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The Helix Apartments: Chapter One

The years leading up to the day I became the owner, landlord, and a sexual predator of the Helix Apartments is a long story that could easily fill the pages of a well-bound hard back but for now let’s leave that for another time and let me tell you a bit about my current place of residence and raunch.  The Helix, my Helix, is a one building, 4 floor, project in south Dallas that may have once been a respectful home for 60 or so low income families in the mid 70’s but unfortunately two years ago when I was left the place by my dear old dad it was little more then a run down crack house with 20-22 semi livable apartments.  

For most people this might have been grounds to sell and run for the hills but I knew I’d have a hard time selling the place and I’d always heard that owning property was the key to real money any way so if nothing else I could use it as a learning experience. Plus it sure beat the hell out of working the trucking docs for $10 an hour.  “Dad” had run out on the family years before to travel the world and seek his fortune and apparently this piece of shit was it, dad’s fortune.  Not that I really complained.   Hell, compared to the dusty, double wide just outside of Waco he’d left my mother, older two sisters, and myself in this place was a palace…and I was going to do everything I could to give these people the helping hand that I had never known.  I knew first hand that being dirty on the outside didn’t make you a dirty person on the inside. 

After selling my Harley to cover the taxes and legal shit concerning the property I set out to learn on the job how to run this place.  The first rule of management, learn how to delegate the things you can’t do and take care of the things that you can.  So that Monday morning I found myself in the tiny manager’s office deep into the yellow pages trying to locate a maintenance and janitor service when I heard a light knock at the door.   

“Come in!” I said in as friendly a tone as I could manage at 8 in the morning.

A large, but somewhat attractive (yeah, maybe I was just horny. It had been a month since my last sexual encounter with someone other then Mary Palm and her five frisky sisters), black woman peeked her half braided head in the door…

“Hello…?” she said.

Looking up I composed myself for my first meeting with a tenant.  “Good mornin’, mam. May I help you?”

“I seen the light on and thought that it might be the police or somethin’.  Are you the new maintenance man?  My water won’t shut off in the toilet but it won’t run through the faucet…and…”

I had never been attracted to black women before but the pleading look in her big brown eyes, her full lips, and the glistening sweat showing on the crests of her large tits, which stretched the laces holding her thin red top together did something to me.  Licking my lips and trying to keep my eyes above nipple level I cleared my throat and managed a nervous smile and replied:

“Mam, I’m not the maintenance man.  I’m the new landlord.  My dad left me this place but I am looking for a good maintenance guy right now.  That is, if you don’t know one.”

Her brown eyes widened just a bit then she smiled a little and looked down at the floor.  

“So you’re Mr. Willis’ son?” 

Standing and stepping around the desk I extended my hand.  “Yeah.  I guess that would be me.  And you are?”

“I’m Tanisha. From apartment…14” She said, awkwardly extending her left hand.  It was then that I noticed her right was behind her back firmly attached to a wide eyed, thumb sucking, light-brown skinned girl who I figured to be somewhere between six and seven.  

“This is Akia. Girl, get yo thumb out yo mouth and say hello to Mr. Willis!”

The child simply stared at me with big hazel eyes and continued suckling her thumb.  I couldn’t help but notice the difference in skin tone between her and her mother, but that was none of my business and at the moment my mind was thinking that the woman’s tits would certainly play a prominent role in my next unisexual party, which judging from the wood in my pants would begin shortly after she’d left. 

“So, umm…Tasha…would you happen to know a good electrician? Or maybe who my father used to use? I can’t make heads or tells from the scribbles in the black book he left in the desk.  Every name in there appears to be a woman’s”

Her eyes never seemed to meet mine for long but she licked her thick lips and glanced up for a moment then down again.  “My name’s Tanisha…and Mr. Willis use to do most of the work ‘round here himself.  But I think Maria in 18 use to date a fella from da post office who used to do some electrical work.  You might wanna talk to her.  So, rent was due a couple of days ago were you plannin’ on collecting like your daddy or…well, or somethin’ else?  Cuz I like it here and all but I’m a little short this month.”

“Well, I figured the people stayin’ here would just bring the payments to the office…I guess.  I really hadn’t had a chance to think about it.  How’d you pay before?”

Looking down at the floor Tanisha giggled a bit.

“Well… I don’t know how everybody else here took care of their bidness but…he…Mr. Willis…he…well…sometime he would…um…well…you know…he’d kinda work things out with me…you know?”  She gave me a look that went straight from my eyes to the root of my cock.  

Not wanting to made a fool of in case I was reading her wrong I decided to play stupid. “Um…no…I don’t know.  Did he give you extra time or something?”

“Well…no.  Not exactly.”   Looking me straight in the eye she said…”No…he’d just…kind of accept…um favors or something…you know?”

“No…I don’t know…exactly.”  

I think I frustrated her a bit with my feigned stupidity but I had a hard time believing this guy…my father…a man that I hardly knew was running a brothel where he was both the madam and the john.  So I decided to see how far I could take this game with the brown skinned heifer, just in case.  

“Okay…well tell me exactly what kind of favors you did to pay your rent?”

Tanisha’s eyes flittered to the floor… then to the desk … then to her child…then back to the floor…“Well…how ever he wanted me to…besides money…you know.  Cuz, well…I don’t get much and I don’t get no child support and he sorta liked me…and Kia.

And Kia? I thought.  Whoa…here I was thinking that if that thumb sucking kid wasn’t around I’d go ahead and collect this month’s rent right here and now.  So old pops wasn’t just a pimp he was a perv.  That explains a lot.

Okay, so I wasn’t exactly accustomed to being a pimp or a perv but I’d always known that some of my thoughts were a little out there.  I just figured my wires were crossed somehow but I wasn’t dumb enough to let an opportunity to drop a load into something warm and wet just pass me by.  But what about the kid?  Was she a participant or simply there to watch?  I figured what the hell let’s just play this thing out and see where it leads. 

“Okay, well how about you give me a sample of what you did for my dad and I’ll let you know if that’ll cover rent.  How’s that sound?”

She smiled nervously as if she were uncertain about how far to go then holding the child by the wrist she stepped into the office, closed, and locked the door. 

“Kia…go sit over there and get ready for Mr. Wilson.” 

The wide eyed youth stared at me with uncertainty then over to her mother who was unlacing her own top.  

“But, momma, that ain’t Mr. Wilson.”  Akia said in a dry whisper. 

“Yes, he is.  He’s old Mr. Wilson’s son, they got the same name and you do what he tells you just like before.  Now go over there and do as I told you.”

As the child walked over to the couch Tanisha turned back to me, lowered her head and reached for the taught laces of her blouse.  Watching the heavy breasted woman lower her top beneath her tits, I marveled at the smoothness, and fullness of her breasts.  Her erect, quarter sized, brown areolas and dark pink eraser like nipples made me wonder if she was lactating.  Damn, I don’t even like fat chicks but my hard on was leaking so much warm pre cum it felt like I’d pissed myself.   

Glancing over at the kid I could see her kicking off her dirty tennis shoes.  The child then tugged her small pink and yellow striped panties off, sat back on the couch, and went back to sucking her thumb while smoothing her short dress over her light brown, ashy legs.

Looking at my crotch Tanisha couldn’t help but notice the tent my cock was making in my jeans and this seemed to relax her a bit.  Moving over to me without ever raising her eyes to mine she rubbed my hard on through my jeans with the palm of her hand.  Then slowly kneeling before me she fumbled with my belt and zipper for a moment.  The electric shock of her touch through the rough jeans sent shivers from the back of my neck, down the crack of my ass, splitting my nut sack and to the wet tip of my twitching cock.  

Looking down at her unkempt head of hair, round cheeks, and thick lips I undid my belt and unbuttoned my pants.  She unzipped my jeans slowly giving my dick much needed relief as it protruded eagerly over the elastic top of my grey, boxer briefs.  

“Ooh, looks like someone’s ‘bout ready to pop.”  She whispered with a light giggle before pulling the briefs down a bit and further freeing my throbbing cock. I watched in a state of dazed euphoria as she reached out with a finger and scooped up a strand of precum, playing with it for a moment with her thumb and forefinger, then touched it to the head of my dick, thus scooping up a bit more of my juices and slipped the finger, then thumb into her mouth.  

“Umm, that’s good.  Real good.” She whispered huskily. 

I watched her lick her lips a bit then lick my wet cock head, swallow, then her thick, pink tongue traced the underside of my cock as far as could be reached then back up again.  For a moment she hesitated and this brought me out of my state of dazed ecstasy.  I worried that maybe she had had a change of heart or had suddenly found some semblance of self-respect.  

Still looking at my cock she said, in a tone just above a whisper, “Is this all you want for the rent? Or did you want somethin’ else too?”  

Slightly perturbed at the interruption but figuring this chick was smarter then she looked considering her timing of the question. “Somethin’ else like what?”

“What ever you want, I guess.  I mean I know just kissing you like this ain’t worth the $450 in rent so’s I wanna know if you want me to finish you like this or if you want somethin’ else too, cuz, I’d kinda like to finish you like this if you want me too, but I can do somethin’ else if you want me too.”

With my big head a little low on blood flow at the moment I tried to do some quick calculations. (I figured I’d like head twice a week from this bitch so…that’s about eight times a month…$450 divided by 8...is...oh fuck it…)  “Well how about you finish me like this and we’ll say that’s worth $50 off your rent.  How’s that sound?”  

“ `kay…” 

With that she opened her mouth just wide enough to slide my cock into it’s soft, warm, depths, sucking ever so gently as she did this and making little spots appear in front my eyes.  I knew damn well that if I’d even considered fucking her I wouldn’t have lasted more then two or three strokes so this bit of release was just what I needed to satisfy my aching nuts as well as keep some bit of dignity about my self.  Dignity?  Oh yeah, what about the kid who was sitting there watching her mother suck my cock as if we were a Saturday morning cartoon?  

Thinking about the kid actually calmed my nuts down a bit but Tanisha’s warm mouth pulled even more blood flow from the common sense area of my brain to the no sense area of my groin.  Without even thinking about it I’d caught her sucking rhythm and pumped my cock forward as she slid it deeper across her soft, warm tongue, bumping lightly against her throat.  What about the kid?  I wasn’t a ped…at least I’d never actually acted out any of those thoughts but then again, when in Rome…

“So what about, um, Kia?” I asked open endedly as I looked down at the rows of braids on the right side of her her, pleased that there was no dandruff to be seen.

Tanisha bobbed on my member three more times after this question making me wonder if she was somehow lost in her own thoughts as she worked off her rent.  

After the third suck she pulled slowly off of my cock, trailing a strand of saliva and precum from my piss hole to her lower lip.  

“You want her to suck you some too?”  

Okay, I was beginning to see how this worked.  The kid was cute but I wasn’t ready for that just yet.  I figured I’d keep it simple and once I busted a nut in this woman’s mouth I’d be able to think a little clearer on that option.

“No, not just…yet.  Go ‘head and finish me off.  I’m real close now.  You do swallow don’t you? Or is that extra?”

She looked up, smiled a bit around my cock and made eye contact for a quick moment. Pulling back slowly she said,

“Yeah…I do and I won’t charge you extra…this time” 

With that she lowered her head and with a twist twirled her tongue around my prick making me feel like she’d somehow wrapped her tongue around it like the red band of a barber pole.  

“Ungh…” was all I could say as she reached around behind me and pressed my ass to her face, her middle finger lightly exploring my clinched asshole.  It was then that I realized that she wasn’t like the dirty blonde, snooty, half ass cock suckers I’d only had before who whined about my dick choking them and whined about not coming in their mouths.  This bitch liked it deep and rough and drinking my thick load was probably no more stress for her then knockin’ back a glass of red Kool-Aid on a hot summer’s day.  

Feeling the inevitable wave of ticklish heat quickly reaching it’s crest I forgot about the kid, forgot about worrying about treating the woman kindly and let myself go thinking only about my own satisfaction.  Reaching out to cup her head with both hands like a blow up doll’s I bent my knees a bit and began to plow her throat for all that I was worth.  She tilted her head just a bit to better accommodate my deeper strokes and let her hands slide down to my calves.  Her mouth, throat, and stomach were mine for that using and use them I did.  With nine or ten more dog like thrusts I jammed her wide nose into my pubic hairs before that wondrous sensation of building eruption exploded from my cock in warm, tingly, jets. My eyes had rolled up into my head and my toes curled in my shoes, at the first few glorious convulsions.  Her closed eyes flinched a bit as my thick jets of cum sprayed her mouth and throat.  Forcing my cock deeper as my cock threw up it’s creamy load I almost fell over her but I braced myself on the desk and let myself enjoy the waves of pleasure I’d been missing for so long.  God, sex is good.  As I relaxed and looked down at her I marveled at her thick lips, her round, greedy cheeks.  I admired how she suckled my dick like a babe on a tit, not fast like a $10 hooker desperate to finish the job, but rather massaging my softening, but still thick cock with her velvety, warm mouth and tongue.  Damn, she was good.  If she were ten shades and a 100 pounds lighter I’d have considered proposing right there on the spot because at that moment I knew I wasn’t ever going to find a better cock sucker then this one. 

Clearing my throat as she pulled off of my shrinking cock I looked down and noticed her breasts were rising and falling as if she were out of breath or close to coming herself.  “Damn, I needed that. I’ll tell you what.  Let’s count that as $100 off of your rent.  You know, since it was our first time and all.” 

Coughing a bit to clear her throat. “`Kay.  You sure you don’t want nothin’ else.  I guess I still owe you $250 or so.” 

“Well, I’m gonna need a bit of time to recover from that so let me think on it a bit.  Oh and that leaves you $350 that you still owe.  Which apartment were you in?”

“Apartment 14.  I’ll be there for ‘bout an hour or so then I need to go do some clothes so come up if you want.”  

“Okay, maybe I will but right now I guess I need to find you a plumber don’t I?”  

Smiling she pulled her top back on and Kia slipped back into her shoes.  “Kay, we’ll see you later then.  First can I get a receipt or somethin’? In case you forget about me.”

“Sure, but that’s not gonna happen” On a pink memo pad I wrote out “paid $100”, dated and initialed it.  Handing it to her I couldn’t help but regret that I hadn’t spent more time on those breasts.  I’m not a big breast guy but those were worth playing with if for no other reason then for the material and memories later.

“`Kay, See you lata, Mr. Wilson.  Come on girl.”  She reached out and grabbed Kia by her left arm, unlocked the door and stepped out.  Just as she passed the door little thumb sucking Kia looked up at me and smiled around her thumb, waving at me with three of her little fingers.

I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d have to replace that thumb with something better, much better.       

