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They are right, those who write books.

They are right to talk about the seven deadly sins and to include sloth among them.

Yes—sloth.

For me, everything began with that sin.

Intellectual laziness, to be precise.

The first time?

It was in ninth grade.

I was seventeen.

I had repeated the year.

My second term was seriously at risk, and I had barely scraped a 7/20 average in the first.

At the end of his English class—which bored me more than anything—the teacher held me back after the bell rang.

Alone in that classroom, cooled by a ceiling fan, he looked straight into my eyes and began to lecture me:

“Tell me, Miss Bell—are you carefully planning the best way to get expelled at the end of the year, or do you actually want to work and move up to the next grade? Don’t tell me you’re really that stupid!”

I said nothing.

I simply stood up.

I walked to the classroom door and closed it.

Then I came back toward him.

Sitting on the desk in the front row, right in front of him, I casually spread my legs, letting him glimpse my naked sex. As I slowly stroked my pubic hair, I replied:

“What were you saying, sir? I don’t quite understand.”

The man—a very handsome Greco-Congolese mixed-race teacher—turned bright red and began to stammer:

“But... what are you doing?”

I kept touching myself and winked at him.

That sealed a pact between us.

I let him lick my pussy every Wednesday afternoon after class.

Nothing more.

By the end of the year, I had a 15/20 annual average in English.

And yet today, I wouldn’t be able to properly ask for directions in Shakespeare’s language.
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I have caramel-colored skin that gleams beautifully.

Long black hair falls down my back—and it’s real.

No need for tricks on my head. And certainly none in my bra.

I don’t wear a Wonderbra to make my breasts look good.

I’m naturally well-endowed—an E-cup.

But when it comes to my ass, it’s a complete tragedy.

Flat as a crêpe pan.

Still, the Creator gave me hands and a mouth capable of performing miracles—believe me.

That’s how I’ve resurrected quite a few of my lovers’ dicks.

Born of a Franco-Cameroonian father and a mother from southeastern Gabon, I bite into life with gusto.

Gossipers will tell you I’m a slut.

Others will say I collect men the way some women collect handbags.

Ask me who I am?

I am Ebony Bell.

I’m twenty-eight, and life in Libreville...

Sorry, I have to leave you.

A very, very important call.

I have to answer.

My phone lights up: Charles, my current crush.

Let me answer, and maybe we’ll finish introductions later.

I say maybe, because with Charles it’s very sexual over the phone.

Every time, I have to strike a match and set the receiver on fire to satisfy him.

Especially during the day, when he feels the stress of being CEO of that big bank where he generously opened an account for me.

But that... is none of your business. You nosy people.

That’s it.

Charles got his fix.

With him, it’s strictly phone sex.

The moment he hears my voice, he loses all control.

I tell him all the highly erotic things I know.

He comes hard and thanks me.

That’s how it goes.

He tried once to take me, here at my place.

Total failure.

The moment I took his cock in my hands, the man collapsed screaming like a baby looking for his mother’s breast.

I didn’t understand.

But it was enough for him.

And as long as he gives me my money, I don’t care about the rest.

He barely knows how to kiss properly.

Every time he leaves after handing me my check, I think to myself that some women really must endure a lot in their marriages.

Anyway...

It’s 3 p.m. in Libreville.

It’s Tuesday.

I’m not going to class this afternoon.

There’s a teachers’ strike at the moment.

I’m still waiting for the right time to finally defend my law master’s thesis and say goodbye to university.

What? You’re wondering what I’m doing in law school?

Studying, of course!

Someone else writes my dissertations and presentations.

As for in-class exams, it only takes three generous professors and the job is done.

I’ll get that master’s degree and get the hell out of that faculty.
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