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            This third Pynk book is dedicated to all the women of the world twenty-one and over who experience sexual repression, prevented
               from expressing their sexuality because they were taught or learned to repress or despise healthy sexual desire and bodily
               sensations.
            

            
            Here’s to your successful, long-term healing.
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            not gone unnoticed; my darling and talented Latoya Smith, as well as Linda Duggins, Samantha Kelly, Anna Balasi, Miriam Parker,
            Renee Supriano, and others—I am blessed to be a GCP author.
         

         
         Sexaholics came out at a time last year when sexual addiction was in the headlines so often that the timing could not have been any
            more perfect. I researched the subject quite extensively, and I’ve found that some readers referred the title to loved ones
            who suffered from sex addiction, like the characters from my novel. It’s important to show what can happen inside the lives
            of those afflicted with serious issues, and I’m glad Sexaholics was received so well.
         

         
         The opposite side of the addiction spectrum is the book you’re holding in your hands right now, my third Pynk novel, Sixty-Nine. It’s about sexual repression, a topic that is also very common and extremely serious. Though Magnolia, Rebe, and Darla have
            different thoughts about sex than those characters in Sexaholics, their issues and outcomes are just as dramatic, and as with Sexaholics, for them it’s a test of will, a test of change, a test of faith, and in the case of Sixty-Nine, a test of friendship.
         

         
         There’s more to come in 2012! With all the political scandals involving sexual affairs and coercion, just check out the juicy
            chapter excerpt from Politics. Escorts. Blackmail., about three call girls and one call guy in New York City, led by madam Money Watts, who get caught up in some kinky and
            dangerous political wranglings. You’ll find the provocative excerpt at the end of Sixty-Nine.
         

         
         Remember, live your sexy dreams, responsibly!

         
         
            
            Smooches,

            
            Pynk

            
            xoxo

         

         
         Please visit me at www.authorpynk.com, where you will find my Facebook link as well as information regarding upcoming titles,
            and feel free to sign my guestbook. My email address is authorpynk@aol.com.
         

      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Author’s Note
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            The Undersexed

         

         
         As I mentioned in my acknowledgments, while my previous title, Sexaholics, was about the oversexed, this title, Sixty-Nine, is about the undersexed.
         

         
         Sixty-Nine is not about the literal sexual position, 69; it is about three undersexed women, Magnolia, Rebe, and Darla, who were all
            born in 1969, and who are about to turn the big 4-0. They are dissatisfied with their lives in general; more specifically,
            when it comes to sex, they yearn to live their sexy dreams.
         

         
         I watched The Oprah Winfrey Show a while back when she had as a guest a sex therapist named Dr. Laura Berman who talked about sexual problems in women. Some
            women do not have orgasms and they fake it with their men, who are sometimes none the wiser because often those men tend to
            get theirs, so that’s all he wrote. There are some women who have little, tiny, non-earth-shattering orgasms that don’t quite
            live up to what they see in porno movies, or hear about from their sexual-creature-like friends. Some women get very close
            to having the big O, but get stuck and hold back because of a thought that creeps into their heads that tells them they’re
            trashy or slutty for feeling so good.
         

         
         Orgasms are both physical and mental, and though some women really do have medical reasons that affect their libido and their
            ability to experience an orgasm—usually involving their pelvic floor or blood flow, or as a side effect to certain medications—a
            lot of women fall into the one basic sex trap that I feel so strongly about dispelling. The thought that we’ve bought into
            from the time we were little, that sex is dirty.

         
         As some of you may know from reading my first Pynk book, Erotic City, that’s the main reason why I decided to write erotica, to hopefully educate through fiction.
         

         
         While I definitely believe that moderation is key, because we must have boundaries and not run off hog wild, so to speak,
            it is my desire to contribute in some way to the liberation of women and show all sides of sex, good and bad. But in the long
            run, I hope my books encourage women to love their bodies and feel good about reading scenes that turn them on so tough they
            can’t wait to get home and take care of themselves, and/or pounce on their mates. I hope my writing teaches women about what
            healthy sex should be. Sometimes you learn that by reading about what healthy sex is not. To read erotica is not sinful, and
            it is my desire that the guilt so many of us women feel will eventually be shattered to pieces.
         

         
         We must learn to tell the truth about how we feel about sex and about what we think about sex, and figure out where those
            bad thoughts came from. Also, as Milan Kennedy, the main character in Erotic City, stated, “Women have wet dreams, too.” We cannot be afraid to ask for what we want in and out of bed. We women are not second-class
            citizens. Nor are we sex objects.
         

         
         All in all, views about sex are sometimes deemed to be issues of morality, and issues of sexism.

         
         I’d like women to learn to be what I call sex-see…seeing sex in a whole new way, mentally, visually, and physically.

         
         After all, we are sensual and sexual beings. We are allowed to experience sexual pleasure. We have to let go of negative messages
            about sex among consenting adults—negative messages that tell us sex is wrong. I believe we can make a conscious decision
            to dispel those messages that breed guilt.
         

         
         I’m talking about safe sex. Yes, there are prices to be paid relating to teen pregnancy and HIV, etc. You are responsible
            for yourself. Make good decisions based on who you are. And take in the rest as learning tools. When in Rome, don’t necessarily
            do as the Romans do, unless you think it’s the best decision for you. Most importantly, love yourself first.
         

         
         If you are fearful and keep thinking you shouldn’t talk in bed or let go and enjoy your orgasm, ask yourself what it is that
            you’re afraid of. We all had messages about sex when we were growing up. Most times, if sex was brought up, we were told it
            was vulgar and not acceptable, especially when we were young girls. And we were told we shouldn’t talk about it. We got dressed
            up and went to church, and the information we came away with was that sex should only be experienced for purposes of procreation.
            I know that’s how my parents raised me, even though my mother was more liberated than most. Back then, parents who wanted
            their daughters to remain virgins until marriage surely had good intentions, but the other side of the coin is to encourage safe sex because most of
            the time, teens are going to do it anyway (I know I did), yet still feel guilty afterward, and that’s when, in my opinion,
            the confusion starts. The more you tell someone they can’t do something, the more they want to do it, kind of like the Adam
            and Eve theory. And from a biblical standpoint, it’s all about our own individual interpretations; however, that’s a different
            conversation.
         

         
         Now back to the orgasm! :) The sex therapist on Oprah said that when you’re about to experience your own orgasm, if you hold yourself back because of the negative voices from
            your past, you will cheat yourself and disallow the erotic experience of a burst of a beautiful, euphoric, intense pleasure
            rolling through your body that, from a physiological standpoint, can bond you to your partner just because of the pheromones
            produced from the rush itself. That is a proven fact. I know there are some women who, even though they may not hear the negative
            voices from the past, still hold back because the sensation is so strong they get scared and freeze up. I’m there with you.
            I can surely understand that!
         

         
         If you’re one of the many women who have repressed feelings about sex, and you feel you’re too frigid and rigid in bed, maybe
            you need to think about what you can do to begin to let go of the embarrassing and shameful ties that bind. Refuse to carry
            those old messages and voices in your head that tell you sex is lewd, immoral, and improper. If necessary, think in terms
            of experiencing romance with your partner, as opposed to quickies, so that you can take the time to really excite yourself
            and your mate. Take the time to talk about each other’s erogenous zones. Make foreplay last longer, starting with a sex text
            early in the day. Tell yourself you deserve to be pleasured, that it’s good and loving, and that you’ll still be a nice girl
            and a respectable lady in the morning. Remember: it’s women who ask men, “Will you respect me in the morning?” Why is it men
            never ask women that?
         

         
         Anyway, think in terms of nonmissionary, and feel free to masturbate healthily if you so desire. Masturbating in moderation
            is not slutty either.
         

         
         Train yourself to replace the outdated messages with new ones. It’s called a sexual adjustment. Remember, you are a sensual
            and sexual woman, and you’re allowed to experience a happy and fulfilling sex life as a private, personal choice.
         

         
         While you turn the pages to get to know the characters in Sixty-Nine as they struggle to escape from their undersexed worlds, keep in mind that these three coming-of-age women make conscious
            decisions to explore erotic sides of themselves they never knew existed. I call it sexploration.
         

         
         The bottom line is that Sixty-Nine is a liberating story about sisterhood and friendship, and about how our past experiences and beliefs can influence our views
            about life, and about sex. How shame and dysfunction and abuse can keep us repressed. And how guilt can keep us from truly
            viewing sex as a pleasurable act. Sixty-Nine is a novel about going beyond one’s self-inflicted boundaries to fully experience true sensuality. But, by taking these risks,
            one never knows what lies on the other side of our comfort zones. The comfort zone that protected us from our fears of abandonment,
            negative self-image, broken hearts, being seen as whorish, being rejected and ashamed. Feelings that meant we’d rather be
            alone than intimate and vulnerable. Though it is true that in some cases, if one is irresponsible, one may find that some
            things are better left alone.
         

         
         So, my dear readers, please enjoy my girls, Magnolia, Rebe, and Darla as they find out what it’s like to go beyond the missionary,
            and experience the erotic edge of a real-life sixty-nine.
         

      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            There’s a place on a woman when you touch her that will drive her crazy:
her heart!
            

         

      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Cast of Characters

         

       
       
       Magnolia Butler—Always the bridesmaid who, once again, picked a freaky serial cheater who just can’t seem to recognize a good woman when
               he sees one, until it’s too late.
            

            Rebe Palo-Richardson—Tragically scorned most of her life, she’s a former NFL wife who refused to swing from the chandelier when she was married,
               but now she’s swinging from a pole.
            

            Darla Humphrey-Clark—A widow with a dream and a self-proclaimed celibacy vow, whose mind won’t let her get past the belief that feeling good now
               is both a betrayal and a sin.

          
          
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            
               
               CAUTION:



               
               Adults at Play
(21 and over)
               

            

         

      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Prologue
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            “The Way We Were”

            
            Girlfriends

            
            
               
               MIAMI DADE COLLEGE—MIAMI, FLORIDA

            

            
            1989

         

         
         She really did love her best friends, but less than twenty years ago she slept with one of her best friends’ man and got pregnant.
         

         
         Magnolia Butler, Rebe Palo, and Darla Humphrey were the epitome of BFF’s way before the term BFF ever came into popularity. In fact, they were so tight and so meant to be, they were all born in 1969, Magnolia and Darla
            on January 1, and Rebe on February 14.
         

         
         Magnolia and Darla were juniors at Miami Dade College in Miami, Florida, and Rebe was a sophomore, since she graduated from
            high school a year late. They no longer lived in dorms. Magnolia and Darla were roommates in a small two-bedroom apartment
            down the street from campus. Rebe lived less than a mile away in a rented house with her high school sweetheart, Trent. They
            had a three-year-old girl together named Trinity, yet still managed to maneuver through the rigors of college life, even though
            their relationship was rocky.
         

         
         Magnolia and Darla were not only childless, which was just how each of them wanted it to be, but they were still virgins.
            Magnolia, who was Trinity’s godmother, just hadn’t made the right connection with any of the guys she’d met so far. Not enough
            to share her body with anyway. So she decided to wait. Darla made a serious connection and was saving herself for marriage.
            She was dating a fellow student who was a starting pitcher on the college’s baseball team, named Aaron Clark, and Darla and
            Aaron were set to be married the summer after they graduated. They’d both agreed to wait, postpone consummating their relationship,
            just to make sure the night was extra special. Aaron had been around the block a few times, but Darla, who was raised with
            Christian values by conservative parents, witnessed every girl in her family get pregnant by the time they were sixteen. She
            wanted to be different. Not only did she want it, but her parents required it. “Save yourself for marriage. A man wants a
            virtuous woman. Sex is not recreational. Sex is between a husband and a wife. No man will want you if you’re sullied. Not
            as a wife anyway. Sex before marriage is a sin.” And Darla believed it. It was important to her to honor those puritanical
            values in the name of her mother, who passed away in a car accident while driving to pick Darla up when Darla was a high school
            freshman. Darla’s father vowed to never remarry. Darla had witnessed a true-love example, up front and in living color. And
            she wanted the same. But fate, as crazy as it can be, had other plans.
         

         
         Magnolia was the child of a mistress to a married man. She never met her father. Her mother had been his chick-on-the-side
            before getting pregnant. When she broke the news to him, he simply stopped seeing her. One night when Magnolia was a baby,
            her mother went out to have a final conversation with her married lover, leaving Magnolia alone. She didn’t come back. She
            had suffered a nervous breakdown in a hotel room where they’d met to talk, and when he left, Magnolia’s mother flipped out
            and tried to kill herself by jumping off a fifth-floor balcony. The next morning, when Magnolia’s grandparents found out,
            they rushed to baby Magnolia and took her in, ending up being the only mother and father she’d ever know. Her mother had been
            a drifter since then. And Magnolia made no bones about telling everyone she could care less about her mom. Nothing else mattered
            other than making sure she never turned out to be like June Butler.
         

         
         Born in Maui, Rebe Palo, half-black and half-Hawaiian, and her family moved to Ocala, Florida, when she was four. She grew
            up in a not-so-nice neighborhood, where her older brother was in and out of what his mother called gangs. Her mom and dad
            divorced when she was seven. Her dad ran off, being a rolling stone enjoying his newfound freedom, so Rebe and her brother
            were raised by her black mother who was so overbearing and bossy, she could have turned the tide on Donald Trump and fired
            him. Rebe dealt with watching her temperamental mother always preaching what she never practiced, so much so that her mother
            charmed her way into becoming pastor at a small Baptist church by the time Rebe was twelve. Five years later, Rebe got pregnant,
            but by then, her whole life had changed. By then, Rebe and her brother would be victims, and her life would never be the same.
         

         
         By Magnolia and Darla’s graduation day nearly two years in the future, it would turn out that Rebe and her baby’s daddy broke
            up after she accused him of being an addict, and he spread rumors that she was not only crazy, but so moody he’d almost have
            to rape her to get her to have sex with him.
         

         
         Darla and Aaron would end up taking a spring-break cruise to the Bahamas to elope before their senior year just so they could
            finally have sex.
         

         
         And Magnolia would date a hot Italian guy her senior year named Gabe Pastore. That is, until she’d catch him cheating on her
            in the backseat of his car at a drive-in movie. Magnolia had followed him. She always was the snoop.
         

         
         During that year, one of them would end up pregnant.

         
         And would have an abortion.

         
         Yet her BFF’s would never know about it.

         
         Or maybe they would.

         
         And the father was either Rebe’s man, Trent, who’d die from a drug overdose four years later; Darla’s man, Aaron, who’d have
            a fatal heart attack in 2004; or Magnolia’s ex, Gabe, who ended up marrying a well-known porn actress in Hollywood.
         

         
         One of them was the father of an innocent baby that never ever had a chance at this thing called life.

         
         A life that has a funny way of paying people back.

         
         Payback that in an instant would flip these best friends’ worlds from a six to a nine by the time they were forty, coming
            to a literal head all in the name of sex.
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            “A Sexier Side of Me”

            
            Girlfriends

            
            
               
               INT.—LIV NIGHTCLUB INSIDE THE FONTAINEBLEAU HOTEL—LATE EVENING

            

            
            December 31, 2008

         

         
         It had been the coldest winter in ten years in Miami, though the temperatures were on a slight upswing lately. The sharp, beachfront
            chill that lingered in the Florida air on the outside was still no match for the three hot girlfriends who’d checked their
            coats, sporting their sexy, skimpy evening wear for a celebration of out with the old and in with the new, like no other year of their lives. It was a recognition of necessary crossroads.
         

         
         Divorcée Rebe Palo-Richardson said, with a millisecond smirk on her chocolate face, the face she got from her mother, “Girl,
            on my wedding night with Randall, I started my damn period. That should’ve been a definite warning sign that my marriage would
            not last through the ebb and flow, so to speak, of holy matrimony.” Her micro-braided head rolled toward the two best friends
            she’d known since high school. She tried to speak at a level just above the blaring celebratory music in the background.
         

         
         She sat on the contemporary purple leather stool at the fully packed bar with her long, bare legs crossed like a prima ballerina.
            Her stately gams, formed from her days as a dancer, extended far beyond the hem of her little black dress. A scripted tattoo
            was etched along her right ankle, one of a few that served as life-messages upon her sexy body. Darla Humphrey, now Darla
            Clark, sat on the other end, and Magnolia Butler was in the middle.
         

         
         The trendy hotspot, called LIV, inside the Fontainebleau Hotel on the Miami Beach strip, was deliciously decorated in pale
            blues and lavender, with dark wood bar tables, draped private VIP rooms, and two mirrored, elongated bars. Oversized plasma
            TVs graced every wall, showing last-minute countdowns from most major cities.
         

         
         Magnolia and Darla both lived nearby in Miami Beach. Rebe lived in Coconut Grove.

         
         It was New Year’s Eve.

         
         The well-promoted, well-attended bash was wall-to-wall packed.

         
         The sounds of Whitney Houston’s “Exhale” serenaded the disco-like, neon-lit room. The soft mixture of pink and blue LED flashing-light
            designs bounced along the walls and from the ceiling. The glass dance floor was a pastel menagerie of light grids that grooved
            to the beat of the popular R&B music.
         

         
         And it was 11:46 p.m.

         
         “What? So after that you didn’t have sex because of your monthly visitor?” Extra thick and curvy Darla, a widow, leaned toward
            her friends with her light brown, precision-cut hair with bangs that covered her high forehead. She wore platinum hoop earrings,
            and a liquid silver minidress, looking like a lady disco ball. She picked up her fluted champagne glass and took a tiny sip
            of the yellow label Brut, extending her manicured pinky as she swallowed. And she still wore her princess cut diamond wedding
            ring on her ring finger.
         

         
         Rebe scrunched up her nose, and her smoky eyes squinted like a foul wind had blown by. “Ewwww, yes, of course it stopped me,”
            she said, squirming in her seat.
         

         
         “All I know is he turned out to be a player, just like all the rest.” Magnolia knew all too well from the way Randall would
            always look at her, checking her out whenever Rebe would turn her back. She frowned like she took his infidelities personally,
            and gulped her vodka and peach schnapps. Her scarlet nails matched her knee-length strapless chiffon dress. Her gold slingbacks
            were high and sexy.
         

         
         Darla added, “There are ways to slow down the flow. That’s all I’m saying. Even I know that. I mean, it was your honeymoon.”

         
         Rebe paused with a hold-up look for them both. “Oh, you, the one who hasn’t had sex in what, six years? I can’t believe you’ve
            got the nerve to be giving me tips on anything.” She gave a snarl.
         

         
         Darla raised her threaded brows. “It’s been five years, thank you very much, and I’m proud of it.” She gave a long blink.
            “Anyway, you’re the one who started this topic of conversation, not me.”
         

         
         “Yeah, well I wish I hadn’t. I was just trying to laugh off why my marriage may have failed, that’s all. Feeling a little
            reflective.” Rebe twisted her generous lips and raised her glass, tipping a swallow of Perrier water into her mouth.
         

         
         Magnolia kept her hands on her cocktail glass. “Hell, at least you had a wedding night. I think my man-picker is broken. It
            has been as long as I can remember. And it’s probably a good guess that I’ll never find out what it’s like to even have a
            wedding night. I mean, after all, thirty-nine will be gone in, ah,” Magnolia peeked at her diamond watch, “twelve minutes
            and counting.”
         

         
         Darla, a dental technician, tilted her head toward Magnolia as her lips gave way to her to-die-for bleached teeth. “Me too,
            girl. I’ll be saying good-bye to thirty-nine right along with ya.”
         

         
         Rebe added, “I’m right behind both of you. Remember when we were younger? We thought forty was damn near elderly. I mean,
            all of our parents were the very age we are now.” She thought back for a minute. “Tell me, where in the hell did the time
            go? My Lord.” She shook her head and gave Magnolia a reflective gaze.
         

         
         Magnolia said, “That’s true, huh? Back in the late eighties in college we just swore by now we’d have all the answers. Was
            that more than two decades ago already?”
         

         
         Rebe nodded. “Yes, it was.” Her eyes shifted to Darla. “And then you and Aaron ran off and eloped. You came back married and
            I was like, excuse you.”
         

         
         Darla ran her fingertips along the back of her closely tapered neckline. Her full face showed her displeasure. “Oh please.
            Don’t bring him up. Not tonight.”
         

         
         Magnolia spoke right up, “Oh Darla, we love you. I know it’s been five years since he passed, but you had a solid marriage
            and a man who loved you. A faithful man. My relationship with Neal lasted a little more than one damn year before he got with
            old ghetto girl. Aaron loved you for you, Darla. He told me that himself. And for that, you’re blessed.”
         

         
         Darla’s shoulders dipped. She leaned her full-figured body back and then forward, and exhaled. “I do miss him. Lord knows
            I do. But one day, I’m gonna need to move on and get me someone, or should I say, get me some, period.” She looked like she
            was almost joking.
         

         
         Rebe gave a look of wonder. “But Darla, come on now. I still can’t believe you haven’t had even one dick in you in all that
            time. Not a one?” She held up a solo index finger.
         

         
         “No. And?” Darla waited like she was prepared for battle.

         
         “And, how do you do it?” Rebe asked.

         
         “I mind my own damn business, that’s what I do. Just like you don’t want us all up in your stuff.” She cut her eyes from Rebe
            to Magnolia. “And we know you get more dick than all the ladies up in this club tonight put together. Fast ass.”
         

         
         Magnolia gave a half-gasp and put her hand to her chest. “Me? Oh please. Talk about minding someone’s business. So now I’m
            the slut? Where’d that come from? All because Rebe shut down the pussy on her wedding night.”
         

         
         Rebe shook her head and managed a snicker.

         
         Darla put her hand up. “I’m just saying. I mean honestly, you’ve been in more relationships than we have.”

         
         “I have. Yeah. You’re right. But don’t trip just because I can catch, now. That hasn’t been the problem, catching. But damn,
            if I’m so successful in the bedroom, then why did Neal leave my ass? A man who wasn’t even that good in bed anyway.” Magnolia
            readjusted her long black ponytail, which hung down the middle of her back. Her scent was her usual gardenia. It was always
            sprayed over the cherry ladybug tattoo on her neck.
         

         
         Rebe said, “I did hear on television that it’s not only about how much sex you have, but also what kind of sex you have that
            matters. And I’m not trying to say I’m any expert, because I am surely not.” Rebe’s eyes were suddenly distracted by nearby
            testosterone. “They said we women should get off our backs and get on our knees, so to speak. It’s about opening our minds
            and our legs. I mean, I remember they talked about not only having safe sex, but having great sex, too.”
         

         
         Darla stared squarely at Rebe. “Did you hear about that before or after you got stingy on your own honeymoon?”

         
         Rebe kept her sights on the vision of a hunk behind Darla’s back, a few barstools away. “Very funny,” she said without even
            a snicker. “I’m just saying, Randall cheated on me just like Neal cheated on you, Magnolia. And when Randall left, he left
            me and my daughter. Trinity took that hard, especially after not having a father figure since her dad died. So, like I said,
            I know how you feel.” Rebe uncrossed her legs and offered a demure smile, but not to Magnolia.
         

         
         Darla added, “I know one thing. I don’t care what those women out there are doing in this crazy-ass world nowadays. I’m not
            about to die over a moment of pleasure. I’m sorry but I’ve just gotta be me.”
         

         
         Rebe batted her eyes and inched her sights back to her buddies. “Yeah, but think about it. Haven’t you ever wondered what
            it would be like to just totally let go and freak out like there’s no tomorrow? To have sex with a stranger or have an orgy
            or buy all the sex toys you can and just screw yourself all night long? Haven’t you even been the least bit curious? Come
            on.”
         

         
         Magnolia said immediately, “Not even.”

         
         Rebe sucked her tongue. “Please. Yes you have.”

         
         “Orgy. Hell no. Masturbate all night, maybe.” Magnolia took a drink, fighting her urge to laugh at herself.

         
         Rebe eyed the view behind Darla again. Her cheeks began to blush. “Well heck, I’ll be the first one to break beyond my boundaries.
            Shit, I might just walk right up to him,” she nodded toward the man she’d been eyeing and then looked down toward her water
            glass, “and ask him to take me home and fuck me like the new freak I need to be. Like he’s mad about slavery and shit. I mean
            do me like it’s 1999, instead of 2009. Take me like I’m the last screw of his life and he’s about to get hit by a Mack truck
            in the morning.” She shook her brain, and her torso like she had shivers running up and down the slit of her vagina.
         

         
         Darla gave Rebe a side angle stare and turned around to see a big man, very long, like he could be maybe six-seven if he stood,
            with a low-cut fade, perfect goatee, and light skin, deep dimple in his chin, eyeing down Rebe like she was the last corner
            of grandma’s secret recipe macaroni and cheese on Thanksgiving Day. “Damn,” she said, turning back around to give Rebe a high
            five with her eyes.
         

         
         Magnolia glanced behind Darla, too. “Yeah, right. You do that. And then, and only then, I will have an orgy,” she said with sarcasm.
         

         
         “No, you won’t,” Rebe said as a dare.

         
         Magnolia shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t have to worry about a damn orgy because you’re not about to say one single solitary
            thing to that man. Not darling Rebe. And yes, he is a hunk now. I will say that. Oh, yes I will.”
         

         
         Rebe straightened her back. “Yeah, well, I guess you really don’t know me like you think you do.”

         
         “Please. You don’t know yourself.” Magnolia looked assured.

         
         Rebe said, “Maybe none of us knows ourselves the way we should.” She turned her body all the way toward them and re-crossed
            her legs. “I’ll tell you what. Dare. How about for 2009 we turn up our libidos and make some real resolutions? Some sexual
            resolutions. Something different. How about if we go into the new year shattering our beliefs about sex? Living our sexy dreams,
            out loud.” She used her hands to assist her words. “I just think we’ve set these boundaries for ourselves, and maybe they’ve
            limited our ability to really experience the sexual side of us. I mean, these comfort zones are getting tired if you ask me.
            Honestly, I’ve had enough of this frigid adulthood. I’ve never been excited about sex much anyway, but for some reason lately,
            I’ll be honest with you, I’m on fire.” Eyes agreeing with her words, she circled the rim of her glass with her fingertip,
            like moonshine was inside versus sparkling water. Darla looked at her like she was on something.
         

         
         Rebe continued, “I don’t know about you two, but I’ve been thinking about this a lot. We are not getting any younger. And
            physically, I can see myself starting to age.” She pointed under her eyes. “Right around here. Like little crow’s-feet, and
            dark circles.”
         

         
         “I don’t see anything,” Magnolia said, squinting her eyes to see.

         
         “Yeah, well I do. First of all, I think I’m perimenopausal. But in spite of that, I’m about to cross over the erotic line
            and dive off the edge for real. I’m about to say good-bye to my inhibitions. Hell, it’s a new year.” She leaned closer toward
            them. “I say we lighten up like we should’ve twenty years ago.” She sipped her water.
         

         
         Darla shook her head. “Rebe, girl, please. We’re not twenty any more. We can’t go back.”

         
         “Who says?”

         
         Magnolia reminded her, “We’re forty. Hello.” Her eyes said hello, too. “Our biological clocks are ticking just like yours. I don’t even have a kid, you do. Hell, I’ve never even been married.
            But I’ve got the bridesmaid thing down, between you, about two cousins, and one of my old co-workers. Enough.”
         

         
         Rebe smirked and glanced up at the time on the television screen over the bar. “Hold up now. We’re not forty yet. And for
            the next five minutes, I’m about to dare even myself and open my mind in a way I’ve never done before. I’m about to take back
            my sexual freedom, and my first step is—get ready for this—I’m gonna start stripping.”
         

         
         Darla looked amazed. “Stripping. Oh Lord, are you sure that’s seltzer water or whatever the heck it is you’re drinking? I
            know you were a dancer years ago and all, but who’s gonna hire a forty-year-old stripper?”
         

         
         “I already have my pole-dancing class set, if you don’t mind.”

         
         “What?” Magnolia watched Rebe’s eyes, which were again focused on the big man to the left.

         
         The crowd started to get louder.

         
         The buzz was more intense.

         
         Folks’ glasses were being filled to the rim.

         
         People moved closer together.

         
         Rebe moved her eyes back to Magnolia and Darla. “Anyway ladies, what about you? What is it that you’ve always wanted to do
            but never had the nerve to do?”
         

         
         Magnolia took a long gulp as the bartender walked up. She smiled and pointed toward her and her friends’ glasses for fill-ups.
            The bow-tie-wearing lady nodded and walked away. Magnolia spoke as if she were telling the FBI’s most classified secret. “Well,
            actually, a few months ago I was talking on the phone to this guy, and he told me I sounded like a phone sex operator. I mean
            he pissed me off a little, but later I actually thought of what it would be like to do that. You know. Turn someone on over
            the phone while they play with themselves.” She dropped her sexy smirk and sat up straight. “Maybe even strange men. Like
            online.”
         

         
         Darla waved her hand at Magnolia. “See, you trip me out. Your banker look, with your hair always pulled back, wearing suits
            and carrying briefcases just doesn’t match with that madness.” She shook her head. “I know you meet guys, but, I can’t even
            picture you doing that.”
         

         
         Magnolia nodded to the bartender as she set down their drinks. She asked Darla, “Well what about you? Like we’d ever be able
            to picture you doing anything.”
         

         
         “To tell you the truth, I’ve been thinking about opening a business. I mean, I think maybe it’s about time for me to do something
            with what’s left of this life insurance money.” She heard her own words and knew it was her overbearing pride that was bigger
            than her honesty. “And, I was wondering what it would take for me to open an adult store.”
         

         
         “An adult toy store? You?” Magnolia asked, looking baffled. “And you can’t picture me online?”

         
         “Well, you know I love lingerie. I was thinking about a lingerie store, and adding in some toys, videos, things like that.”

         
         Rebe spoke with energy before Magnolia could say anything else. “That sounds good, Darla. If that’s what you wanna do, then
            I think you should do it.” Her eyes flipped between her friends. “I’m shaking off all that ‘what we can’t picture’ crap. So
            what do you say? Three of us? I mean, it’s just sex. It’s not gonna kill us. Let’s do it.”
         

         
         Magnolia tapped her fingernails along the bar and looked left and then right at her friends. “Shit, might as well.”

         
         Rebe smiled, noticing the time. “Then the challenge is on. Grab your glasses, ladies.”

         
         Just then, just as the BFF’s agreed to their sexploration rules, the boisterous countdown began around them. They all rose
            to their high-heeled feet, standing side-by-side on the concrete flooring, and raised their glasses high in the air.
         

         
         “Ten.”

         
         “Nine.”

         
         “Eight.”

         
         “Seven.”

         
         “Six.”

         
         “Five.”

         
         “Four.”

         
         “Three.”

         
         “Two.”

         
         “One.”

         
         As everyone began to yell, “Happy New Year,” Magnolia said extra-loud, “Here’s to girlfriends never being farther away than
            the arms of our hearts can reach.” It was the threesome’s sisterhood mantra.
         

         
         Rebe and Darla nodded and smiled, and all three said together, “Cheers,” as they clinked their glasses.

         
         A few of the people along the bar and those who stood behind them offered a touch of their glasses, too, each saying, “Happy
            New Year,” and the ladies saying it in return. Groups of strangers hugged, loud horns blew and noisemakers cranked, and turquoise
            balloons drifted slowly from the ceiling downward among the many bodies, making a trail to the floor around them.
         

         
         “Happy Freaking New Year,” Rebe said out loud like she started to really get the 2009 feeling, just as she looked over at
            the big man with the perfect goatee. He stayed seated as people hustled about. His eyes were only for her. Hers met his and
            stayed. She read his lips: Happy New Year.
         

         
         Rebe heard him loud and clear and mouthed it back with sexy.

         
         She had a new look on her face.

         
         And Magnolia and Darla noticed.

         
         They watched Rebe watch him and then she smiled toward the big man. She spoke with volume. “Freaking New Year is right. And
            I’m about to start right now.” She took hold of her black clutch from along the bar top and pulled on the hem of her short
            dress. “Listen. I love you both, but I gotta go.”
         

         
         Magnolia placed her hand on Rebe’s wrist. “No you’re not.”

         
         “Watch me.” She placed her glass back down on the bar. “And I might even suck his dick.”

         
         Darla’s forehead was pissed. She warned, “Rebe. Be careful. You don’t even know him.”

         
         “That’s the whole damn point.”

         
         “I’d swear you were on something. Not a drop of alcohol?” Magnolia asked over the loud blare of feel-good voices.

         
         “Nope. Not even a little bit.”

         
         Darla spoke close to Rebe’s ear, “Look, you text me in ten minutes, and then if you leave, you text me an address. Don’t play
            now.”
         

         
         Rebe acted as though she was deaf. Magnolia and Darla watched her simply sashay away, with her elongated back, and long legs
            strutting like she was on a runway. She gave a girly fling of her skinny braids and stood before the big man, shook his hand,
            and brought her lips close to his left lobe. Magnolia and Darla could see Rebe shut her eyes as she spoke.
         

         
         They could see his chin dimple deepen.

         
         “Celebration” by Kool and the Gang played as folks joined in to sing along, some heading to the dance floor.

         
         In thirty seconds flat, after the big man whispered back to Rebe, he stood tall, proving that he was indeed six-seven, towering
            over her by a foot. He placed some money on the bar and grabbed Rebe’s hand, stepping away with an ear-to-ear smile, while
            she femininely followed, looking back at her buddies, winking and grinning like a teenager.
         

         
         Fully checking them out, Magnolia said, “Well I’ll be damned,” almost giving off a smirk of envy. “The nerve.”

         
         Darla’s mouth was stuck on open. She swallowed hard and blinked three times fast, looking at Magnolia as though prompting
            her to do something quick, and then darting her worried eyes back toward Darla’s exit. “Oh my God. She did it. She’s leaving.
            Is she leaving, or are they headed to that private room? Where are they going? That child cannot be serious.” She turned toward
            the bar and looked at Magnolia, who was now holding her BlackBerry Pearl, reading a text message. Darla said, “I guess I’m
            the only one worried. You know we’ve got to watch that girl. I just wanna know, what happened to the squeamish girl who just
            used the word ewwww a minute ago? She has lost her ever-loving mind at the stroke of midnight.” Darla turned back toward Rebe’s departure and
            lost complete sight of the big man and Rebe. She stood on her tiptoes. “Heck, where’d his tall ass take her?”
         

         
         Magnolia sat down and put her cell back in her purse. She wore a casual grin. “Rebe’s truly taken this forty-year thing to
            a whole new height. And I guess that means our butts need to get serious too, girlie. Like she said, we just made three sexual
            resolutions. And I don’t know about you, but I’m in.” Magnolia again raised her glass for a toast. “Happy fortieth birthday,
            Darla.”
         

         
         Darla cut her eyes away from the crowd and plopped her body down on the bar stool next to Magnolia. “Happy fortieth birthday,”
            she said as though weak. She and Magnolia leaned toward each other for a hug, and Magnolia patted her on the back. Darla glanced
            at her tiny barrel purse and opened it, snatching her touch-screen cell, eyeing it with a frown. “That newly freaky girl had
            better text me. Trying to shake the missionary and get all sixty-nine on us with the Mr. Rick Fox wannabe. Let her hair down,
            my ass. She ain’t forty yet, dammit.”
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               INT.—FONTAINEBLEAU HOTEL—MORNING

            

            
            New Year’s Day 2009

         

         
         He had her in a sixty-nine position.
         

         
         Not lying down, but standing up, holding the weight of her body upside down, her head at the point of his strong dick. Her
            vagina at the point of his talented mouth. He kissed her sweet pussy lips and licked her insides out. Her swaying braids nearly
            grazing the hotel room’s white shag carpet. Her vulnerable pink clit, up close and personal, contracted, dancing to his oral
            music, happy as hell to meet him.
         

         
         Head first, she swallowed his cinnamon penis all the way down her throat, her lips down to his hairy base. She used her hand
            to keep her stroke tight. He fucked her mouth and at the same time held on to her full body weight. He was a superman lover
            for the ages.
         

         
         He took a few steps and changed positions.

         
         It had been an on-and-off span of five hours and forty-two minutes, to be exact.

         
         Five hours and forty-two minutes of him devouring her.

         
         The pale green and chocolate fitted duvet had long been kicked onto the carpet in an erotic frenzy.

         
         His brown eyes lavished her body for the hundredth time.

         
         He’d penetrated her tawny vagina for the twentieth time.

         
         Tongue whipped her for the eighth time.

         
         And he was still hungry for more.

         
         He sniffed her sexual scent while he fucked her.

         
         The intoxicating scented oil that she’d dabbed everywhere after her shower.

         
         Belly button, behind the ears, and between her legs.

         
         Her sweet body oil was called Pussy.

         
         And her pussy was what he’d lived in since two in the morning.

         
         They screwed like rabbits in the spacious one-bedroom specialty suite on the thirty-seventh floor of the ritzy hotel, lying
            on the triple-sheeted platform bed, smack dab in the middle of the expensive pillow-top mattress. The calming sounds of the
            crystal waters of the Atlantic Ocean, just beyond the balcony, were drowned out by carnal moans and groans, though mainly
            his.
         

         
         Her breathing was quiet, yet unsteady, as she took a moment from the sexual pounding she’d asked the universe for, and lifted
            her head just slightly to view the neon blue digits of the alarm clock. She then rested her braided head back on the feather
            pillow that had smelled like fresh linen hours ago, but now smelled like their his-and-her body combinations.
         

         
         She laid missionary, cooperating, receiving, with her ass cheeks in his massive hands, with her knees back to the padded,
            white leather headboard, with him deep inside. It was what she wanted, what she’d claimed, what she vowed to experience, but
            still she said after catching a breath to speak, “DeMarius, baby, I need to get some sleep. It’s almost nine in the morning.”
            Rebe’s words shocked the morning vixen in her. Even though it was a marathon like she’d never known, it was the old her taking
            over and being conservative, convincing her that sleep came before sex. But even with her spoken desire to cease, she held
            on tight through his X-rated conniption fit, sex kitten fingernails in his back. She was as wet as she was when he’d first
            entered, after eating her to the point of making her come all over his face.
         

         
         DeMarius begged in a frantic fuck-fury, “Not yet, just wait. Just a minute.” The rhythm of his voice was like that of a breathless
            10K runner, pushing himself toward the finish line. His penis was at full extension, hiding out at the very back crevices
            of her cave where his tip secured itself, rubbing against the cherry pink walls of juicy uncharted territory. She felt as
            if he knew that the word uncharted was apropos. As though he knew Rebe had very little experience and hadn’t had her pussy explored and roughed up like that,
            ever. She felt he knew she had low mileage for a woman of forty. She could tell by the way he held her, by the way he was
            breathing, sweating, whispering in her ear, having her shift positions and lift one leg, lower another, twist, stand, sit,
            squat, buck, drop it, bounce, and bend.
         

         
         He kept sliding himself in and out like it would be his first and last time to ever get this close to almost-virginity again,
            and so, just in case, he hit it hard, all night long, all morning long, making sure to repeatedly poke that soft, rough spot
            that made him, once again just as he had four times before, come. Hard.
         

         
         He almost cried. “Ahh, shit. Yeah, damn. Fuck, this tight-ass pussy is good. Ahh, yeah. Uggghhhhh.” He gave one last pump
            and stopped, resting his body weight on her body, and exhaled a long, manly deep exhale. From the back of her pussy she could
            feel his pleased banana-like penis swell to its maximum, unpeel, and then slowly collapse.
         

         
         His chest rose and fell quickly on her.

         
         His face was tucked close to her neck.

         
         For all she knew he was sucking his thumb.

         
         Rebe moved her hands from the impassioned grip of his muscular pecan shoulders and wiped the beads of sweat from her forehead,
            collapsing her arms along each side of her hips. She turned her head to the left, just as her mascara-smudged eyelids began
            to give way to her exhaustion. The feeling was intoxicating, him inside of her and her still in the receiver position. She
            felt she could doze off in afterglow sex heaven, and then she remembered.
         

         
         She was in a hotel room with a man she’d known for only a little more than eight hours.

         
         He was inside of her.

         
         And she didn’t even know his last name.

         
         She was butt naked.

         
         He’d gone through nearly a box of condoms.

         
         And she didn’t even know his last name.

         
         It was New Year’s Day.

         
         Her friends had to be worried sick about her.

         
         She’d never been fucked like that in her entire life.

         
         She’d never desired to be fucked by a man like that in her entire life.

         
         And she didn’t even know his last name.

         
         “DeMarius.” She spoke his name like maybe he could explain why she was there, because for the moment, she surely couldn’t.

         
         “Yes,” he answered as though spent, turning his head toward her voice in slow motion.

         
         Her eyes asked him to respect her and make her feel like a good girl, instead of the nymphomaniac tramp that had sucked his
            dick nine times and let him have his way with her.
         

         
         “Are you okay?” he asked, looking over at her smooth, angelic dark brown face and almond brown eyes.

         
         She replied after a pause, putting her hand to her mouth, wondering if her breath was on fire, “I need to get up. I need to
            go to the bathroom.”
         

         
         He first reached down to grab the base of his condom, pulled his now deflated dick from her pussy, and carefully swiveled
            off just as she lowered her legs and stretched them out. “Ouch,” she said in a quiet voice from the feeling of her confined
            bones and muscles returning to their relaxed positions.
         

         
         He lay on his back, keeping his hand around his penis, looking over to watch Rebe as she swung her defined legs to the side
            of the bed and stood. The only light was from the muted local morning news show broadcasting from the plasma TV screen, shining
            random flashes of grayish highlights upon her fit frame. “You are something else,” he said with lust…still. He had a look
            like he could molest her some more.
         

         
         “You’re the one,” she said, grabbing her clutch from the leather chair and heading to the huge marble bathroom. She flicked
            on the lights, stepped on the cool, large ivory tiles, and left the door open.
         

         
         He could still see her, and his eyes had a conversation with her ass as she stood at the ebony pedestal sink. He gave a long
            blink and rolled to a slow stance, again keeping a grip on himself so that the rubber didn’t slip off. Nude, he headed to
            the bathroom, walked past Rebe and tossed his full condom into the ebony toilet as she stood nude, rinsing her mouth out,
            using every bit of the tiny bottle of Scope.
         

         
         He actually stood there urinating, as though they’d known each other for decades, not only fuck-hours. He spoke over the sound
            of his own stream. “Let’s hang out today, that is if you don’t have anywhere to go.”
         

         
         Rebe acted like she didn’t even notice him peeing. “I guess I could. But I just realized I haven’t seen my daughter in a few
            days. She lives with me,” she explained, dabbing her lips with a hand towel.
         

         
         “I see. I thought you wanted to get some more sleep.”

         
         “Oh I will, believe me, especially after that workout.” She gave his back a smile, eyeing every God-given inch of him from
            behind, even his round, muscled butt, and wide, protective shoulders. The right shoulder bore her fresh pussycat claw marks.
            “I’ll be falling asleep as soon as I get home.”
         

         
         “Okay.” He sounded as though he’d have no choice but to yield. “I understand.” He shook himself off, flushed the toilet, and
            headed to the sink.
         

         
         Rebe rummaged through the main compartment of her clutch. “How long are you gonna be in town?”

         
         He was at the sink, squeezing sanitizer on his hands, rubbing them together, walking to the bathroom door, and leaning his
            six-seven body against the frame. “Just until Monday night. I have an interview at Miami Dade on Monday.”
         

         
         “Really?” She watched his face through the reflection of the mirror. She didn’t tell him she graduated from there. She wasn’t
            sure why. She just didn’t.
         

         
         “Yeah. Track coach.”

         
         “I see. That’s where you get all that energy from, huh? A track runner. Or a marathon runner.” She smiled, still searching
            through her clutch.
         

         
         He grinned. “I’m not normally like that. Believe me. It’s you.”

         
         “Well, I’m not usually like that either. Never have been. But I’m sure you know that. I’m a little green.”

         
         “I think you handled every moment just fine.”

         
         “I’d say I had a little trouble trying to negotiate some of those positions you were directing.”

         
         “That was an unusual amount of time. You did just fine.”

         
         “You should be a porn director. You sure you’re not on some of those little blue pills?”

         
         He gave her a handsome grin. “I guarantee you, I’m not.”

         
         “Wow. I’ve never seen, or done, anything like that move you did having me upside down, in that standing sixty-nine. Haven’t
            seen much sex beyond laying on my back, really.”
         

         
         “Why’s that?”

         
         “I just haven’t. Got pregnant when I was young and even then, it was just so-so to me. I was never that curious about sex.”

         
         “Looks like you need to make up for lost time.”

         
         “I agree. About to turn forty, getting ready for a new life. It’s all unfolding.”

         
         He eyed her tip to toe. “Looking at your body, no one could tell. I wouldn’t have guessed.”

         
         “Thanks.” She blushed.

         
         “Were you married to your daughter’s father?”

         
         “Not to him, no. I did marry someone about seven years ago, but not for that long.” She zipped up her clutch, didn’t dare
            tell who Randall was, and turned toward him and leaned against the sink, crossing her arms over her bare breasts. “But I’ll
            tell you something, our sex life, meaning his and mine, was nothing like that.” She pointed to the bedroom. “Maybe that was
            part of the problem.”
         

         
         He looked like he was fighting to not look at her chest, and instead looked at her face. “It takes two, you know?”

         
         She tried not to look at his penis. It was half awake, and she could have sworn she saw it jump. She squinted and blinked
            and swallowed. “True. So, what about you? A man like you alone at a club on New Year’s Eve. I would think you’d have so many
            women trying to get with you, and that you’d at least have a date. Surely once they got to know you this way, I mean, they’d
            be crazy to not want to, you know, want to get close to you.”
         

         
         “I’ll be totally honest with you. And I’m saying this because one other time when I wasn’t honest, it came back to bite me
            in the ass. One lie only leads to trouble. See, I made my bed so I’d better be proud to lie in it, so here it goes. I’m here
            for two reasons. One is my coaching interview, but I came in a few days early because of an assignment. I’m an escort, and
            I had a job two nights ago when I got here.”
         

         
         “You’re kidding me.” She placed her hands on the sink behind her.

         
         Her chest was now his full bull’s-eye, as if he’d never seen her nipples before now. His glance scooted to her surprise-ridden
            face. “No, I’m not kidding. But, it was nothing like what we just did. Nothing like you.”
         

         
         “Wow. I see you are really honest, aren’t you?” She walked to the wall and took the white terry cloth robe from the hook.

         
         “I try to be.”

         
         “So, what’s up with that? I mean, you do it for the money?” Rebe put her arms through the sleeves and pulled it on, closing
            the front.
         

         
         “Partially. And, it’s just easy work.”

         
         “For you, I’m sure it is.” Her mind was racing. “What else do you get out of it, other than money and other than it being
            easy? Is the uncommitted sex part of it?”
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