the space was one thing, they would probably be happy riding with that, what they couldn’t deal with though, was the dirty boy standing right beside her. 
Crinkled noses followed by backstepping was before the both of them as the doors slowly slid closed. Pedro’s shoulders sagging a bit more, embarrassed for himself and for his companion having to be seen with him. “…I’m sorry…” 
She looked back down at Pedro confused as the elevator started its trip up, “For what?” Pedro still couldn’t meet her gaze, he felt awful putting her through that, but she just rolled her eyes again, “Don’t give them the time of day, your soul has far more to offer this world than any of those evil bitches.” That drew Pedro’s attention, finally getting him to glance in her direction, “You should be staring at them in disgust, because they are disgusting.” 
It was so simple and yet it also felt like the nicest thing anyone had ever said to him before, and he needed to take a few minutes to process it while the hum of the elevator lifting all the way to the proper floor rang out. Coming to a stop at last, she put her arm back around Pedro again and started leading him out and around the corner to a door at the end of a long hallway. A big double set of doors in fact that she opened with her own personal key code, pushing the doors apart, Pedro got to see a life of luxury. 
Her penthouse suite was everything like you saw in the movies. A huge in wall fish tank with vibrant colored fish and crystal clear water. Multiple floors, marble countertops, top of the line amenities, a glorious balcony overlooking the city and sunset, huuuuuuuuge U shaped couch with a large ottoman an 85 inch UHD screen TV mounted on the wall above the fireplace, and this was just the main room! There were halls he couldn’t see down yet, but apparently he was going to.
As she suddenly said, “Okay, Bedroom that way, it’s connected to the bathroom and a big tub, hop in there and get undressed, I’ll be there in five to wash you up.” She said, and without another word, swung her purse onto the kitchen window counter and headed off in the other direction until she rounded the corner and passed out of sight.
The twenty five year old Pedro stood there frozen still for another few moments, the more he realized that this was really happening the more he had to bite back the tears that threatened to well up in his eyes at how lucky he had gotten. Who would’ve guessed that he would encounter the nicest woman ever??
“That booty better be in the tub by the time I come back!” She called again, startling him a little before he glanced down the other hall and began to sheepishly head down it. 
He didn’t want to upset her, and if this was all serious…then he could really…reeeeally use a good bath. 
The bathroom was bigger than any he had seen in his life, the tub was a square jacuzzi bathtub, and in the corner was a huge walk in shower with clear glass doors and walls. A marble sink and multiple decorative racks holding soaps, shampoos and conditioners. Pedro had no shame in that moment, rushing over to them and uncapping the bottles just to sniff their scents. Smelling something so good after so long…
He picked out his favorites and dragged himself to the side of the big tub, setting it all down and figured now it was time to fill the tub and get undressed. She’d be in here any minute and he didn’t want to disappoint. 
The water came out almost instantly hot when he turned the knob, nice and piping with steam and the extra jets around the tub helped it to fill even quicker. A bath…a real bath, not washing in rain water, but a nice hot bath. Pedro took some of the soaps he’d prepared and ran it under the stream of water spraying from the faucet. Letting it blend into the entire bath making the water a nice milky color that smelled of fresh linen and sweetness that made him want to dive bomb right in. But he patiently waited until it filled all the way, then when it was just shy of to the brim, he carefully slipped his filthy, aching body into the soapy pool. 
“…aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh…” He let out a soft moan, you don’t realize how much you painfully miss a good bath until you haven’t had one for a really long time. Pedro let himself drift down to his neck by the time he felt his butt rest on the marble bench. Being only 5’2 himself, he was already almost fully submerged in the water. He thought maybe he should let himself soak for a minute in the bubbly mixture, but he couldn’t help it, the hot water lulled him in with its enchanting allure, and he let his whole body dip under the water briefly. 
His face and hair were fully submerged for a bit before he popped right back up, taking a deep breath and feeling the filth of the streets slowly just wash away as well as the rest of the world just for a little while. What angel had smiled upon him that got him in this situation? This momentary reprieve from the awful last few weeks, he had a full belly, and a hot wash…it was the best he’s had in weeks. 
Not to mention… “Is it good?” He heard her voice, spinning out of his near hypnotized haze in the tub to look up at his guardian angel. She now however had dressed down and out of her work clothes. She changed into a beautiful black and purple night gown that looked almost like a silky starlit sky. Hugging her glorious figure so well it took all of Pedro’s willpower to not just ogle her up and down. 
Nodding his head he muttered, “Mhm…yes, thank you.” 
“Good.” She had in her hand some sponges and loofahs on a tray. Taking a seat on a little bathroom bench she had tucked off to the side, she scooted up close and gestured to him, “Now head back, lemme scrub your hair.” Pedro thought about protesting or…at least asking why she was going to this length to be kind to him. But yet again he stilled his mouth, afraid that if he questioned her actions, all this goodness could vanish in a heartbeat. 
Like if she had a moment to consider what she was doing she’d take it all back and kick him out. So instead of risking that possibility, he simply obeyed, sliding down a bit so that he could lay his head back on the edge of the tub, while she soaked her sponge and loofah in some soap and water he picked, and began to gently scrub his noggin. 
If he didn’t compare this state of being to Heaven before, he certainly had to now! Feeling her feminine fingers running through his messy, dark hair. Scrubbing and lightly scratching to get all the dirt and grime out of his locks. Giving him virtually a scalp massage, “Uuuuughhh…” Pedro involuntarily let out a moan at the feeling of it. Hearing his gracious host giggle lightly at the sound of it. 
“There you go…relax.” She whispered softly, working his head over, occasionally filling a cup that she brought in with her on the tray to pour the warm water over his head to rinse off the suds. She gave him the sponge and trusted him to scrub himself of course, which he did while she worked his head. The image of what her fingers would feel like running along his body briefly flickered through Pedro’s mind, but again he quickly pushed the thought away. 
She had been so kind he didn’t even want the thought of upsetting her to cross his mind. So he largely just focused on zoning out, letting her do the work on his scalp while he cleaned the rest of his form, in a bath he didn’t think he’d ever forget. 
They worked together washing him for what felt like forever, but after maybe a half hour or so, after the water lost it’s milky clean hue and started to discolor from the amount of grime washed away. She declared it was time for him to hop out, giving him permission though to use the shower head to give a courtesy rinse of any remaining suds when the bath water had drained. 
She then washed and dried her own hands and adjusted her gown, “I’ve got some fresh clothes for you here, might be a little baggy, but they’re clean and comfy. I’m gonna head to the living room and watch some TV, it’s still early in the evening so…join me when you’re ready?” She offered with her angelic smile before heading out of the bathroom and walking down the hall. 
Pedro’s eyes once more flicked down to her incredible ass swaying in her wake before she disappeared from sight. He then took a breath he forgot he was holding and stood back up to rinse off one more time as she suggested. 
Grabbing a fluffy white towel, he dried off his skinny body, then eyed the clothes she provided, a simple white T-shirt and baggie sweat pants, but they had a draw string so they wouldn’t slip down his legs. No underwear though, probably didn’t have any for men in her house? He wasn’t sure, but he wouldn’t turn down clean clothes, pressing them to his face and breathing deep of the freshly laundered scent before slipping into them. 
Nearly being swallowed by their greater size, but nonetheless, they were comfy and warm. Pedro then dropped everything else in the laundry basket, and quietly padded his way out to the living room. The lower set space in a wide open area with a couch big enough for easily ten people, the big TV on the wall playing an old scifi movie called The Fifth Element, and his hostess lounging relaxed on the couch and happily viewing. 
From this view, those gorgeous legs and thick thighs were fully on display, the primal urge to just lay his head between those thighs and just go to sleep was strong. She heard him approach and looked up from her position to see Pedro standing shyly a few feet back. But she just smiled at him again and reached down onto the couch beside her to pat the cushion, “Come on, join me? This one’s cheesy but it’s a great watch.” 
Finally, all this kindness just seemed to be too overwhelming for Pedro’s brain. How could someone just do so many kind things for a stranger in a single day? There were no camera’s, no posting on social media for likes, she was just doing this for seemingly no reason. He didn’t want to risk losing this slice of heaven, but unfortunately, the burning questions burned in his chest and bubbled out before he could stop them. “Miss…why are you being so sweet to me?” He asked meekly, “I…I have nothing to give you back…I barely know you but you’ve welcomed me in, you’ve treated me better than anyone has treated me in so long. I…I don’t deserve it.” He said, earning a look of concern from the beauty on the couch. “I…please there…there must be something I can do to repay your kindness?” He offered at last, “I can’t expect to take all of this charity and not give back. Please Miss?” 
Offering to repay her in some way would at least give him some peace of mind to know he wasn’t freeloading more than he deserved. But she just stared at him for a few minutes after he blurted all this out, seeming to contemplate and read him, probably wondering what could have driven him to such a state that he thought he didn’t deserve to be pampered. 
But soon her smile returned, “You want to pay me back? Earn your keep?” She said with an arched brow before turning off her side and laying back on the couch, raising one leg in the air to point her toes directly at Pedro playfully, “I would like a foot massage as your payment for tonight.” Pedro blinked, that was her price? For all of the kind things she’s been doing for him, she wanted something she could easily get done by a trained professional probably far better at it then himself? “And also if you’d keep me company and watch my movie with me? It’s been a while since I had someone to just relax with for a bit.” 
He really couldn’t believe what he was hearing, this for sure couldn’t be enough to repay her generosity. But if it was what she wanted…he supposed that he could at least start there. “Okay…” He said softly, moving carefully around the couch while she scooted a little further up the couch to make room for him to sit. Lifting her legs out of the way at least until he sat down, then boldly moved to place them right in his lap. 
“Good boy, thank you.” She said before clicking the remote again and starting up the flick. “Get to work.” She teased him, rubbing her feet comfortably into his lap. 
Pedro instantly felt a slight whoosh of heat rushing through his cheeks at that, her feet were dangerously close to his crotch. But he quickly shoved those thoughts back down, he didn’t need her to feel him getting a boner and then boot him out the door. Not that she’d be able to feel much down there anyway with his meager few inches. So he just focused on doing what he could, her feet were quite pretty, toenails polished and painted a beautiful deep purple. 
Carefully he took them into his hands one at a time and started to gently work them, starting out slow and soft and working up to a more firm pressure. Giving careful attention to each inch of her foot and every one of her toes. Alternating between both of her feet while his eyes flicked between them, the TV screen, and her. This all still seemed surreal, and the real fear of waking up from what could be a wonderful dream was present. But every moment that passed was proof that it was really happening, and his luck may have turned around.
She engaged him in a little conversation, asking him what he thought about the film, if he’d seen it before, what his favorite genre of movies were etc. And Pedro did reply back, if anything to help fill the silence between them that the movie only helped to alleviate as well. She was so easy to talk to also, every time she looked at him she had just the kindest smile and the sweetest demeanor. Playfully teasing him with her feet too, like when she wanted him to go harder she nudge his arm with her toes and proclaim, “Harder wench!” Actually earning a little smile and chuckle from Pedro. 
It felt so good to smile again. 
He kept at it throughout the entire movie, listening to her give light moans of approval at his attention, and never once did he let up. Giving her feet all the attention that they needed until two hours later, the credits of the movie finally started to roll. Only then did she sit up and pull her legs back, removing her feet from his clutches at last. 
She stood up off the couch, turning the TV off and then stretching her arms up and over her head, letting out a tired squeak as she stretched the tension out of her muscles. “Mmmmnnh…alright, it’s getting pretty late for me so I’m gonna head to bed.” She stepped passed Pedro, while the smaller male looked up at her the whole time like a lost puppy unsure of what to do. Thankfully she noticed this and said, “Okay, so you’re welcome to stay the night, right down that hall is the spare bedroom. It’s all yours.” She pointed down the hall that led to the bathroom where he washed up, “But I know that you feel conflicted over all this so I’ll just say, if you don’t want to stay, you don’t have to. The front doors right there, if you wanna go back to the streets, I won’t stop you.” Her gaze stayed fixed on his for a moment, “But if you don’t want that…then I’ll see you in the morning, good night Pedro.” Before finally breaking eye contact and walking off towards the skeletal stairs sticking out from the far wall.
She stepped up them and while Pedro’s eyes followed her for as long as they possibly could, eventually she turned into the master bedroom and closed the door behind her. Leaving the ball in his court for what he wanted to do next. 
This was probably one of the most ballsy women Pedro had ever met, he was a stranger to her, and yet she was letting him stay the night in her apartment/hotel room unsupervised. He could rob the place blind and run out the door if he wanted! Granted security at the front might stop him but you never know! 
Granted that obviously wasn’t who Pedro was, he’d never do that, so now he just had to make the choice of whether or not he would leave in the middle of the night, or accept her invite to sleep in a warm bed for the first time in months. 
Long story short, Pedro, after pacing the floor a little bit, going to the kitchen and taking a snack from the fridge and downing a biiiig glass of water, found himself lying on the big, soft bed in the guest room. “Uggggghhhh…” Letting out a gentle groan as he got to stretch out, his head cradled by the pillow, body covered and warmed by the thick comforter and throw blankets. Bottle of water beside him, again provided from the kitchen, teeth brushed with one of the complimentary toothbrushes and mini toothpaste bottles. 
And now he got to get some real sleep, not struggling to sleep on hard ground with nothing but cardboard to cover himself up. He felt alive, he felt human again, all thanks to the generosity of one…amazing woman.
The Following Morning
He had to repay her! 
That was the first thought that shot into Pedro’s head the moment that he awoke from the best, most restful slumber he’d had in months. Because he was so exhausted, Pedro passed out almost the exact second that his head hit the pillow. Which in turn had him sleeping through the night and waking up quite early, even after spending a courtesy hour lying in bed and just enjoying the sweet relaxing warmth. 
When he fully awoke though, he poked his head out into the hall and glanced around. Then further into the living room and noticed his gracious hosts bedroom door was still closed. So she seemed to still be asleep, and with nothing else to do, he decided that he should use this time alone to do something nice for her.
A foot massage and movie watching company wasn’t nearly enough in his mind, so he hurried over to the kitchen, Pedro was a decent cook when he had a kitchen to work with. So with one at his disposal now, he decided he could make her some breakfast to show his appreciation. He flung the refrigerator door open and took a look inside, trying to gauge what she might like with its contents. And eventually settling on what to make, he grabbed out the ingredients he needed, put a pot of coffee on, and got to work. 
Within a few minutes of his cooking, the lovely scent of breakfast drifted up to the second floor and into the master bedroom. And only moments later, the door opened up and he heard the bare foot padding of his host coming down to see what was on the menu. She rounded the corner and peered into the kitchen, a beautiful mane of dark locks that were a little unkempt from bed head, and her body wrapped in a new black silk robe that hugged those curves so perfectly. “Good morning, Mmmh, that smells good, what’s all this?” She asked with a smile. 
Pedro had zipped around the kitchen so fast, it felt really good to do something like this again. His meals over the last several months were all scraps that required no cooking, so being able to handle cooking utensils over a stove again? His humanity felt like it was slowly filling him up again and it felt good. He looked up at the beautiful lady before him and gave her a sheepish smile. “Hi, good morning.” Grabbing a plate for her out of the cupboard and setting it down at the kitchen island counter. “I uhm…didn’t know what exactly to make you for breakfast? So I kind of just guessed based on what I had.” He gestured to the fridge, “So I made you an omelette with Swiss cheese and spinach and um…some sliced pineapples…oh! And coffee is brewing.” He quickly moved over to the other cupboard to grab her a mug. 
She looked over what he had prepared for her, how he adorably hustled around the kitchen to get everything ready and make it good for her. She beamed, “It’s perfect.” 
Pedro paused before her, both hands cupping the mug cutely while her words registered, and he couldn’t stop the small smile that tugged at the corner of his lips. He looked away from her perfect face for a moment and then nodded, “I’ll…pour you a cup so it’s…nice and hot. You go ahead and sit down.” He suggested, moving to pull a chair out from the kitchen table so she could take a seat without having to do it herself. 
Now she knew he of course was doing this to pay her back for her being good to him. He didn’t have to do any of this, in fact last night she was thinking about how she could treat HIM to breakfast today. But now with this new development, she’d have to think of a different way to treat him well.
With her plate set before her now, Pedro hurried over to the finished coffee pot and grabbed it to pour her a cup of piping, fresh coffee. “I can get you cream and sugar and…” He trailed off a bit, which again, absolutely adorable in her eyes. Accepting his need to provide for her, she allowed him to provide the extra additions to make her coffee exactly how she liked it. 
Then finally, she dug into her meal and moaned after the first bite. Apparently, Pedro had a little flair in the kitchen it seemed, as he could cook quite the mean breakfast dish. And at first he simply stood by, watching her enjoy her food in peace and quiet. But after bite three or four, she glanced his way and insisted that he make something for himself also. Even if it was just a bowl of fruit or something, she didn’t want to eat in front of him while he just waited for her to finish. 
He put up a little fight for a moment, but then relented after he realized that he was still quite hungry. She fed him yesterday, but that was the only food he had. So he meekly put together a small dish, using the leftover fruit and pouring a cup of coffee for himself. It had been a good long time since he had a fresh hot cup of the drink for himself. 
The two sat quietly together, and Pedro had to admit, this was really nice, not just the food and roof and coffee. But just…not being alone, feeling her presence right there without even saying anything, it just made him feel more…whole.
After enjoying their meal, she leaned back and let out a happy sigh. A hand rubbing her belly contentedly. “Mmmmh…that was delicious. Thank you very much good sir.” She reached over and patted his hand, “As much as I’d love to just continue to lounge and enjoy your company though, unfortunately, I have to get going to work.” She stood up from the table, stretching out a bit with a soft squeak again. “Are you going to stay?” 
Her question caught Pedro off guard, “Huh?”
“Well, I’m gonna be out all day, and I know you felt weird about me welcoming you here, I just didn’t know if I’d head out and come back to find you gone.” She put her hands on her hips, “So…will you be gone when I come home from work? Or will I be coming home to find another pleasant meal on the table?” She teased with a raised brow, “Breakfast was very nice after all. I can only imagine how much nicerrrrr dinner would beeee.” She casually sang with a shrug of the shoulder before turning and heading out of the kitchen to go get dressed for her day. 
Pedro kind of stared ahead blankly for a few minutes at that, then decided to get up and clean the kitchen. He made a bit of a mess getting everything out and ready for breakfast anyways, so he might as well clean it up. All the while pondering her words as he loaded her dishes into the dishwasher and put the remaining breakfast items away. 
Making her dinner…that was a pretty good idea. She seemed to like his cooking, maybe that was how he could repay her for allowing him to stay? It sounded like an invitation, so maybe he could buy himself another night in her home before she eventually grew tired of him. 
But then again, if he impressed her with good food, maybe she wouldn’t tire of him at all? Maybe she’d hire him on as a cook or something in exchange for shelter and food for himself? The idea alone was enough to fill Pedro with hope, a new start…a fresh beginning in the presence of an angel like her. 
While he sat there thinking, he could hear her movement upstairs, heading back to her room, getting dressed, then heading back downstairs with the distinct click of her heels on the steps, before grabbing her keys and purse and heading out the door. She didn’t even give him a goodbye, instead she called out, “See you tonight!” Before the door shut behind her, did…did she expect him to stay? Was she so confident that he wouldn’t even consider leaving that she didn’t say goodbye and instead brought up a rendezvous for tonight that almost sounded like a date. 
…was it a date?
It was very jarring, just this time yesterday Pedro was waking up cold and sore from sleeping on the ground and now…
He actually got up nearly a minute after she left and tried to rush to the door as if he’d catch her, because he realized one thing, he didn’t know what to make for her! Same as with breakfast, he just improvised with what she had in her fridge, and he got lucky she loved it. But could lightning strike twice in the same spot? 
Of course by the time he made it to the door she was long gone, off to do whatever her job was that clearly had her quite well off since she lived in a building like this. The only thing she had left behind was, again, much to Pedro’s surprise, a wad of cash sitting on the shoe rack right by the door as well as what looked like a spare key to the apartment. His jaw hit the floor the moment he saw it, and in addition there was a tiny little note, with extremely neat, fancy handwriting scrawled onto it. 
Quickly he picked it up and scanned it over, reading, ‘For you. If you decide to go on your way, then God bless you and I hope things work out, orrr, alternatively, you could use this to pay for our dinner tonight? I hope it’s the second option.’ Followed by a little drawing of a heart, and seeing that sweet little illustration made Pedro’s heart feel like it was singing for the first time in a really long time.
He paused for a bit, looking back and forth between the note and the money. Did she need like hired hand to help out around the house or something? Or was she just…this nice? There was a third option in his head that he tried to pessimistically ignore, that being that maybe…just maybe…she liked him? And wanted him to just stay for that reason only? 
Pedro wasn’t sure if he dared get his hopes up, but he knew one thing, that he had an opportunity that he couldn’t miss out on. A decent meal, pleasant company, and a comfy bed for another night. He nodded his head determined, and grabbed up the cash and key, then headed out the door.
Quickly he found the elevator and descended it back down to the main lobby, the door’s dinging again as people going about their morning routines passed him by. And Pedro immediately expected to get looked down on or grimaced at like he had been plentifully over the last few months. But…he wasn’t, they didn’t look at him with sneers or forced sympathy, they passed him by like any other, some even giving him a nod of acknowledgement. 
It took a solid minute of him being baffled to realize that he was clean. He was fed, and dressed in fresh clothes, he didn’t look like he lived on the street as he did yesterday. All thanks to her… He knew he had to pay her back. 
He descended the lobby steps and found that man she spoke to on the way in last night. And Pedro decided to approach him, “Uhm, hello? Mr…Don?” He recalled was his name. 
The employee turned at the sound of his name, him also giving Pedro a bit of a confused look as he clearly didn’t recognize the freshly washed man either. “Yes?”
“I’m Pedro, I came in last night with…” That moment, it finally hit Pedro pretty hard, and he felt like a total idiot. “…I don’t know her name…” 
“Oh!” Don said at last, it seemed just that statement was enough to jog his memory. “You’re…wow, you clean up well.” He gave Pedro a quick once over, all the dirt washed away and the tattered clothes replace. Less bags under his eyes from a good pillow and color in his face from a few hot meals. “Her name’s Price. Lilian Price, or Miss Price. That’s what I refer to her as, and you should to. Be nice to her, she is a fantastic woman, she’s clearly taken a liking to you.” He suggested based on his limited information. 
Miss Lilian Price… Pedro felt his heart lift a little lighter now that he had a name to put to the beautiful face that sheltered him. 
“I will Mr. Don, um, I just wanted to say I’m going out to get groceries to make some dinner tonight for her. Do you…by any chance know what she likes? Or have any suggestions?” Hoping maybe he’s helped her carry groceries up to her apartment or perhaps just knows her a little better than he himself did. 
“Ah, I see, paying the lady back huh?” He extended his hand, offering a handshake to the smaller boy, “What’s your name?” 
Pedro looked at the gesture almost like he’d never seen it done before, but remembered quickly and reached out to shake it. “Pedro sir, nice to meet you.” 
“My advice when making a lady dinner? Do what you’re good at, as far as I’m aware, she’s an omnivore, she’ll eat anything you make as long as you cook it yourself and don’t try to cop out by ordering at a restaurant.” He told him, “If you don’t know how to cook, buy a quick cookbook and pick something from there, or otherwise, just make something from the heart. She’ll love it more knowing you made it just for her because you wanted to. Not because you felt like you had to.” 
Giving Pedro some sage advice on how to meal prep for this generous woman. He wasn’t sure if this was weird, getting chef advice from a total stranger or not. But he wasn’t gonna question it, he’d been lucky with meeting strangers as of yesterday, so he was gonna take his advice to heart as best he could. “Okay, thank you sir.” He nodded and started for the door.
This was the most money Pedro had, had for food in so long. She gave him five hundred dollars cash! That’s a lot for just one dinner! So Pedro knew he could splurge a little and get some fancy stuff for her, she seemed high class so a high class gal deserves high class food! 
Hurrying off to the nearest grocery mart, for the first time with a smile on his face. Excited at the prospect of dinner tonight with a gorgeous woman, not just for a meal of his own, but for the chance to make her happy. 
Pedro made quick work at the supermarket, he’d made numerous trips through the building while he was on the street. He always asked just for food from passersby, not money, but still some people did give him some or he found a dollar on the ground by sheer luck on occasion. So he’d done more than one pass through in the store trying to find things he could buy on a budget to sate his hunger. But now with the money Miss Price gave him? He was like a kid in a candy store!
Excitedly hurrying through the aisles to get to the meats, he was gathering up a bunch of ingredients. Intending to really figure out what he was going to make later at her apartment when he had everything laid out, but until then, he went bananas. Buying ground beef, pasta, fresh vegetables, a few drinks, etc. 
He even loaded up on some guilty pleasures like chocolate and ice cream for potential desert for her, and despite him not being careful with the money, she gave him so much that he still had plenty left over! 
But the best part of the shopping was for sure that no one shied away from him. He was clean, smelling good, well rested, well fed, and walking with a spring in his step. He looked human again, same as at the lobby, he didn’t look sullen and despairing, he just looked like an average boy with big plans for dinner.
After everything was purchased, Pedro realized he needed to also procure a few reusable carry bags since he walked here and didn’t want to carry everything in easily torn plastic. Then made the trek all the way back to Miss Price’s apartment. Giving a nod of recognition to Don when he passed him by and took the elevator back up to her home. Inserting the key in the lock and entering the code on the tag to open it.
Once inside he quickly unpacked the bags, laying out and arranging food, putting everything that needed to be kept cold in the fridge and freezer until it was time for cooking. But now Pedro needed to decide what he was actually going to make her for dinner. He had lots of options, but he wanted it to be as good as possible. 
Also, while he was here, maybe he could do even more for her? Maybe he could spruce up the apartment a bit too? 
If he was hoping for this to potentially be a more long term thing rather than a couple nights of joy, he could butter her up by essentially being her maid. Cooking her meals, cleaning her home, heck, he’d happily be her house wife if that’s what she wanted him to be! As long as it meant her generosity and sweetness continued on, he needed it.
So he ran around the house a bit, searching out her cleaning supplies, like her vacuum, Swiffer, dusters, squirt bottles and so on to start giving the whole place a decent spring cleaning. He knew Miss Price would be back later tonight, so he made sure to use his time wisely, cleaning while thinking up a good meal idea to please her. Multitasking! 
Eventually, while he was wiping down the countertops, he felt the lightbulb go off above his head. Remembering a pasta recipe that he knew how to make perfectly and it was a delicious blend of savory goodness that always pleased whomever he cooked it for. Deciding that, that dish would be the best to serve Miss Price, he hurried up with his quick once over of the apartment, and then got to work cooking dinner for his lovely host.
Later that night…
Miss Price could smell the wonderful scent of food before she even entered her personal key code into the keypad of the door. Cracking it open and peering inside, although she wanted to drift into the space really given how the yummy scent was luring her in. She was very pleased to come home after a long day and see that her house guest had decided to accept her offer rather than take the money and run. 
Truthfully when she left that morning, she was a bit nervous about what she was going to find when she came home. She hoped that he enjoyed their time together and would like to have more, but there was always just a teeny bit of worry in the back of her head that she’d come back to a disappointingly empty home. 
But everything she saw was not disappointing at all, in fact, apparently Pedro went above and beyond for her! 
Miss Price was a little behind on her dusting and vacuuming, so when she saw how sleek and clean her living room was, the coffee table and TV polished to a near mirror finish, and some gentle flickering of lit candles that produced their own sweet scent that just made every room in her home smell like a delicious treat. 
She eventually peered around the corner into her spotless kitchen, and just beyond that was the dining room, where Pedro was carefully setting everything up. He must’ve heard her come in and quickly got everything off the stove and into place before plating. The meal he prepared was a delectable pasta dish with beef and sauce. He made piping hot, buttery buns as well as steamed vegetables, a bottle of wine chilled in the center among with spices, toppings and cheese. 
He glanced up after setting her dish down and stood up straight, giving her a big, boyish charm smile now that she was home at last. He’d been anxious about this all day and excited, he wanted to please her and thank her for being so nice, and this was the moment of truth. Praying a little that he didn’t overcook the Pasta or choose a bad wine. 
Regardless though, he cleared his throat and softly said, “Dinner Miss Price?” 
Looking over what he’d prepared for her, for a moment, she was actually in awe of what she saw, she didn’t expect him to go all out as he did, so this was a big bonus in her eyes! “Wow…this is pretty amazing.” She stepped up to the table, “Will you be joining me for dinner?” 
Pedro couldn’t prevent the giddy smile at her and nodded his head, “Yes, I would love that Miss Price.” 
Wordlessly, as their eyes met for a moment, there was an unspoken agreement between the two. This would be how things were between them as long as Pedro wanted, it was clear Miss Price liked having him around and would appreciate it if he continued to do things like this. And truthfully, this was the most involved in life, and…enraptured by someone than he had been in a very long time. He would clean her house and rub her feet for the rest of his life if that’s what she wanted. 
Which it looked like that was exactly what she desired, because after they sat down to a wonderful dinner together. She went upstairs to take her bath, and then came back down in just her bathrobe. Baring those womanly curves and gloriously shapely legs to Pedro. And this time, she didn’t even ask him out loud, she just happily laid down on the couch and raised one of her feet up. Ordering him to massage them without exchanging a syllable, and Pedro wouldn’t have it any other way. 
Now with a basis for how things were going to go, as well as properly exchanging names, they seemed set for the long haul.
This became their routine, as the days went by, turning soon to weeks, as Pedro enjoyed his new life living with Miss Price. Basically as her live in maid truly, and cook of course, eventually Pedro even managed to work up the courage to call his mother, reaching out to his family to let them know he was doing okay. He kept it vague enough and ensured that they wouldn’t come looking for him or try to convince him to come home. It may have only been a short period of time since he started living with Miss Price, but he was more happy now than he had been in so long.
The two of them were bonding as the days went by, enjoying each other’s company and discussing simple matters of small talk. How was your day, what did you do? Etc. 
Every day though always ended the same, after dinner and their baths, they would lounge on the couch together, enjoying a show or a movie, while Miss Price’s feet were being lovingly massaged by Pedro’s skilled hands. 
After they had been living together for about three months though, getting closer, Pedro still crushing hard on the gorgeous, beautiful woman, everything changed one night...
They were in the middle of binge watching the latest season of a new show, while Pedro was extremely precise with his attention on her pretty feet, and he had her moaning from his expert attention. 
And that’s when after three months of living together, Pedro finally noticed it for the first time. She would always wear her silk robe while lying down for her massage, relaxing and reclining back after a long day of being on her feet in high heels. It honestly was a bit of a wonder how Pedro had actually missed it all this time, because for just a brief moment, Pedro glanced down between her legs when she moaned, and his eyes went wide. 
The massive, bulge beginning to form there was unlike anything he’d ever seen in his life, he actually froze in place with his jaw dropping. Even now as she was getting harder, he couldn’t believe it’s size, nor could he believe the sight that this gorgeous woman was sporting over a foot of cock between those thighs! 
When Miss Price realized that he stopped massaging her, she glanced down and saw what his eyes had honed in on, and she gasped a bit, closing her legs and looking at Pedro with worry. “I’m sorry about that…you were just…making me feel really good.” 
Thankfully he didn’t recoil, the fact that she was sporting an epic bitch breaker of that caliber didn’t push him away either. Pedro had been around the block in life and something like that wasn’t going to make him shy away from the most beautiful woman he’d ever known. “No it’s okay.” He told her quickly, “Just…its…big.” He answered nervous. “That size can be… pretty intimidating.” He said with a little lighthearted chuckle. Both of them shared a soft laugh at that, and they stared at each other for a moment…this was a turning point. They both knew it, having lived together for this long, and only just realizing this, it all started to fall into place for Pedro. Maybe one of the reasons she liked having him around was…she found him attractive? Maybe she wanted to…do more than just be roommates? 
“Yeah…hehe, can’t help that, I’m a big girl.” Miss Price continued the lighthearted air of the conversation, hoping to keep it that way. She did hide this from him because well…she was afraid he’d pull away the first time he saw it. She’d been trying to come up with a way to ease him into the fact that she had a dick for several weeks now, especially this humongous bitch breaker, of fourteen inches and all because of one mishap of losing herself into his touch, the cat was out of the bag. 
She didn’t like to admit it, but she saw a really pretty boy when she first found him. And her heart wouldn’t let her leave him alone on the street. So when he cleaned up and saw that she also found him to be sexy as fuck with his shy demeanor, perfect petite body and soft booty she just wanted to slap! She knew she was developing a crush on sweet little Pedro just as quickly as he was on her.
Him not being afraid of it was a good sign though, in fact, he didn’t seem worried or scared at all, in fact he looked a bit curious. 
“S…So uhm…” He started, slowly resuming massaging her feet, “That’s…big…hehe, how…how big is it? And how do you even walk around with it?” He was indeed curious, and that was all she needed to feel the worry leave her heart and her confidence to surge excitedly. 
Lilian slowly grinned and began to open her legs, “Would you like to see it?” 
Pedro felt his heart actually skip a beat, now getting another look at her steadily pulsing and growing bulge, his brain needed to take a few extra minutes to catch up with his mouth in order to formulate the proper response. His body however knew what it wanted, he could feel his heart starting to quicken after it’s momentary pause, followed by his breathing shallowing out as he slowly nodded his head in affirmation. 
The both of them were quiet at that, with Miss Price locking eyes on Pedro while she reached down to the soft fabric of her robe and gently starting to tug it up, parting it so that her massive member would spring free of its place between her legs. Rising up higher and higher until that thick cock attempting to point straight at the ceiling, but it had a deep bend to it giving it a natural curve that showed off the massive weight. So much bigger than any cock he’d ever seen, it put his own to shame while he ogled the monster placed before him. 
Watching how it pulsed some more, throbbing before him while he scanned it up and down. Tracing the pattern of bulging veins and hanging below it were the plump, plum sized orbs that were her balls. Constantly pulsing and brewing up batches of baby making gunk inside her sack, keeping it all boiled and hot for whatever womb it may flood. 
Pedro sucked in a breath, the room had gotten unexplainably hot, and his cheeks were flushed beet red. There was a bead of juicy precum starting to drip down her length, and his eyes followed its path to about halfway down her shaft before his mouth started to salivate. 
And as if Miss Price could read minds, she suddenly gripped it tightly and asked him, “Do you want to suck it?” 
Pedro’s eyes dilated, “W…what?”
Miss Price tilted her head, “You look like you want to taste it…would you like to?” She said as she waved the large anaconda in front of his face. It’s smell and beauty hypnotizing him.
Again, Pedro knew this was a make it or break it moment. He didn’t think she would kick him out if he said no, that didn’t seem like her. But if he agreed to this, their relationship was going to change forever. But it would be changing for the better in his mind because…he was getting incredibly horny. 
The look of her relaxed, splayed out like this, robe parted and showing the valley between her D cup breasts, those beautiful eyes staring at him expectantly waiting for a blowjob. Knowing full well, that he was going to suck it. It turned him on so much, and he hadn’t been so aroused in so long… 
So he swallowed a lump in his throat and once more, nodded his head, “Y…yes…can…can I suck it Miss Price?” He asked politely.
She grinned wide, her heart leaping for joy in her chest, “You may…WENCH!” Then scooting a little bit to be on her back and less on her side, spreading her legs wide enough to give him all access to service her cock and her balls. Pedro couldn’t help but laugh though at her choice of playful insult. And with a tingling rushing through his being, Pedro leaned forward, honing in on that thick droplet of precum that was still there, lowering his head and extending his tongue, to give her member one good, long lick. Miss Price gently placed her hand on his head and petted him, exhaling joyously.
“Fourteen inches Pedro… That’s how big she is.”
His eyes became big, like a deer’s face in headlights at her claim.
An evil grin appeared on her face. 
After that started, everything changed. No longer was massaging her feet good enough for Miss Price, after she experienced Pedro’s sweet, soft tongue bathing her dick, then his even softer lips sucking her massive member down into his tight throat. She was never going to settle for just a foot massage ever again! She wanted more.
Pedro gave her a world class blowjob that night, he was a little clumsy, working with a dick so damn big is tough even for an expert, so it was a bit of a learning curve, but she was patient with him, and eventually he got the hang of it. Slurping and glucking down on her huge dick while he rolled her massive balls in his hands.
“Just…nnfff… watch your teeth Pedro.” She gently instructed him while he learned.
It was a new, unspoken term added to their living arrangements now, that he would worship her body. It turns out, she liked having more than just her cock sucked on. After the first night of sucking her dick, the next night when she requested her foot massage, she didn’t hide the fact that it made her horny, and she teased Pedro with her feet. Playfully nudging him with them and pushing him away by lightly ‘kicking’ his face back. Or rather nudging him away like she was trying to keep him from getting at her. Much to the adorable giggles of her boy toy. Then gently encouraging him to open his lips and let her toes into his mouth, which Pedro gleefully accepted. 
Sucking on her pretty toes, worshipping her feet for a while before transitioning to her cock after she parted her robe and wanted it to have attention next. 
It continued to escalate, as the days went by, Miss Price wanted more, and so did Pedro. One night after lovingly sucking on her toes, before getting to her cock, she actually stood up and told him to sit on the floor, so she could sit on his face. Wanting to have her ass eaten out before blowing her. 
Pedro was a big fan of her booty long before he knew she had a dick, so that was an easy, ‘yes please and thank you!’ For him. 
She sat on his face for a good long time that night, using it like a stool, and he loved her big soft rear, grabbing at it and squeezing it while he savored her sweet star. She stroked her cock, jerking off while he rimmed her, she figured she’d have to slowly work him up to things over time. And while it didn’t happen all at once, she was very grateful that it happened at the pace it did. Slowly enough so it was almost like playing a game between the two of them, how far she could push his buttons, and what lengths he would go to bring his lovely lady pleasure. Applying her physical dominance over him. And she would reward him when they went to bed, because yes, after the first blowjob, she told him he no longer needed to stay in the guest bedroom. And led him to hers.
Pedro got the most wonderful cuddles of his life for all the following weeks after. She even let him play with her ample tits, and suck on her nipples when they were ready to go to sleep. But important to note, no sex. And definitely no playing with his little dick. Just cuddling and naughty foreplay, Pedro didn’t question this yet though, he was grateful for every ounce of affection and flirty, sexy fun she gave.
Adding one thing after another to his list of services that he provides for her, what started as a half hour foot massage, turn into another half hour of feet worship and toe sucking, to an hour of cock sucking, and then another half hour of ass eating. Staying up much later than normal to get all of this done for her, quickly becoming something akin to a dommy Mistress for him. Which he was falling head over heels in love with a bit more every day.
But the first night that he ate her ass out, something changed deep within Miss Price. Something wild awoke in the woman, feeling his tongue almost shyly working to pleasure her star just drove her wild with need. And after holding back for this long, she whipped around, nearly batting him clear across the face with her club of a cock. She then grabbed his dark locks, cranked his jaw open with her free hand, and with fire in her eyes, shoved her cock down his throat.
Pedro had never seen her so horny! Damn near on his face, she clutched his skull, raised a leg up onto the couch cushion behind him and power fucked his throat. It took him by such, but his cocklet jumped for joy at the sudden switch up of pace. He reached up, wanting to grip her shaft with his hands, but she batted them away. “No no. Hands down. Let me show you how I like it!” Proving herself to be quite strong, she held him in place, plunging her dick down his throat again and again, wildly ravaging the tunnel while her growls and grunts of pleasure echoed in his ears. 
It felt like his throat was being swabbed deep, and it might as well have, her unforgiving thrusts bulged his neck deep down to between his flat breasts, as she drove it down his throat to the hilt. Robbing him of his breath every time she shoved her cock balls deep. He was only able to get the bare minimum sips of air throughout an ordeal that would have him teetering on the edge of consciousness and sleepy time for the next hour or so. 
She didn’t go soft when she came either, she kept going! Much to his further surprise, Miss Price had plenty in her tanks because she came not once, not twice, but three times down his throat! Dumping so much of her gelatinous spunk into his stomach, the poor boy looked like he was well into his first term of pregnancy from having chugged so much liquid lust! 
Miss Price was vicious that night, ruthlessly slapping him, spitting down on him, her true sexual colors coming out at last. And while it was a wild and intense time for Pedro, a surprise as well! …But he loved it, she was incredible. Dominating him and showing what a sadistic delight she could be. When she fucked his throat, made him guzzle her cum, he was the most turned on he’d ever been. He nearly came hands free!
Pedro went to bed that night with…SO many more questions in his head. Was she always so rough of a lover? What was the story behind her and that gigantic Futa cock? And was she going to be rough like that with him all the time? Granted he wasn’t exactly complaining about it.
But…they hadn’t had sex, and if they did…would she be just as rough with him? Pedro wasn’t sure if he could handle being fucked in the ass by that thing so roughly, so he knew they would need to talk things out about this. 
The next morning though Miss Price didn’t have to go to work, so they had the whole day to themselves. This was where Pedro knew he had to finally sit down with her and get some questions answered.
He treated her to a nice breakfast of course, and with their coffee’s in hand, he finally asked the question that usually guys dread hearing. “What are we?” 
Miss Price nodded her head at the question, smiling softly like she’d been expecting it to come for a long time. And she answered truthfully, “I hope more than just roommates?” 
The pair had a long conversation at that, while they bonded over time together, they needed to divulge more about themselves if they wanted this to grow into something more. And Miss Price was very open with him for every question he asked, telling him that yes, she has an insatiable sexual appetite and very physical. That she’s been masturbating thinking about him since day one, and that she would love to fuck his brains out, but she can’t yet. Why? 
She gestured to his ring finger. 
Her huge dick is rock hard so often, and it’s especially annoying since he’s lived with her, she would love to fuck him till the cows come home. But her beliefs and morale’s won’t allow it. Miss Price explained to him that she’s actually a very traditional woman, and she won’t have full sex with a married man. 
While obviously she’s skirting the rules of her morales a bit by all the foreplay and such they’ve done in the past couple days, it simply was a line that she couldn’t cross. Though she feels that they had connected on a deep level thus far, she loved having him live here, and she didn’t want him to leave. But if they ever wanted a chance to be together, he’d have to accept that. To attend church with her, get divorced, and marry her. Then they could hit the sheets, and if he couldn’t do all that, then…hopefully they’d be able to get along as roommates still?
Pedro was both flattered, and very surprised. Yes he was falling hard for her this entire time, what started as a crush very quickly started to become something more, over the following months of their time together they’ve just connected somehow.  
It’s even gotten to the point where Pedro was assisting her with her baths, Miss Price commented a few times how she loved the feeling of his hands on her body so much that she just needed to have them more. So he one day asked if he could help with bathing her, obviously she said yes and he would wash her in her bubble baths, continuing worshiping her incredible body at even more hours of the day.
Sitting at the breakfast table with this conversation was a bit of a heavy one though. Pedro went over all the events of everything that’s occurred since the day she plucked him off of the street. How so much of his life had changed, how he had been…happy. So damn happy with her, and how he was feeling after everything was said and done. 
There was no doubt in his mind, honestly he was surprised that it took this long for him to even come to the realization as is. He fell for her, even with the extremely rough throat pounding she did, he knew it was true. And when they locked eyes across the table, he knew that she had fallen for him too. Not just in lust for his body, but in love. 
They made each other’s lives better, the sun shined brighter, the days were happier, and they just knew they needed each other. 
“I love you.”
Pedro blurted out, maybe not the most romantic places to make an admission of love. But after their long talk, and six months of living together, it seemed like as good a place as any! 
Lilian stared at him for a long time after he said that, searching him for any signs of doubt, and when she couldn’t find any on her own, she asked out loud, “Are you sure you want this?” 
“Yes.” Pedro responded immediately, “This is what I want. You are what I want.” The pair in their pajamas, cutely starting to smile at each other like teenagers saying the L word for the first time. 
She nodded, moving to sip her coffee before adding, “Well…guess we have only a few things left to do then.” 
The following Sunday, she had Pedro in her church, attending the ceremony’s and getting him initiated into the routine. Largely she had let him keep his task of being a maid and massage therapist, followed by relief hole for her. But if they were going to be lovers, he was gonna fit the bill to a T! And that meant coming to church every Sunday with her from now on! 
And of course, if they were going to make love, or at least…her version of making love, they needed to be official! 
Miss Price was wealthy enough, and had the right lawyers to talk to, with her resources, she was able to quickly get everything pushed through. Since Pedro was already separated from his wife, it didn’t take much more effort to get the rest done. 
She took him to court, got the divorce papers finalized, and Pedro was a newly single Pringle…for about all of five minutes. As she then ran them hurriedly to the next courthouse, rushing the process as she didn’t think she could bare the wait any longer. 
The following day, the rings were slipped onto each finger, and with both parties muttering their ‘I do’s’ in a private ceremony in her church, Pedro was again, a married man, and the happiest he’d ever been. And now…it was time for the honeymoon…
The Next Day…
An Isolated location, Miss Price’s Private Beach House
Something else that Miss Price had only hinted at and that Pedro had only glimpsed briefly in their time together, was just how WONDERFULLY ROUGH of a lover she was. She chose this place for their honeymoon because while it was a beautifully furnished cabin overlooking the beach. It was completely isolated, off grid and independent, where no one could hear Pedro’s sissy moans of bliss. 
“Nfffghh!! HNNGGH!!! Choke on it! Aaaaghh, choke on that fucking dick you whore!!!” Pedro’s body was upside down, his legs and arms flopping and swaying lazily from the momentum of how Miss Price was handling him. Her bitch breaker was stuffed down his throat, being shoved all the way in and all the way out while her strong, feminine hands gripped his sides. Working him like a flesh light along her length, his spit and drool all sloppily slid down her length and over her balls. 
Stark naked, accept for the dangling leather leash that jingled slightly from the motions Miss Price worked him through. It was attached to a matching dark leather collar, attached and locked with a small padlock, and stitched across the material in bright pink letters was written, ‘Sissy Fucktoy – ‘Property of Miss Price’ 
This was only a few days into a two week long honeymoon! Pedro was already worn out from her being so insatiable! But they both wanted more, like both of their sexual urges had been suppressed for so long while they lived together, and all that pent up desire and passion was being fucked into him now. 
His view was just of her balls rapidly coming up and plapping him in the face, the heat in his cheeks from being upside down making his eyes water. He squirmed, nice and sweaty from their exertions, feeling her building up to another climax. 
“Urrrrrrrrrghh!!! Shitshitshitshit!!! Aaaghh!!” She cried out, squeezing her eyes shut, her fully naked body, same as Pedro’s, on display, coated in a thin layer of sweat. But baring her womanly curves to the world, every inch of them both revealed. “Gonna fucking cum again! Rrrrrrrrrrghhh! You better swallow it all you fucking bitch…if I see a fucking drop spill out!!!” She held him like this on purpose, she knew just from this angle that he wouldn’t be able to keep it all in, weakness and gravity working against him. “I’m gonna fucking FUCK YOU UP!!! URRGH!!! Better fucking chug it all down!! Or you’re paying for it!!!” 
She was a demon in the bedroom! A sadistic seductress of vile things that Pedro was goo goo eyed for! It felt so good, he loved every moment of her nastiness in the bedroom, every last moment of it. “Grrrk!! Glck!!! Hwckk!! Glllrk!!” He gagged and wretched, watching her balls start to tense up and squeeze. 
“AAAGH!!! FUCK YESSS!!!! CHOKE ON IT!!!” She shouted out, “CUMMING!!!!” She yanked him down, shoving him all the way down her length so all of those inches bulged in his throat, sinking down so deep that her cock shape could be seen nearly all the way down to the bottom of his ribs while she started to blow. Balls flexing heavily, churning out their load and making Pedro’s cheeks puff out, his eyes crossing and her cum beginning to spurt out the tiny gaps in his lips. Unable to take it all down thanks to the angle and the sheer quantity she was packing him with! Her spunk, rich and loaded with trillions of swimmers, dripped down to the floor while the rest went into his belly. “Ugggggggggggghhhhhhh choke on iiiiiiiiittt…ohhh fuuuuuck yeeeeesss…” She moaned in delight. She loved bullying him like this. It was an incredible rush of pleasure that both of them delighted in.
Pedro had experience in the bedroom, he was married for years and had plenty of girlfriends at twenty five years old, but none of them were this wild, and he was married to her! He was married to the love of his life! It’s strange how life can change so quickly…
Lilian peered around his dangling limbs to see that he in fact, could not hold in every drop of her seed. And she chuckled darkly, “Ooohohhhhh you little bitch…you’re gonna get it now…” 
She lifted him straight up and off of her cock, watching the damn near waterfall of her jizz burst from his lips and spill down onto the floor. Pedro coughing several times and gagging for breath before she effortlessly threw him down onto the bed. “Ughnnf! Uhghh…I’m sorry honey…aaahh…it was so much I…HNGGHH!!!” Suddenly he felt a swift kick to his balls from behind!
Miss Price had laid him down on his stomach with her toss, and then stood up on the bed behind him, kicking him between the legs when he started to rise up. “Oh shut the fuck up you fucking bitch.” She reached over onto the night stand where she kept their various…marital aids, namely plugs, lube, dildos, and paddles. Snatching up the paddle, she leaned down and smacked his ass with it hard! Loving her tanned lover’s booty as it jiggled from the impact. “Don’t act like you don’t fucking deserve this…making me wait so long to fuck your brains out. I’m gonna punish you for being such a teasing little whore…” She whacked him again! 
Pedro squealed from the sharp sting. “Hnnghh!! Oh fuuuck…thank you honeyyy…” He moaned, loving it. The little masochist in him was having a field day right now!
“Come here!” Roughly she jerked on the collar he wore, winding the leash up extra tight in her fist so that she continued to choke him. Yanking him to pull his form over her knee as she sat on the edge of the bed. The perfect position for a good, ruthless spanking. “You! Are! A! Little! Sissy! BITCH!!!” With every word she struck his ass. “Say it! Say it loud!!” She didn’t let up! Smacking him over and over! Ass glowing brighter and brighter red! Heat radiating off his poor ass cheeks while she demolished them.
“Aaah!! Aaaaah!! I’m a little sissy biiiiiiitch! Ooooohhh!” Pedro shouted. His body getting a rush of tingles all over it.
“Thereeeeeee we goooo…there we go…” She tossed the paddle away, leaning down to kiss Pedro’s plush booty cheeks, rubbing them soothingly. “That’s my good boy.” 
Pedro bit his lip, “Nmmmh…thank you Mistress…” 
Lilian leaned up to his ear, “Are you ready for more? Do you need a break?” 
Pedro nodded his head asking for more, quickly shaking it no and denying the need for a break. “More? More please?” Nerly bouncing in her lap with excitement the boy was so horny. He’d waited for this honeymoon for too long. He wanted her until they both collapsed from exhaustion. 
She leaned down and pulled on his leash, winding it even further on her fist so that he had almost no slack at all, forcing him back up, only to shove his face down again so he would be face down, ass up doggy style. “Fair enough bitch…”
Pedro could feel her legs coming down on either side of him, mounting up and ready to destroy his ass again. “Nnfffghh…y..yes…Mistress…” He nodded weakly, feeling that incredible bitch breaker getting lined up between his cheeks. Sawing between them a few times before her tip pressed to his star, “Ohh…please…please fuck me-OOHHH!!!!!” She dobliged
Miss Price RAMMED her 14 inch cock in balls deep, yanking a scream from Pedro with that rough stroke, and went straight into blowing his back out! 
She hadn’t lost an ounce of hardness, it really felt like she never truly went soft! She just was perpetually horny around him, a major compliment really, but poor Pedro was getting his boi pussy from her roughness! She placed her hands on his upper back, and started drilling home into his ass. Yanking her member out as far as she could, then shoving it back in till her balls smacked and plapped onto his own little ones continuously. Brutalizing his prostate with a flurry of thunderous strikes that rocked the bed. 
“Aaaaaghhhh…yeeeeaaaahhhh…nnnfff…” She bit her bottom lip, keeping him pinned in place and going to town. 
Pedro’s eyes lolling back while she shoved his face into the mattress, “Ugghhngnffghh…fffhghghuuucck…” He groaned, “Aaaggghhh…Miss Priiiicee…nnggfff!! I looveeee yoooouuuuououuuu oooohhh yeeeeeeeess! Fuck meeeeee…” He whined again, feeling his tummy bulge from every thrust. It punched so brutally deep into his tummy, the bulge in the shape of her cock went up passed his belly button to just below his ribs, just like how it did from the other end. 
Miss Price couldn’t help but chuckle darkly at his little plea’s, “Yeah? Sissy likes girl cock fucking him? Yeah? Yeah bitch?!!” She suddenly STOMPED on his head! Swinging her leg over his form and stepping onto himnice and rough, “Nothing…but a helpless…pathetic little fuck toy for me now…you signed up for this you little sissy…cashed this check with your ass so you better fucking take it!” She stomped on him again! Grinding her heel and the ball of her pretty foot into the side of his face a bit harder. The slap of her hips and her balls against his cherries and ass cheeks echoing with the pace of three thrusts per second. “Here…here’s a treat for being such a good slut.” She moved her foot around to shove her toes into his mouth, “Suck them…suck your Mistress’s toes you fucking pathetic bitch.” She said, venom dripping off of every word. 
But of course Pedro obeyed, his lips immediately latching onto her beautiful toes and sucking them like his life depended on it. Her words were mean, but they discussed before the honeymoon what was okay and what was not okay to do, and Pedro did in fact have a safeword if he felt she was being too rough. “Mmmmnhhhhgh…tthhnk yoouuu Msstrsss…” He moaned around her toes. 
“Good boy…aaaahhh…such a little sissy bitch…aaaaaaaaahhh suck my toes you fucking whore…” She hurled insults left and right, and didn’t relent, even for a moment as the hours dragged on. She knew he liked them, Pedro was such a masochist that even though she worried sometimes she might be being too mean, he never complained. He only encouraged her to keep it up! Eventually yanking her foot from his mouth to step on his head again and increase her tempo even further. “Oooooooooohhhh fuck your ass is so FUCKING tight!!!” She gritted her teeth, nearly leaning all the way over him, making sure to put as much of her weight possible down on his head, she even reached out and grabbed his arms. Pulling them behind his back to hold them pinned there to render him truly and utterly helpless. 
“Ngghhhhhhaaaaaaaahhhh…aaaaaaaaaaaahhhh…” Words were getting harder and harder to form for Pedro, his brain was short circuiting. He stopped counting how many times he came, and it was definitely effecting his ability to use words good.
Without ever touching his cock too! Well… aside from being mean to it of course. He was in Heaven, the agony and ecstasy blending into his confused body that was caused by the typhoon that was his bride, Miss Price. 
Granted though…she had no reason to touch his cock after the little extra special wedding present she gave him was locked tightly around it.
Wrapping up his cock, was a chastity cage. Squeeezing his cock so tight that it would’ve been completely soft, if it wasn’t for the steel catheter that was stuffed down his piss slit. And his poor berries were tight within it. His boyhood was completely sissified, locked up and plugged to ensure it would receive no attention and never be touched except for bullying it with naughty pleasure as a reward!
The bed rocked harder and harder against the wall, “Rrrghh, fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck YES!! URRGH!” She shouted, finally lifting her foot off his head, but holding his arms behind his back still with one hand, she lifted him up and looped the other arm around his neck. Putting Pedro in a tight choke hold and hunched over his muuuch smaller body. Only his legs could be seen as she loomed over him. “Mfffffff…you like it when I choke you bitch?” She whispered into his ear, her pace picking up again, four thrusts per second, sometimes even hitting an incredible five! Her balls were beating up his boyhood, just as her cock head was punching his tummy again and again, prostate obliterated by this point. 
“Ughhhguhguhuuuughhhhhhhnnnhhhgh!!! Yeeeeeeeeeeeahhhaaahhhhh!” Pedro groaned, eyes lolling back from the overstimulation. 
 “Ugggggh!!! Yeah…fffffuuuuuck you’re getting me close again baby…” She then dragged her tongue up the side of Pedro’s face as it grew redderwith her wonderful choking. “Fuck this ass is so good…haaaaahhh, but you’re such a fucking sissy whore…RRGH!!! I just wanna fuck you forever baby!! Oh shiiiit!” She shoved his head down for a moment, grabbing his body and flipping him around now without pulling out. This allowed Pedro to finally take in a good few gasps of breath before she snatched his throat again with both hands.
Now pounding him in missionary, his legs on either side of her, spread as wide as they were able as he was smothered under her breasts. “Ooooooooooohhhhh yeeeess!! Ugghnnn fuck fuck fuck I’m gonna cum again soon…wwooohhhhh that’s good…!!!” She slapped him across the face, throttling him again with her strangling grasp, “You better be knocked up from this load baby…aaaahh! I want a big family…” She snarled down viciously at him, getting down exxxtra close so that they were nose to nose, staring deep into his eyes. 
The lights were getting dimmer for Pedro as she drew in so close to him, in a surprising shift to a tender moment with her, Miss Price closed the gap between them and gave Pedro a soft, sweet kiss on the lips. Not letting up in choking him, but just giving him a teeny kiss, then smiling sweetly, “I love yooou…” She grinned.
Pedro chuckled, “I love you tooo…mnnnfff, knock me up Mistresss…” He replied. 
Her balls started to tingle again, at that, her own eyes lolling back some and she could feel her load boiling up inside, she leaned back, arching her neck to the ceiling, “Oooooooooooohhhhh shiiiiit this feels like a winner baby…aaaaaaah like I said…NGGH!! You better be…  pregnant from this fucking load! UGGGHH!!!!” She moaned louder, banging him harder and harder!!!! 
“Nghghuuuhhh!!!!” Pedro squealed, his toes curling, “Mistresss!! Aaahhh get me pregnant please!?? I love you!!! AAAAHH!! Getmepregnantgetmepregnantgetmepregnant!!!” Pedro repeated loopily! His tongue lolling out and eyes crossing.
 “Fuuuck yeeeeeeeeessssss!!! Oh fuuuuck that’s it babyyyy!!!” She closed her eyes, getting lost in the pleasure! “Uuuuugghh!! Ohh yeessss I’m gonna cum…oh fuuuck I’m gonna cum!” Reaching an impossible six thrusts per beat now as Pedro’sorgasm hit him again! A wonderful sissygasm that rocked his slender form, clenching his anal passage around her cock and begging for it to dump its load inside him., “YES!!! FUCK YEEEESS!” She went quiet for a moment, just the sound of her skin clapping on Pedro’s for the next few seconds before, “UUUUUUUUUUUUUUGGGGGGGGHHHHHHUUUUUUUHHHHH YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSS!!!! AAAAAAGHHH FUUUUUCK!!!” She screeeeeamed with all of her lung power!
Pedro as well let out a nice, high pitched and girly scream of release, “AAAAAAAHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHH!!!!!”
A hot, hefty load of boiling jizz rushed out of her balls and fired like a geyser up into Pedro’s tummy, shooting at a quantity of gallons that quickly filled his stomach beyond capacity, bloating and swelling it up to a second trimester level. So much liquid lava pouring into his unprotected belly while she continued to pump her hips. Enjoying the most blissful, incredible orgasm of their lives with her brand new hubby, and his brand new wifey. Her balls singing with joy while they dumped all they had into his baby basket. 
Eventually, they both started to slowly come down from their high. Taking a few deep breaths, sweat dripping from Lilian’s face and onto Pedro’s. It seemed they maybe had finally reached that point of exhaustion. She carefully lowered herself down, releasing her grip on the boys leash, unlocking it and freeing his supple neck. “You okay?” She asked sweetly. Leaning in to give him kisses.
Pedro sniffled a little, eyes having gone watery after the tight choke and such intensity. He nodded, and smiled at her. “Yes, I’m okay…that was wonderful…” 
Miss Price grinned, “Was? Hehe, we’re just taking a break now baby…we’ve still got the rest of the honeymoon ahead of us.” She grinned, brushing his sweaty hair out of his face. “I’m gonna make sure this bed is broken before we leave for home.” Leaning in to playfully kiss him.
“Mhmhmhmh!” Pedro giggled into her kiss.
Wrapped up in each others arms, Pedro remembered the day they met, how she took pity on a stranger. Like a Heaven sent angel come down to rescue him out of such darkness, and was now his wild and rough wife. Kissing him, rubbing and massaging his body lovingly, possibly having just put her baby in his belly after all of that! 
He didn’t think it was possible…but he was happy. Pedro was so happy. 
Their lips parted, Lilian cutely nuzzling their noses together a few times as they stared into each others eyes. Whispering another soft ‘I love you.’ From them both. 


