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	Dalvin, this is your favorite along with Sami Mahogany and Thimbe Audah. You deserve this one for reading everything I have ever written, even the stories you say are way too tame for my writing style. You’ve been asking for Dame, Jamar, and Roman, cameos aside, you can have your own book with all the fan service. You are appreciated. You are loved.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Like the other than is a better choice. Black men are the finest in the world.” – Sheila

	 

	


	 

	RISQUE PEACH

	 

	

	 

	 

	Mercedes Amiyah Graham was about her business, but Duncan liked flirting. She was crushing too, but Mercedes had never been with a white guy before. Duncan was cool with talking about it. Time together turned into dating. 

	 

	Duncan Barlowe had already fallen for Mercedes. Everything was going right until the unthinkable happens. Mercedes left work, bruised and upset. Duncan needed to know she was okay, but Mercedes only wanted Jamar. Duncan’s pride was wounded, so he waited in the cold with his heart on his sleeve. Logic is different for a man in love. Duncan will be set on righting wrongs. 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Seeing What’s Up 

	 

	

	Risqué Peach

	 

	 

	Mercedes Amiyah Graham

	 

	Our night was busy like always, but I kept smiling while the men were venting about work. Their frustration was understandable because my degree didn’t match starting salaries at the data firms either. I ended up picking the best one and spent years saving and grinding. My soul was slowly dying. Wanting different was what led to the drive from Columbus to Cincinnati for a job interview. 

	Myesha went through basics until Antonio Ricci came to say hello. He didn’t look much older than me, but it was the coolest interview. My offer letter was ready, and all my moving fees were paid. There was so much to like about the Risqué Peach. Better pay, men, flirting, and good tips. Some of the girls wanted normal jobs. My fallback was gig work or freelancing as a consultant, but a nine to five wasn’t it. Give me nights, music, and good conversation. 

	Myesha was doing last call, and a guy wanted attention. He needed to put money on the bar because she wasn’t wasting time. Myesha politely smiled at him and then said, “I’m good for the night. Enjoy your time off.” 

	“Thanks. Call if you need to. I’m not turning down OT.” 

	Myesha laughed, “I will. Have a good one.” 

	“Thanks, you too.” 

	I went to the dressing room, ready to call it a night. Joggers were pulled on over my cute outfit. The girls were lounging with their voices echoing. Janelle kept cackling. She was going out her way to see Devi’s phone. Janelle tried bullying some of the girls, but Devi wasn’t having it.

	 “What do I look like letting you read my texts?” 

	Janelle sucked her teeth, “You wanted advice.”  

	“I wasn’t talking to you,” Devi kept texting. “You’re always in something.”  

	Janelle didn’t like the truth. “You were talking loud. It don’t matter because men ain’t shit.”  

	“The men you fuck ain’t shit,” Sheila laughed, “Girl, you act like you’re too good. It’s a you problem.”  

	Janelle huffed, “Whatever. I look good.” 

	Devi eyed her, “Your attitude don’t make you pretty.” 

	Janelle started playing with her hair, “But I am pretty, and men love my juicy ass. Not just Black men.” 

	Sheila sighed, “All the men coming in here love ass and tits. Girl, you’re confused.” 

	Giggles happened. Janelle didn’t want to let it go, “You’re in here every night too.” 

	Sheila didn’t deny it. “Yeah, and I’m not complaining about a thing. I like making money. What do you mean, not just Black men? Like the other than is a better choice. Black men are the finest in the world.”

	Devi agreed. I tried not to laugh because Cammie was curious and wide-eyed. Sheila and Devi wouldn’t mind answering her questions, but Janelle was still talking.

	 “I have guys who only want me,” she started flaunting her body, “They love my complexion and curves.” 

	Devi wasn’t letting her have it, “Janelle, being light-skinned don’t make you pretty. Your soul is ugly as fuck.” 

	Janelle wanted to make a point about Devi being the same complexion. She wasn’t getting anywhere. 

	“Your attitude is trash, like all the damn time,” Devi laughed at whatever she read and went back to texting.

	Cammie was whispering. Sheila laughed, “Girl, yeah they will, and this too,” she whispered something back. 

	Cammie went wide-eyed again, “Oh, I’ve never had that done. It sounds so great.”  

	Sheila agreed, “It is when he knows what he’s doing.” 

	Cammie and Sheila kept talking men. I fixed my sweatshirt, tied my high tops, and grabbed my bag. Janelle rolled her eyes at me. She wouldn’t get aggressive with anyone she had a real problem with. 

	I said goodnight to the girls. Duncan was probably around. He had long blond hair with almond hues. Sometimes, he wore it out or in a half bun. Duncan was sexy with a rugged thing going. It was his everything, so our flirting was constant, but he had one more time. 

	I turned the corner to see Duncan posted up, looking good in suit attire. He playfully winked at me. Uh huh. That was the last time. Noise happened. Alex and Keenan were dealing with a crowd near the entrance. They were at their drinking limit. Alex directed them to the exit, so I waited for Keenan. He smiled, “Are you leaving?” 

	“Yeah. Can you go with me?” 

	“I’ll take her,” Duncan’s voice sounded good, but I needed to stop lusting. He was walking to my car. It wasn’t a big deal. Duncan did this all the time. He went past. The guys exchanged words, and I followed Duncan.

	 The group from earlier was talking nearby. Duncan wasn’t worried about them. He was looking at me. It felt good, but I didn’t know how to ask. We were almost at my car, so I had to say something. “Thanks.” 

	He chuckled, so I felt pouty, “Why are you laughing? I didn’t know what to say. I was thanking you. Guess it was the wrong thing. You could’ve let Keenan walk with me.” 

	Popping a little attitude with Duncan didn’t mean anything. He calmly put his hands in his pockets. “Why?” 

	I was confused, “Why what?” 

	“Why do you want Keenan?”

	“I don’t, but you’re in charge of Security.” 

	“I am, but I like walking with you. How come you don’t know what to say?”  

	I sighed, “You don’t miss a thing.” 

	“Not when it comes to you.” 

	I should’ve said something cute, but we were at my car. “Well, I’m not saying thanks again. You’ll laugh.”  

	“I was teasing you. I’ll stop,” Duncan motioned to my car. “Get in where it’s warm.” 

	I used my keychain to hit the locks. We were alone, and I was ready to put it out there. “What are you doing later?” 

	“Trying to see what’s up with you,” Duncan opened the car door. “Can I take you out? Flirting wasn’t working.”  

	“It was, I mean, it is. I like you,” I confessed while getting in my car, “I wasn’t being a tease.” 

	“Good to know,” he gently closed my door. 

	I hit the button for my window, “Don’t leave.” 

	Duncan smiled, “I wasn’t. Do you want my number?” 

	“I’ll give you mine,” I held out my hand for his phone. He gave it up. I put in my name and number, “I’m making breakfast for you. Text. I’ll send my address.” 

	“I need to go home and shower first.” 

	“Cool, I’ll be waiting.” 

	Duncan was standing in the cold, holding his phone, and looking sexier than ever. I laughed, “Stop staring. Get back to work.” 

	“Are you gonna answer my text?” Duncan shyly asked. “I’m serious about being with you.”

	“Aww you’re way cute. Text to find out,” I teased him a little and then put up my window.

	Duncan laughed and then motioned for me. I backed out to start driving, but I was hoping he would text. 

	


	 

	Closing Time   


	 

	

	 

	 

	Duncan Barlowe 

	 

	We could’ve talked more, but breakfast worked because spending time with Mercedes was gonna be the best part. The cold air was brutal. I rubbed my hands to get warm. Alex was near the door, “Was everything okay out there?”  

	“Yeah. I’m ready to call it a night.” 

	Keenan chuckled, “You and me both.” 

	We stepped aside to let people leave. Keenan kept his voice lowered. “When will you get with Sadie? You’re gonna mess around and give someone a chance.” 

	“Nah, we’re figuring it out when I get off.” 

	Keenan nodded, “It’s about damn time.” 

	I laughed, “Looks like you care.” 

	“Sadie is a good girl. You’re a decent guy. It works.”

	Loud noise started again. Keenan went to the rowdy booth to sort it out. Myesha and Indie were cashing out tabs. I signaled for Alex. He nodded. Nobody would give them a hard time. It was almost two-thirty. I started making rounds. Hudson and Dalvin were near the employee hall to keep people out. I was approaching, but they were in a heated conversation about something. Hudson’s voice was carrying. “I know what I’m saying.” 

	Dalvin wasn’t convinced, “Nah, you don’t know shit.” 

	“I’m probably right about this. Hear me out. A fight happened last week, this week Mr. Ricci is leaving the country for Lorenzo’s funeral. He was killed for not being here when Luca and Umberto Conti fought Cash.” 

	Hudson shouldn’t be talking about what went down. Lorenzo Gallo did die, but it had nothing to do with Antonio’s cousins and Cash. Dalvin didn’t like it either, “Hudson, shut the fuck up. No one’s listening to you. The man died. Have respect. Stop with the theories.” 

	“Why? I’m not disrespecting Lorenzo by trying to figure it out. Maybe something is posted in his obituary.” 

	Dalvin shook his head. “Let him rest in peace.”  

	 I stepped into view before Hudson could say more. It was supposed to be the end of it. Hudson didn’t let it go. “Duncan’s here. I’ll ask him.” He glanced at me, “What do you think happened to Lorenzo?” 

	“I think you should mind your fucking business.”  

	Dalvin agreed, “He has a hearing problem.” 

	Hudson was getting frustrated. “Come on. It’s really suspicious. Duncan, we were here.”   

	“Yeah. We were. Why weren’t we killed? I said the cousins needed to make their own luck. Lorenzo wasn’t around when the fight happened. You were though.” 

	Dalvin was staring at Hudson, “He’s right. You were working. Why are you still alive?” 

	Hudson was getting nervous, “What? Why would I be dead? Nobody has a reason to kill me.” 

	“You talk too fucking much,” I told him. “It’s reason enough. You done gossiping? Or should we wait?”  

	Hudson muttered, “I’m done.” 

	“Good,” I replied on my way past. “Get back to work.” 

	Dalvin spoke, “Duncan’s right. You should be dead.”  

	I chuckled. Hudson was being a jackass. Dalvin wanted to scare him. I started checking the fire exits.

	 Janelle was leaving. “Walk me out.” 

	“Keenan will look after you.” 

	She started whining. “Why do I have to ask him?” 

	“You don’t. He’ll take you. I’m busy.” 

	“You’re checking doors,” Janelle fixed her coat. “What’s the point of having them on the clock? Make them do it.” 

	“Janelle, I’m not in the mood,” I warned her and hit the sensors above the fire exit. “Keenan will walk you out. Esquire cars are pulling up. Pick one and get in it.” 

	“Or,” she said slowly, “You could take me home.” 

	Maybe Janelle didn’t like her current choices. Maybe she picked up on my chemistry with Mercedes. Either way, we weren’t having a discussion, and I wasn’t accepting her offer. 

	“I’m not taking you home.” 

	“Why not? I already been in your truck.” 

	“Yeah. You said to pretend it didn’t happen,” I glanced at her. “Do you want to talk about it?”

	Janelle didn’t answer because Sheila, Devi, and Cammie came out. 

	“Goodnight Duncan!” 

	“See you, Handsome!” 

	“Bye, Sexy Man!” 

	I laughed, “Ladies, stay out of trouble.”

	Cammie squealed, “Never!” They laughed more and talked on their way down the hall. I waited to see if Hudson would do his job. He made sure they didn’t get approached. Mentioning his death must’ve scared him. 

	A walk through happened. Janelle was still waiting in the hall with her arms crossed, but I wasn’t putting up with her shit. Janelle stormed off. Dalvin respectfully approached her. They talked until Keenan came for her.

	Hudson and Dalvin were clearing people out. I started locking up. Work would go on for another hour or so, but downtime with Mercedes was happening later. 

	


	 

	Waiting for Him 

	 

	

	 

	 

	Mercedes    

	 

	Normally, Chamomile, Lavender, or Vetiver would be used for sleep, but my steamy bath wasn’t about that, so I was soaking in fragrant bubbles, and loving it until the water cooled. I left the tub, wrapped in a fluffy towel.

	D'Orangerie and floral notes were in the air. Texts were waiting. I replied to some and skipped others. Shawn sent Hello Beautiful. He asked about my plans for tomorrow, well, later since it was the next day. We were cool, but I wanted more than a good dicking down here and there. 

	Honestly, I wouldn’t need a standby if everything went right with Duncan. Speaking of, he didn’t text yet. 

	My phone was set aside. Extra care went into my feminine routine. My skin was really sensitive to certain materials, not to mention soaking through if Duncan came in being sexy and whatnot. 

	I put comfort first when deciding on my outfit. My phone lit. I checked it with my heart racing. Duncan was getting dressed. We were still on. 

	Breakfast was in the works. Bacon, scrambled eggs, goetta, and sausage. Belgium waffles were toasting when the buzzer sounded. My slides made a shuffling sound on the wood floor when I hurried to hit the button. “Hello?” 

	“Sadie, it’s me.” 

	“Hi, you can come up,” I started feeling nervous. “I’m on the fifth floor. Do you have my door number?” 

	“Yeah, see you soon.”

	I took a deep breath. Soon was like a quick minute because Duncan was knocking. I opened the door with a smile. We saw one another almost every night at work. This was different. 

	Duncan came in, bringing a chill with him. I quickly shut the door. “I’ll take your coat. Wash your hands in the kitchen and get comfortable.” 

	Duncan took off his boots without being asked. His coat followed. His shirt and sweatpants looked so soft. I was staring. Duncan chuckled, “Are you checking me out?” 

	“Yes. I love seeing you ready for business, especially when you wear suspenders. It’s my favorite because you look so preppy,” I hung up his coat, “Your laid-back look is cool too. Welcome to my small place. It’s home.” 

	“It’s cute like you.” 

	“Oh, I’m hugging you for saying it,” I balanced on my toes to tease him. Duncan wrapped his arms around my waist. Coolness happened and then he was so warm. We were in the comfiest hug. I snuggled against his chest, “You feel really good. I’m gonna be spoiled.” 

	Another low chuckle vibrated in his chest. “I hope so.” 

	Amber, Fruity hints, and Patchouli mixed with Spicy Moss and Violet. Duncan was like Spring morning.

	“My goodness, you’re comfy,” I held on. Duncan wasn’t rushing me. Maybe he needed a hug too. “I’ll stop now.”

	He kissed my forehead, “It felt good. We’ll hug more.” 

	“Yes, please. I’m all for it,” I rambled off what we were having for breakfast. Duncan went to the kitchen sink to wash his hands. I offered paper towels and a beer. “We have orange juice if you don’t want it.” 

	Duncan’s eyes locked on mine. “I want it. Thanks.” 

	He wanted his beer and me. My skin warmed a little. “You’re welcome. It’s your favorite brand.” 

	“How do you know? Are you stalking me?” 

	“Maybe,” I teased him. “You came in on your night off. Myesha popped the cap without asking.” 

	“Right. I had plans on asking about the six pack.”  

	“Why? I could’ve been drinking it.” 

	“Nah, you don’t like beer.”  

	I laughed, “You’re right. I don’t. I was gonna invite you over. The beer was for you. I’ll get our food.” 

	“Cool. Sorry for making you wait. My hair wasn’t dry. It’s a damn hassle.” 

	“You didn’t take too long. Don’t cut your hair.” 

	Duncan relaxed on the sofa. “Why? Do you like it?”  

	“Yeah, I mean, I’m liking everything about you, but honestly, it’s the hair for me. You’re gorgeous with it.” 

	Duncan was amused. “I’ve never been called that.” 

	“You have, but not where you can hear. Trust me. Women think men are gorgeous too.” 

	“I like it coming from you. Your hair is down.” 

	My hair was cut in layers and feathered around my shoulders. “I’m relaxing. Do you like it this way?” 

	“Yeah, you’re beautiful. Wear it however you want.”   

	“Aww, check you out, racking up points. You agreed to our last-minute date. You give the best hugs, and you’re giving compliments. Okay, I see you.” 

	“You got me feeling good too,” Duncan chuckled and then sipped his beer to relax more. His hair was out and flowing. It didn’t take much to imagine my hands tangled in it, but I carried our food to the living room.

	 “The bacon is maple cured. It’s okay if you don’t like everything. Say how you want it cooked next time.”  

	Duncan smiled, “So, we’ll have more mornings?” 

	“If you want. I’m not being demanding, but I hate sleeping alone,” I sighed, “It’s not how it sounds.”  

	“I get it. You want to cuddle in.” 

	“Yes,” I offered napkins and settled next to him. “Don’t expect conversation until my plate is empty.” 

	 Duncan set aside his beer. He liked my cooking because he was really putting a dent in his food. I was eating and checking him out. It was too early to say how our morning would go, but we were off to a good start. 

	


	 

	Yes, Not Ever   


	 

	

	 

	 

	Duncan 

	 

	The food was good. Mercedes was waiting to take my plate, “Do you want more?” 

	I wiped my mouth with a napkin. “Yeah, I’ll get it.” 

	“You can, but I won’t let you,” she went to the kitchen, “The waffles are gone. They come in a four pack. Maybe because they’re so big.”

	Mercedes had this adorable ramble going, and soon I had more food. Goetta and eggs were ate by the forkful. “Breakfast and you are all I need.” 

	Mercedes was munching bacon. “You better stop. I’ll be cooking breakfast every morning. So serious.” 

	“I’ll be here for food and hugs. I need more hugs.”

	Mercedes was amused. She laughed more. I smiled, “You have a sweet laugh. It sounds like when we met.”   

	“I’ve been working at the Risqué Peach for a while now. How can you remember?” 

	“Because you laugh when you’re amused, but you calmly smile when you’re happy because everything’s good, and there’s no need for extra shit.” 

	“True. How am I feeling now?” 

	“You’re surprised we’re together.” 

	She blinked in shock, “How do you know?” 

	“I notice when your mood changes,” I was making quick work of my second helping, but Mercedes was finished. “I’m guessing we can talk.”  

	“Sure,” she quickly set aside her plate. 

	I smiled, “It’s nothing serious. We’re hanging out.” 

	“Right.” Mercedes sipped her orange juice. “Umm, okay. What do you want to know?” 

	“Your voice sounds softer. You’re being shy.” 

	Mercedes shook her head, “I’m not. I’m naturally quiet. I do the social thing at work to keep my money coming in. You should know. You do it too.” 

	It was my turn to be surprised.

	 “Uh huh,” Mercedes teased, “You’re not the only one who notices things. What’s on your mind?”  

	“I’m thinking about earlier when we walked to your car. Why didn’t you know what to say?”  

	Mercedes put thought into my question, “I wasn’t sure how to approach you.”  

	“There’s no rules at work, but we can keep it private.”  

	“Are we hooking up?” 

	“Nah, we’re together, but we’ll be whatever you want. Sadie, there’s no reason to lie. It won’t be a problem.” 

	“Okay, but I’m confused because I don’t go around telling my business. What do you mean by private?”  

	“Flirting is part of your job. I won’t kick nobody’s ass unless they get out of line.” 

	Mercedes looked relieved, “Oh, I thought you wanted us to be lowkey.” 

	“Nah, I’m yours. Say the word.” 

	“Is it like that?”  

	“Yeah, but I want my question answered.” 

	Mercedes sighed, “Don’t get offended.”  

	“I won’t. Wait. I’m setting my plate aside because this might be some heavy shit. Go on. I’m listening.”  

	Mercedes was still struggling. She looked at me, “I didn’t know what to say because I never dated a white guy, so I was thinking about asking you out, but then I figured we were flirting.”  

	“We’re not. We’re dating. Hooking up is different. Are you saying you never had sex with a white guy either?” 

	 “Yes, not ever. I can explain if you want.”  

	“You don’t have to,” I shrugged and went back to eating. “You’re with me. I’ll be your one and only.”  

	Mercedes started laughing. “Duncan, you’re crazy.”  

	“You’re adorable, but I’m being honest. Say whatever you need to. I won’t take it the wrong way.”   

	“Okay. The chemistry was there, but they were afraid to make a move. We can stop talking about this now.”  

	“I’m okay with it. This is a conversation we need to have. Is anything bothering you about us? About me?”  

	“No. I see how you handle business, and I’ve been crushing on you. I’m good. I wanted you to know this is different than what I’m used to.” Mercedes sipped her juice. She glanced in my direction and then looked away. Mercedes had a thought, but it wasn’t being talked about. 

	I finished my beer and then motioned for her. “Come here, Sadie. We’re talking. Ask whatever you want.”  

	Mercedes inched closer. I smiled, “A little more.” 

	She closed the distance. “Is this good?” 

	I held up my arm. “No. Cuddle in. You’re in charge.”

	Mercedes pressed against me. “Hug me, please.”  

	I kept her snug against my chest. Mercedes relaxed like we had been together for years. She sighed, “You feel too good. I like this so much, but I need to start expressing myself better. I can’t have you thinking we have problems. I’m curious. Have you ever been with a Black woman?”  

	“Yeah. I’m not giving you a number. I’m not with them. I’m with you, and you’ll be my last if I have any say.”  

	“Duncan, that’s so sweet. I’m feeling special.”  

	“You are. I’m not gonna fuck around, and you won’t have to put up with comments about your skin color. No random questions, and I’m not gonna pretend to know what it’s like to be Black. I don’t. Talk to me. I’ll listen.” 

	“Oh, I’m so with you,” she cooed. “I was overthinking. I wasn’t comparing you to other men on purpose.” 

	“Got it. I’ll help you out. I’m a man. I have all the same parts. I’m not different.” 

	“You are because I’m with you. What about kisses?”  

	I was confused, “Uh, yeah. Kissing is the same.” 

	“It should be,” Mercedes nuzzled my neck. “Your hugs are so wonderful. I’m asking if your kisses are too.” 

	


	 

	Pouty Girl      


	 

	

	 

	 

	Duncan    

	 

	Mercedes wasn’t asking the difference between me and other men. She wanted a kiss. We took it slow until her tongue twisted with mine. Her hands were in my hair. Our mouths locked. The kiss went reckless. I ended it with my heart doing whatever it wanted. Mercedes relaxed like kissing wore her out. “I’m gonna want kisses all the time.”   

	I kissed her forehead, “That’s not a bad thing. I want you too, but we don’t have to rush into sex.” 

	Mercedes gently broke my hold. I was confused by it. “Is everything okay? Did I say the wrong thing?” 

	She sighed, “No, I want you too much to keep cuddling. Our kiss was sexy. Here,” Mercedes offered my plate. “Do you want another beer? You’re not driving home.”  

	“I’m staying. Guess it’s settled.” 

	“It is,” Mercedes started cleaning with her little cotton shorts showing every curve. I was gonna take my empty plate to the kitchen. Mercedes didn’t allow it. Cute. 

	Her fussing didn’t bother me either. I was sipping my beer when she relaxed across my lap with her ass in reach. Mercedes was beautiful with hips meant for holding. Wispy strands were brushed away from her face.

	We stayed like that with her ass getting attention, and her stomach pressed against my cock. Mercedes was touching me. It seemed like she wanted more too. My words were a low growl, “We’re going to bed.” 

	Mercedes didn’t want to get up. I gave her time and then repeated it, “Sadie, we’re going. You’re tired.” 

	“I’m not,” she yawned. “I’m so ready for you.” 

	“We’re not fucking. I’m in a wild space.” 

	“So? I’m getting spoiled. I don’t wanna sleep.”  

	“Is this our first argument?” 

	“No. More please,” Mercedes poked out her ass. 

	I went back to rubbing it. Mercedes was resting on her arms, enjoying it. My cock felt restricted, but I didn’t stop caressing her, “You’re fighting sleep.” 

	She blinked a few times, letting her lashes flutter. “I’m relaxing,” her voice was sensual. “Keep going. I want it.” 

	“Why are you pouting?” I finished my beer but didn’t stop touching her. “You’re not missing anything.” 

	Mercedes sighed, “I’ll miss you. I want sex.”  

	“Sadie, come here.” She tried ignoring me. I slapped her ass, “Don’t start that shit. Come here.” 

	Mercedes fussed a little, but she sat up. I fixed our position to let her straddle me. “Stop whining, Pouty Girl,” I gave her a kiss and then gently rubbed her back. Mercedes relaxed with her head on my shoulder, and just like that, her temper tantrum was over.

	 I kept our hug going while rubbing her back and hips. “We’re gonna try again. Are you ready for bed?” 

	She answered right away, “Yes. I’m so sleepy.” 

	I kissed her forehead, “I know. I’ll carry you.” 

	Mercedes gave in by softly kissing my neck. Sleeping with her was gonna have me damn spoiled. 

	I left the couch, and it didn’t take much to support her weight. Mercedes anchored her legs. I gripped her ass but didn’t stop rubbing her back. She cooed all the way to her room. Mercedes was half-asleep when I gently lowered her onto the pillows. She snuggled in, “Stay please.” 

	“I’m gonna straighten things out on my end,” I went back to the living room, not wanting to leave the beer bottle. I rinsed it to put in her little recycle bin. Water was grabbed from the fridge. I fixed the cushions, picked up our phones, and turned off lights on my way past.

	Mercedes was in bed, hugging a pillow. I took in everything about her. She sighed and her lush pout trembled. Morning came with light touching her soft skin and turning it deep brown. Damn, my girl was beautiful. 

	I ditched our phones to close the curtains. They were blackout ones like mine. Light was limited again, but I rounded the bed without making a sound. Mercedes was still comfortable, and I would’ve stripped down to my bare ass if this wasn’t our first time sleeping together.

	Getting Mercedes situated was tricky. She released a delicate little sigh while pressing her ass against me. One kiss was all she needed. “Don’t leave without waking me.” 

	I kissed her shoulder, “I won’t. Goodnight Sadie.” 

	She whispered, “Goodnight Duncan.” 

	I stayed awake after the rising sun. Thinking about us, and what we were gonna be, but her bed was too damn comfortable. I cuddled with Sadie, wanting her to have the sweetest dreams. My eyes closed, and we slept. 

	 

	


	 

	Tangled Kisses      


	 

	

	 

	 

	Mercedes   

	 

	Sharing my personal space wasn’t an everyday thing, but being with Duncan was comfort on a different level. Amber and Moss with Fruity undertones. I sighed. Duncan still smelled like Spring morning. He was half-asleep and caressing my thigh. A sexy yawn happened.

	Duncan wanted to know what was wrong. Aww, he was caring about my feelings. Duncan moved again, and I arched to get caged in. “Oh yes, cuddle me,” I kept my ass against him, “You feel so good. How did you sleep?” 

	He kissed my neck, “Good. Stay with me.” 

	“I need to use the bathroom and get my phone.” 

	“It’s on your side with water.” 

	A glance confirmed it. “Thanks. I like water when I wake up too,” my words ended in soft coos because Duncan was still kissing my neck. He liked cuddling, and I wanted to enjoy him. A few sips of water, and I was in slides and hurrying to the bathroom. 

	Our morning went well, but I didn’t want to keep Duncan from handling his business. A toothbrush pack was in my waste bin. Okay, check him out. 

	I freshened up. My plan was to get a shirt and panties, but Duncan was looking good, lying in bed, sipping water, and checking his phone. The sheet twisted around his waist. He glanced in my direction, and I forgot everything but him. His eyes locked on mine and then went down to my hands, clutching the towel. “Sadie, come here.” 

	Duncan wasn’t into repeating himself. I went to him, rambling, “I was fussing earlier, but you were right.” 

	He set aside his phone, “About what?” 

	“You said we should wait,” my breathing hitched when Duncan relaxed on the pillows. The sheet slid lower, and I was hoping it would show more of him. 

	He rocked his leg. “I didn’t want our first time to be trash. I slept good though.” Duncan motioned for me. 

	I wasn’t rejecting him. I couldn’t, not after wanting him all this time. I eased closer, still clutching the towel. “I was being awful this morning. I’m sorry.” 

	“It’s cool. I don’t mind spoiling you,” Duncan pulled the bedsheet. He was wearing boxer briefs, and every hard inch was for my eyes only. I bit my lip at imagining all the positions we could have sex in.

	 “Sadie, you don’t need the towel.”  

	“Okay, but I don’t wanna be cold.” It was the truth, but my horny ass didn’t want to come off as needy either. 

	I tossed the towel, and his stare sent heat zipping down my spine. My thighs were tingling, but I relaxed on him with my mouth pressed against his neck. Duncan used the sheet. It felt cool and then his warm skin balanced everything out. I released a long sigh, “My goodness.” 

	“I like making you feel good,” He kissed my neck and started rubbing my ass. “Do you want to talk?”  

	“Yes. You were right to say we should hold off on sex, but I keep up with my health consistently.” 

	“Same. Do you want to read my results?”

	I sighed, “Yes, please. I know it’s not sexy.” 

	“This is very sexy,” Duncan kissed my shoulder and groaned. “Your skin is so soft, damn, I’m sleeping with you more.” He flexed and his dick was a hard ridge. Duncan gripped my ass. My clit rubbed his erection when he reached for his phone. 

	Oh, Duncan was gonna be so good. 

	He kept taking his time. It felt like foreplay. New sensations happened. I was really into him. Duncan liked it too, but he relaxed to tap his phone. I read through it, “Nice. This was three weeks ago. Did you have sex since?”  

	“No. It was best to get everything in order.” 

	I dropped his phone to pull him into a naughty kiss. Duncan groaned, but I kept doing my thing. His chest was heaving. Our kiss sent little shocks through me. I had to relax again. “Kissing is so emotional with you,” I took a shaky breath, “I’m not used to feeling like this.”  

	Duncan kept being affectionate, “I’m yours. I’m serious about wanting you. Say if it can’t happen.”

	I met his gaze, “You said it wasn’t a problem with work. I want whatever you have in mind.” 

	Duncan looked surprised, “Yeah?” 

	“Yeah,” I teased him. “I’m still crushing on you, now, I’m spoiled. You can’t have me feeling good and then go on about your life. I’m not having it.” 

	Duncan didn’t say what he was feeling. Our position changed, and I was tucked under him, cozy and ready.

	It wasn’t foreplay because Duncan moved to get my phone. I had the good sense not to argue. He came back, and I was cuddled under him again. 

	Duncan kissed my forehead, “Am I holding it?” 

	“Your dick? No way. I’ll hold it.” 

	He laughed, “I’m talking about your phone.” 

	“Oh. I’ll get it,” I caressed his chest, wanting to touch every toned muscle, “I’m gonna get a quick feel.” 

	“Do it your way,” Duncan relaxed with a pillow tucked under his head. 

	We spent time on touch. Affection was a given, but I would definitely want it all the time with Duncan. He was so much fun. Duncan held my attention for a good while. 

	I finally offered my phone, “All my recent tests.”  

	 Duncan silently checked, “You have dates and all.” 

	“Yeah, you can read the series,” I stopped there, not wanting to jinx it by saying I was completely healthy. 

	Duncan took his time. I was fine with lying on him. He tapped my phone. “I’m still looking.” 

	“No rush. I was doing too much earlier. I’m the reason it’s taking so long.” 

	“You’re not,” Duncan stopped talking to finish reading, “You tested twice, ten days apart.” 

	“I hooked up with somebody. It was safe sex, but I found out he was into something shady. I didn’t know what else he lied about, so I did my yearly checkup early. I was also seeing another guy. Early mornings here and there. My side felt tender after being with him. It wasn’t normal soreness, so I tested again to rule out anything sexually related. It was a sign to fall back for a bit. I’m feeling much better.” 

	“Glad to hear it,” Duncan put aside the phone. “What do you want?” 

	I pulled him close, “You. We can take it slow.” 

	“Nah, you were right,” Duncan left the bed. 

	I flopped on the pillows, knowing I couldn’t stop him. “What was I right about? Why are you leaving?”

	“Why would I leave?” Duncan crossed the room to the window. “I’m opening the curtains. Your bed is in a good spot. No one can look in. I wanna see you, Sadie.” 

	Duncan opened the curtains. He was a natural blond and even his eyelashes sparked gold in the light. Duncan had a sexy little smile, “You were right about not wanting to wait. We’ll fuck however you want.” 

	Duncan was saying it was all on me. My legs slowly opened. I relaxed to show all my treasures. Duncan didn’t waste time. We were in bed, tangled in kisses. My leg was cuffed with his hard erection against my clit. 

	Another powerful kiss sent my emotions reeling. We were forgetting something, so I broke our kiss. Duncan was still wanting me. He gripped my ass, but I didn’t give in. “Wait. We need a condom.” 

	“I have two,” Duncan gently kissed my shoulder. “We’re not fucking raw. Are you nervous?”

	“A little,” I pulled him close. “It’s not you. It’s for different reasons. I want you to enjoy this.” 

	Duncan kissed my rambles away. I usually had a nice balance between thoughts and feelings, but my guard was down with him. Duncan didn’t take advantage. He gently upped the intensity until I wanted him in the worst way. “You’re teasing me,” I sighed, “Kiss wherever you want.” 

	Duncan started kissing and caressing everywhere. Moans happened when he started in on my pussy. First off, I never had a man silently put in work. They wanted to bargain or try to position us in a sixty-nine. I had one guy push my head lower. His ignorant ass. He didn’t get his dick sucked, and I didn’t get off either. 

	Now, Duncan was putting everybody to shame. He nipped my clit. I gripped his hair, but he didn’t stop rubbing his mouth across my pussy. Getting off was a given. Duncan didn’t disappoint. He used his tongue in the best ways. My pussy was completely adored, and I was his, but Duncan took his time, kissing it and teasing. 

	Emotional, mental, and physical attraction. I never got all three. This was new. It was too soon to tell. Right? No more questioning it, only feelings. He’s so great. Damn.

	My breathing was getting crazy, and I wasn’t even doing anything. My hips lifted. Duncan groaned, but he was dedicated to licking my pussy. I couldn’t stop whimpering, and my legs were a trembling mess. Giving oral was a skill for him, so holding out wasn’t working for me. 

	Duncan went about his business like he ate pussy all the time. Sharing wasn’t happening. Jealousy twisted in my lust-filled haze, and sensations kept crashing into me.

	Ecstasy highs were a good thing. Spiraling down wasn’t. Duncan kept gently teasing my pussy. I was enjoying it, but his sex-crazed look had my thighs trembling. 

	Duncan gave my pussy another long lick. My back arched, and my entire body was shaking out of control.

	


	 

	Dream Boyfriend      


	 

	

	 

	 

	Mercedes   

	 

	My emotions were overwhelming. I sobbed and whined. Duncan stopped eating my pussy, and I was pulled into his arms. My world was spinning, but he was still giving all his affection. I was loving it and trying to be careful.

	Confusion happened. What? No wet spots. My bed was still dry. I gave Duncan a wide-eyed look. He relaxed on the pillows, “I couldn’t help it. Your pussy is good.” 

	 “You’re only doing this with me.” 

	He teased me. “What? Sadie, say it.”   

	“Okay, you’ll only be tasting my pussy. Yeah, I’m making demands because your tongue play is insane.”  

	“That works. I’ll get to know every inch of you.” 

	“Please do. I need it so much,” I wanted his kisses. Duncan went back to being gentle, and I wanted whatever we were doing next. He already set the tone. No rushing. I took my time, wanting to know him in every way possible.

	More foreplay was happening, and to his credit, Duncan was solid muscle and looked all kinds of good.

	Earlier, I was being polite. A quick feel happened, but I didn’t touch all the places I should’ve. Now, my hands traced down his length and around his thick shaft.

	Were my fingers touching? No. 

	“You’re thick. Oh damn, I’m breaking up with you if you’re past ten inches.” 

	Duncan chuckled, “Do I get a say?” 

	“No. I know my limits. I will tap right on out. My pussy won’t be looking like a canoe, that’s all I know.” 

	Duncan had a full-on laugh from his chest to his tight belly. He could keep laughing, but I was so serious about being friends if he was too big. 

	Jerking him off would be nothing but an insult, and I wouldn’t be disrespecting him by only letting him eat my pussy. Duncan wanted all of me, and I wanted to be his sex kitten, but I had real-life issues. 

	“What’s wrong?” Duncan noticed the change. “Sadie, talk to me.” His calm demand meant he wasn’t arguing about it, and I wouldn’t be ignoring him either. 

	I took a shaky breath, “Okay, I’m checking.”  

	“Do you want help?” 

	“I can do it,” I said, wanting to sound braver than I felt. Now, I didn’t expect Duncan to be small by any means, but his length and thickness were enough to nervously pull on his boxer briefs. Duncan’s dick hit his abs. The slapping sound was a sign my ass was gonna be in trouble.

	Duncan’s gaze was on me. I sighed, “You and your sexy looks. We’re naked, and I’m still so comfortable with you.”  

	“You didn’t like being with them because you’re mine. We’re gonna be good together. You don’t need to worry.” 

	“I am worried. You feel so big,” I admitted. “I’m scared to look right now. Duncan you’re like a sexy dream.” 

	“I don’t want to be in your dreams,” Duncan sulked, “You said I couldn’t have you feeling good and then go on about my life. I’m not. I wanna be your boyfriend.” 

	“Are you pouting?” My question was rhetorical because he was, and it was way cute. I gave Duncan sweet kisses. “I’m sorry. You should get what you want too.”  

	Duncan was still quiet. I couldn’t tell if he was mad or not. It was worth asking. “Do you feel better?” 

	“I don’t know. Say why you’re breaking up with me.” 

	“For one, you have a big dick.”

	“I didn’t know it would be a problem.” 

	I sighed, “It’s not you. I’m kind of sensitive to pressure. I’m trying to fix it a little for you.” 

	“Don’t. Is sex painful for you?” 

	“It can be at certain times. My body likes doing its own thing. I’m being kind to it because I have something called Endometriosis. It’s not contagious, so don’t freak out.” 

	“I won’t. Why would things change?” 

	“You went down on me, and my pussy was pressed against you this entire time.” 

	“I know. I like it,” Duncan caressed my hip and rested on his elbow. “I know what Endometriosis is. My sister and her husband were trying to have kids. She has it.” 

	“Aww, okay. How is she doing? Are they still trying?”

	“They’re making it happen. She’s on her second kid.” 

	I couldn’t stop smiling, “Aww, I’m glad to hear it. Their story gives me hope.”

	“Did your doctor say you’ll have problems?” 

	“No, I don’t even know if I want children, but it’ll be good to know if I can,” I sighed again. “It sounds selfish.” 

	“It makes sense. You want a choice.” 

	“Yes, time won’t be kind. My condition could get worse if tissue keeps growing where it shouldn’t.”  

	“Right. I’ll go to your appointments. Say when.”  

	“Can you be more amazing?” I tenderly kissed him, “Seriously, this was a lot to unpack, but you came up with a way to make it work. All calm and cool.” 

	“I’m being supportive. I want to make sure you’re okay,” Duncan’s honesty touched my heart. I was still tingling all over, and his gaze felt like a deep caress. 

	“You don’t have to be in my dreams,” I gave him the sweetest kiss. “I have you in real life.” 

	“You do. I’m yours. Can I have more kisses?” 

	 

	


	 

	Falsetto      


	 

	

	 

	 

	Mercedes   

	 

	Duncan didn’t have to ask again. I gave him feisty kisses and pulled his boxer briefs. He released the sexiest groan, ditching them. I wasn’t shy about caressing his thick width and length. Myths about white men weren’t true. 

	Duncan was close to my limit. He confirmed with a growl, “I’m worked up. Back off.” Duncan’s breathing was ragged. He relaxed with his arm across his face. 

	“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to jerk you off. Are you okay?”

	“No,” Duncan reached for me. He was being so gentle. We kissed again, and I upped my game. Duncan ripped his mouth away. Intimate kissing could change a situation when it was done right. Duncan’s cursing was proof of it.

	“You stopped twice. I feel like you’re mad.” 

	“I’m trying to ease into this with you,” he cursed more, “It’s not working. We should fuck another time.”   

	“Oh hell no. You’re not leaving without being satisfied.”

	Duncan’s heated look was a warning. He flexed, and I bit my lip, “I want you too. I’m used to having sex.” 

	Duncan didn’t like my saying so. “Yeah, I know you had sex before, but that shit with whoever is over.”

	“I’m only with you. We can try. Keep being gentle.” 

	“Okay, we’re stopping if you’re in pain.” Duncan groaned, “We’re gonna break up. This is fucking bullshit.”

	I quickly cuddled with him, careful to avoid his large package. “I’m feeling good, and I’m so horny for you.”  

	Duncan liked how it was all going. He released a sexy little sigh. I kissed his neck, “We’ll stop if it’s too much. That’s fair. I’ll be honest. Please, I want you.” 
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