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Introduction



Succulent: Chocolate Flava II has been a labor of love. I would like to thank the contributors for their patience and for allowing me to share their talent with the world. Erotica has truly exploded over the past several years, particularly in the African-American market. I am pleased that the surge has occurred and will continue to try to give exposure to those who deserve to be read in this genre. The pleasure that I derive from being able to give others the opportunity to shine is indescribable. It is an honor to do so and I appreciate all of those who may have submitted something but did not get selected. There will be many more anthologies to come.

The success of the first Chocolate Flava surprised even me. It surpassed all sales expectations, as did Caramel Flava. It is my hope that you will enjoy this volume as well, because a growth has occurred. Many of my readers have expressed that Chocolate Flava was one of their favorite books. This will surely also become a favorite; it is definitely one of mine.

In my determination to shed the world of sexual oppression and repression, I am delighted to announce that Zane’s Sex Chronicles will premiere on Cinemax in April 2008. It has been such a marvelous journey and I am looking forward to the next leg: television and film. Addicted will be in theaters in 2008 and I want to thank all of you in advance for your support of both efforts.

I do need everyone to do me a tremendous favor. No book, no movie, and no television show can truly succeed if people do not know it exists. Word of mouth is essential and I need all of you to ask everyone that you know to join my email list by sending a blank email to Eroticanoir-subscribe@topica.com. I want a million people on my email list; no, millions of people. For that, I need your help. Please spread the message to everyone you know. I would be deeply grateful for it.

With that said, I want each and every one of you to realize that you are truly loved and appreciated by me. I hope that you enjoy Succulent, which could have been called Suck-U-Length because a lot of that is going on in here. Also, please look for four select stories from The Sex Chronicles: Shattering the Myth on audio. They are hot! You can purchase them as an audio download online.

Remember to love hard but fuck even harder!

Blessings,

Zane
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The Quiet Room

Michelle J. Robinson




Patrice wasn’t sure which throbbing she wanted to quiet more—the throbbing between her legs or the throbbing in her head. For two consecutive weeks now she had awakened with a vicious headache, which today had progressed in severity. Yet, despite the pounding in her head, she still got jittery between the legs watching that tall, dark, delicious man pass her desk. His name was Trevor and his ass looked like it was built from stone. Every time she saw his bald head she thought of how much she’d like to shine it with her own “special” lotion. Just as she was daydreaming about rubbing her thick, swollen pussy lips all over his face and head, she realized he was speaking.

“Good morning, Patrice.”

“Good…good morning, Trevor,” she stuttered.

“Hot enough for you?”

Patrice wanted to say, “Hot as a goddamned furnace—wanna blow it for me?”

Instead she said, “A little too hot,” and left it at that.

“Well, try to stay cool and let me know if you need a fan or something. I believe we have some extras in the storage room.”

Trevor was the firm’s facilities manager and it was his job to make sure that their office ran like a well-oiled machine and that the partners, attorneys, and staff were comfortable.

Her mind running on overtime, Patrice thought some more about his “well-oiled machine” and how much she’d like to grease it; that is, before reminding herself she was married.

Trevor hesitated a moment, as if he wanted to continue the conversation, but instead wished her a pleasant day and continued walking.

Trevor couldn’t help but notice feminine, felinelike Patrice. Her slanted eyes and agile body reminded him of a jungle cat that, when tamed, purred like a kitty cat. Years ago they had a phrase for women built like Patrice—a brick shithouse—and that she was; standing approximately 5'5", Patrice wasn’t a big woman, but those 38Ds, those shapely legs, that tiny waist and round ass, meant she seldom went unnoticed; especially not by Trevor. He often visualized the stunning contrast of his dark chocolate complexion against her light chocolate form.

The stress at home was clearly beginning to get to Patrice, and this morning’s headache made it impossible for her to function at the most basic of levels. Since leaving work and going home was definitely not an option, she decided she would use her lunch hour to get it together.

She had heard that there was a room in the office called the Quiet Room where you could go to nurse an illness or maybe even catch up on a little sleep if need be. As long as the room wasn’t occupied, it was on a first-come, first-serve basis. The key was kept at the receptionist’s desk, so Patrice went to retrieve it, hoping that no one else had.

“Hi, Gladys,” Patrice offered with a smile.

The receptionist at Perkins & Brightmon was a haggard old crone with a disposition to match. Patrice thought her face would crack, trying to play nice with the old bitch, but she hadn’t maintained her station in the corporate sector without her fair share of sacrifices.

“Is there a key to the Quiet Room here?” Patrice asked.

“Of course it’s here. Where else would it be?” Gladys answered snidely. “Sign the book and take the key that’s in the pocket. If the key is there, then it means the room is free.”

Patrice signed the book that Gladys motioned to and took the gold key from the binder pocket. There was a spot for IN and OUT. She signed her name and jotted 1:00 p.m. in the IN box. As she walked away, she realized she had no idea where the Quiet Room even was.

“Oh,” she uttered, not really wanting to ask the old woman anything further. “Where is the room?”

“Go through the double doors; it’s the second door on the right.”

Patrice found the room with little difficulty, stuck the key in the lock, and opened it. She walked in and surveyed her surroundings: beige walls, a brown leather chaise with a blanket and pillow, a small cherrywood side table, on which there was a silver lamp with a white shade. Next to the lamp was also a first aid kit. She opened it, seeking anything that might get rid of her horrible headache. Nothing.

It occurred to Patrice that the only thing she probably needed was a short rest. Things had gotten so unbearable at home, and dealing every night with someone you despised could definitely be a contributing factor to consistent headaches. As much as she hated screwing her pot-smoking, nonworking, lazy-ass husband, Patrice was as horny as a fucking rabbit. She had taken to masturbating at every opportunity. Although she was horny—headache and all—she knew that this was neither the time nor the place for satisfying her basic desires. However, there were often things even your own mind couldn’t control.

Surprisingly she drifted off to sleep almost immediately after lounging on the chaise and pulling the heavy gray wool blanket up to her chin. It didn’t take long for her dreams to take hold.

“Drink it!”

“Drink every last bit of it!”

“Mine tastes just like vanilla milkshake, baby.”

“Here it fucking comes. Open your mouth wide…wider!”

“Ahhhh.”

She sat outside at an ordinary sidewalk café in Paris, except, instead of being clothed in her usual fashionable best, she was completely naked, without even a pair of panties. And as she sat sipping a thick white liquid from a long-stemmed champagne flute, at least a dozen men of various colors and sizes stood circling her, their dicks in their hands, jerking feverishly. One, a tall, bald, chocolate, strapping brother with granite pecks and a cock that could bench-press a barbell, had maintained quite a rhythm, sliding his right hand up and down his burgeoning erection, allowing his pre-cum to lubricate his efforts. He aimed directly for Patrice’s mouth, hoping to make the money shot.

“Open wide, sugar. You’ve never tasted joy juice like this before,” he uttered breathlessly.

Patrice obeyed every word and kept her mouth as wide-open as was physically possible—anxiously awaiting her reward.

All sorts of men were in the circle, some were white, some Hispanic, some tall, others short. Some looked like they spent hours in the gym while others were of average physical condition. But none of that mattered one bit to Patrice. Her focus was on their dicks and the circle-jerk that they were all engaged in.

One short man with long, black, wavy hair, who appeared to be Mexican, gripped his café-au-lait cock so tightly she was sure the strangled look on his face wasn’t passion, but pain.

“Fffuckkkk!” he groaned as he blasted Patrice’s swollen, ample globes with his sweet, sticky offering.

She ran her index finger over her breasts and retrieved a dollop of cum. The paltry appetizer only left her more famished than before, and she lifted her left breast and began devouring what was left with her own mouth, enthusiastically lapping at her now rigid nipple with her tongue, nibbling and biting until her nipple was raw and her pussy sopping wet.

While others aimed for the long-stemmed flute she was holding, still others seemed intent on splattering her pert, erect nipples with their cum, as she waited for each of them to explode one by one. Her dark chocolate man of steel appeared to be close to detonation, so Patrice removed her lips from her breast and opened up as wide as her mouth would stretch.

“Here it comes, sugar!” he bellowed.

His aim had a perfect landing directly inside Patrice’s eagerly awaiting mouth.

“Drink it all!” he bellowed. “Don’t waste a fucking drop. You never tasted nectar like that, baby. Never!”

As Patrice reached out in an attempt to milk Man of Steel’s cock of any remaining cum, it was as though an invisible barrier kept them from touching. This game had rules. She could watch them hand-fuck themselves and they could spew their lava at Patrice, but she couldn’t touch them, nor them her.

However, Patrice enjoyed acting as “orchestra leader.” She pretended she was the leader, conducting the orchestra and the multitude of dicks stretched out before her, the instruments. As she barked instructions, she reveled in the overwhelming feeling of control.

“Faster, faster,” she called out to a tall white man with a long dick that curved ever so slightly to the right. Patrice wondered what that curved cock would feel like bouncing off the walls of her cunt. As quickly as she noticed this arched appendage and began fantasizing about what wonderful things it could do for her G-spot, she was distracted by a dick of modest length with more than impressive width. This display brought new meaning to the words beating his meat. The sight of his large, masculine hands wrapped around what could easily have been a tasty slab of beef made Patrice hungry beyond words. When his sudden forceful jet began gushing toward her, Patrice graduated from plain old hungry to ravenous. The crescendo of cum sputtering and spurting forth was her rewarding melody, but she needed more.

Suddenly her pussy began to feel painfully neglected, and Patrice threw her left leg over the arm of the silver chair she was sitting in. She played with her protruding button of bliss. The hard metal against her pliable flesh only made her hotter. Her pussy was starving for one of these dicks to fill her up to the hilt; maybe even two or three. After all, she did have three holes to accommodate.

To her right, a 6'9" Schwarzenegger look-alike, with the most beautiful chiseled jawline, cleft chin, and olive-colored skin, intermittently slid his hand slowly up and down his adequately sized cock, taking turns jerking himself off and slapping his cock against the flat of his left hand. It seemed as though each time he slapped his cock against his hand, he swelled to cum-inspiring proportions, causing Patrice to finger-fuck herself with mounting enthusiasm. He slapped, and she plunged first one, then two, then three of her fingers deep inside her pussy, flicking at her clit with her thumb and causing a rush of juices to flood the hard, cold metal chair she was now glued to. The suctioning noises of several hands wrapped around several cocks and the assortment of masculine grunts and groans that formerly filled the area of the café were now drowned out by Patrice’s moans and the slapping of one rapidly swelling dick against one open hand. However, the slapping sound suddenly changed to more of a knocking sound. Patrice assumed the heavy weight of his ever-expanding cock had caused the shift in timbre, yet the sound increased in such severity it was almost deafening. That’s when she awoke.

Outside the locked door of the Quiet Room, someone was urgently knocking.

“Are you okay?” came the call.

“Oh, shit!” Patrice muttered to herself.

As she removed her slippery hands from her panties, she realized where she was and what she had been doing. The room reeked of pussy, and she had probably done the same thing she did when she was at home. Although she made every effort to avoid any possibilities of fucking her deadbeat husband, including making the guest bedroom her own room, she would often have an especially nasty dream and he would hear her moaning. She would find him standing over her in the middle of the night, hard as a baseball bat and wanting to fuck her with a fierceness. She would inevitably be pissed with herself for moaning in her sleep, and she now realized that is probably what had happened there in the Quiet Room.

She rose from the chaise, adjusted her clothing, and sprayed a little of her Chanel No. 5 into the air, hoping to camouflage the lingering scent of sex. Then, she opened the door, pretending to be half asleep.

It was Trevor.

“Are you okay? I thought I heard someone crying,” he lied.

Trevor, more than anyone else, knew the telltale sounds of passion—and the scent of it. The smell in the room confirmed his suspicions. He had long been attracted to Patrice, but had heard that she was married. He was never one to interfere with a marriage, but the murmurs he had heard from outside the office had made his dick so hard he wanted to throw her down on that chair in the middle of the day and fuck her until she spoke in tongues. However, if he did that, it would probably be the last thing he ever did at Perkins & Brightmon; not that he hadn’t had his fair share of quickies in the infamous Quiet Room. Those were reserved for off-hours, when he was relatively sure no one would be in the office. It did occur to him that he had one damn good perk working as Perkins & Brightmon’s facilities manager. Ensconced in his office was something only a relatively few people at the firm were aware of. One of his responsibilities as facilities manager was to observe what was going on in the firm—who was stealing, staff comings and goings. To facilitate that responsibility, cameras were strategically placed in various sectors of the office. One of those sectors was the Quiet Room.

No one ever asked to see the tapes, unless something was stolen or someone was hurt (which never happened), so Trevor often satisfied his lustful urges by watching tapes of the infamous Quiet Room. If his boss only knew what went on in there, that room would probably have been shut down a long time ago. The carnal delights that were satisfied after hours between attorneys and secretaries, janitors and partners, would have made media history if he ever published those tapes. But for now, none of those couplings interested him. All he wanted to see was that beautiful little kitty Patrice in action. He always thought she moved liked a feline, but outside that door, listening to her purr reinforced his perceptions. He would wait until everyone left for the day, shut his door, and watch Patrice pleasuring herself while he privately did the same.

By 8:30 p.m. everyone in the firm had left for the evening. Patrice was terribly embarrassed and sure that Trevor knew what she had been doing earlier that afternoon. She wanted to talk to him, but didn’t want to do it during the day while everyone was there. Besides which, she had been so busy working all day that she couldn’t have gotten a free moment if she wanted. She decided she would wait it out and find her way to his office when she was sure everyone had left—everyone except Trevor. Around 8:45, Patrice took a walk around the floor and saw the light on in Trevor’s office. She was sure she hadn’t seen him leave, so she decided to knock on the door. This time she was the one who heard the telltale evidence of passion. Before she lost her nerve, she opened the door to his office only to find Trevor, dick in hand, looking at one of his many monitors.

“Why don’t you let me do that for you?” she asked huskily.

Trevor, shocked and surprised, fumbled, suddenly realizing he hadn’t locked the door and what a stupid chance he had taken. However, he quickly recovered when he realized what she had said.

“Oh, kitty, please do,” he responded.

Patrice crossed the office to his side of the desk and was surprised to find, instead of the downloaded porn she thought he was watching, that he was indeed watching her. It was mesmerizing, watching herself fuck her pussy the way she was doing—in her sleep. No wonder her husband would stand over her in the middle of the night, desperate to slide his pole inside. He had probably watched her many a night without her knowing the show she was putting on for him.

“Kitty, is your pussy still as wet as it was earlier today? Can I taste it?”

Trevor knocked everything off his desk, except for the two monitors, and grabbed Patrice up in his arms, setting her down on the desk. He pulled down her already saturated panties, spread open her legs, and began lapping away at her pussy with such zeal that Patrice was squirming and squealing within minutes. With the flat of his tongue Trevor assaulted her pussy with such a lashing that her legs turned to jelly. He then probed ever so deeply inside her dripping wet pussy with his pointed tongue, tongue-fucking her cunt until her eyes rolled up into her head. He found her throbbing, erect clit and tortured her sweetly with licks and nibbles that sent electric charges throughout her entire body. Kneeling down on the floor, feasting on this syrupy pussy, Trevor’s dick dripped pre-cum in anticipation of Patrice’s walls capturing his cock and holding tight, while he thrust himself deeper and deeper inside her. He raised himself from the floor, eager to share Patrice’s tasty delights with her.

“Oh, fuck! You make me feel so good! Make me feel good, Trevor. Please make me feel good! I want your cock buried deep inside of me. Oh, please, please!” she pleaded.

He smothered her pleas with his mouth. He took Patrice’s face into his hands, gazed into her eyes, and kissed her so urgently, Patrice could think of nothing else but how good he made her feel. He explored her mouth with his tongue, not wanting her to miss an inch of her exquisite taste. She tasted like heaven on earth.

Trevor lay on top of her on the desk, his head in her breasts, licking them, tasting remnants of mother’s milk lacing them. Suddenly he was reminded that less than a year ago the office had thrown Patrice a baby shower. His dick, hard between her legs, wouldn’t permit him a conscience. All he could think of was the heat radiating from her pussy. He held fast to the desk above both their heads and plunged his stiff, throbbing, anxiously awaiting dick inside her, afraid to move; the sensation was so euphoric he was sure if he moved even an inch, it would be over long before it started. He rested himself there; that is, until Patrice began to gyrate rhythmically against him with her pelvis, grinding him ever deeper inside her pussy. Even from her spot on the desk, she couldn’t control the urge to feel his dick up to the hilt of her pussy. She gazed into his dark, sexy eyes and increased the speed at which she circled his dick with her pussy. Then, something happened that had never, ever happened to Trevor in his entire life. He had had his fair share of pussy, but nothing could prepare him for the earth-shattering orgasm unchartered territory provides. As Trevor continued fucking Patrice relentlessly, she began scooting farther and farther back on the desk so that her back was bent over the desk and her head was hanging down. Her back bent so far back Trevor was afraid he might hurt her, yet the two lovers couldn’t stop, even if they wanted to. It was now out of their control.

Patrice began a sexual chant that engorged Trevor’s cock even more, then suddenly the combination of unveiled passion and nature caused Patrice to discharge mother’s milk from her breasts so quickly and with such force and intensity it was as though her breasts were cumming, only turning Trevor on all the more. He gripped her with all his might, raising her along with him from the desk and backing her up against the nearest wall, devouring her breasts, biting at her crimson nipples, feeling them grow inside his mouth, poking insistently with his tongue, as he tried in earnest to extract even more of her sweet nectar, burying his head in the feminine curve of her neck to muffle his moans before they escaped from his throat. He repeated over and over, “Purr for me, sweet kitty. Purr for me, just the way you did for yourself.”









Playas of a Greater Game

Anthony Beal




He made it so easy most days that in fleeting spaces between the passage of seconds Rosalind could almost pity her lover, Lord Eryq of the shaven head, the brow perpetually scowling on the best of days beneath the weight of the unenlightened world, God bless his warrior’s heart. Let heaven help any woman so foolhardy as to risk seeking to love him on any day other than the best, for Shakespeare never penned tragedy like that which would ensue and had on more occasions than he’d ever admit. Your typical angry young African-American male, Lord Eryq was not, however, and few implications stood capable of drawing forth resentment as magma-hot or as voluminous as did that one. “Typical,” indeed! He was not scornful, he was merely a thinker thinking, because that’s what thinkers do, thank you kindly. Perhaps he did devote an inordinate amount of time to pondering life’s many injustices and humankind’s myriad shortcomings, but that was a problem of which he stood fully aware, and it was all his, not yours. Not unless you wanted to make something out of it.

And he hoped you wanted to make something out of it.

Before their relationship had aged a fortnight, Rosalind had successfully learned not only the rules of engagement, but also the best conditions under which to abide by or flout them, coordinating her actions with these right down to the temperature or time of day or part of the city in which they found themselves. Here, a wink of her impossibly blue eye at a restaurant wine steward as he refills her flute without being asked. There, a kiss of greeting applied haphazardly close to the lips of a long-missed male friend who’s known her since the two of them were young enough to share a bathtub at her parents’ home without impropriety. Here again, a smile allowed to linger on her face for a second too long at a coffeehouse barista’s innocent flirtation; textbook flirtation bestowed upon all female customers alike in hopes of encouraging nothing so much as generous tips. Rare was the day that Rosalind’s manipulation of these ostensibly innocuous seedlings of social grace failed to germinate. More often than not, they bore poisonous and irresistible fruit of the sort that would quickly become Rosalind’s addiction; the sort that invariably placed her Eryq at physical odds with the various objects of attentions she contrived for precisely that purpose. His temper, the archetypal gift that keeps on giving, always paid her handsomely for her efforts.

Nights like tonight tended to place Rosalind’s sympathies with the unsuspecting lambs to whom the slightest extension of her favor deemed superfluous in Eryq’s eyes embodied criminality damning and dangerous. Rosalind might never know whether it was by blind luck or by Eryq’s stubbornness that the altar of his ire always came to collect the sheep, but never their shepherdess. A thing of which she did feel certain, though, was that she would go on leading the unassuming to ultimate sacrifice upon that altar for as long as that scythe that her lover carried in his mouth remained sharp.

“Fool, I’m talking to you! I said, ‘Do you have a problem?’” Eryq demanded, proving for all time that the grandeur of her art and artifice lay in consistently steering them, her and Eryq, to public locales populated by men as ready and able as oiled honing stones against which to grind him. The light-skinned brother dining alone at an adjacent table on the outdoor terrace of Eryq’s favorite chophouse, the brother with the cleft chin and eyes as green as limes, appeared to be such a stone.

Those eyes as green as limes retrieved the gauntlet, the one that Eryq’s glare had cast down between them, without flinching. He appeared to have no idea what new and unspoiled worlds of spilled blood and shattered dinnerware had been promised to him the instant he’d returned the surreptitious smile that Rosalind had made such an unsubtle point of delivering to him over Eryq’s shoulder.

“Did I say anything to you that suggested that I had a problem?” Rosalind’s lime-eyed sacrifice asked Eryq, looking by turns amused and disinterested in a way that Rosalind knew would only fuel Eryq’s anger.

Eryq shoved his chair back, away from their table. Then things began rapidly happening as the lime-eyed brother’s chair lost a leg to Eryq’s temper. As table linen got dragged to the floor, toppling plates, saucers, and filled glassware over the table’s edge and into oblivion against hardwood floors. As the tip of Eryq’s boot introduced itself to the fragile ribs of a stranger. As fists accustomed to this drill kissed that stranger upon both his cheeks. As the establishment’s manager phoned police. Then Eryq was hauling Rosalind up out of her seat, tossing enough cash onto their table to cover the cost of the meal that they’d not experience the luxury of finishing, and bounding purposefully out of the establishment with long, emphatic strides that left Rosalind the options of skipping to keep up with him or being dragged along the ground.

Seconds later, the rust-colored Pontiac that he’d probably never stop customizing tore out of the parking lot behind the chophouse with Rosalind at its wheel because Eryq was an angry driver on the best of days, and because Rosalind knew every conceivable shortcut back to his apartment.

Territorial, the lovemaking that spilled out of the car and into Eryq’s third-floor walk-up. Shedding clothes like serpent skins, their knot of grappling limbs and smacking lips found Eryq’s bedroom. In darkness, her teeth and fingertips stalked onto his body like armies storming an unclaimed continent. Rosalind’s eyes crossed in the dark as his kiss drew the air from her lungs. Feral, his clutch beneath which smoldered libidinous fires that threatened to sear its every sampling of Rosalind’s flesh.

Nothing Lord Eryq did ever left Rosalind feeling as deliriously wanton and powerful as she did immediately following a dustup between him and some unnamed flavor of the day with whom she’d chosen to innocently flirt. In that invariable instant that always found Eryq confronting the unfortunate, Rosalind was both girl and woman. She was goddesshood unbridled, undisputed, immortal omnipotence through whom flowed and to whose whims bent all the energies of the universe. She was an ebullient child at play, guiding two posturing puppets in circles about one another, choreographing their ritual dance to first blood, a ceremony that fed her evolution like nothing else.

Rosalind’s hands stole impressions of Eryq’s physique like lusting thieves. Her fingernails bit into his beefy shoulders. Sending his fingertips to swim amidst the curly sable sea of her hair, Eryq filled the windy, berry-painted O of her mouth with his tongue and discovered electricity in her kiss.

Lord Eryq’s gladiatorial spirit ran as rampant across her ivory nakedness as it had across the jaw of the lime-eyed brother at the chophouse. Rosalind lapped the aphrodisiac of his sweat from his every sinew as he stalked her most sensitive regions. Spreading spastic hues of coral and rose in anticipation of his mouth, she could do little but dance along with his tongue where it raved inside her, coaxing forth honey-sweet viscosity to glaze her inner thighs. Every shiver that he inspired was a village burned, every frenetic gasp a terrain surmounted. He slashed. She burned. And in truth, this was the way she liked it.

The truth, too, was that instances like this were the only times that Rosalind felt equipped to suffer his company, or to allow herself the briefest respite from loathing him.

But a deal was a deal.

 

“You and your white bitch need to learn some motherfuckin’ consideration for the rest of the people living in this building,” Eryq heard upon opening his apartment door to squint into the light of dawn. He no longer wondered on mornings like this how early his neighbor and onetime bedmate Celestine must have gotten out of bed in order to greet him at this hour, or how long she’d spent crouched beside her apartment door listening for the sound of him opening his door to retrieve his daily newspaper. It disgusted him sufficiently just to know that she had.

It served him right, and Eryq knew it did, that his every morning-after should begin with the crowing of the harpy next door. With him alone rested all fault for his having broken the first rule of the one-night stand: you never hook up with someone who lives close enough to you to track your every move. He would not seek to blame it on the general air of New Yorkers’ emotional and sexual neediness that had marked that first New Year’s Eve following 9/11, nor upon the fifth of Cutty Sark that he’d helped his partner Tulane demolish at the New Year’s party they’d all attended in those days before Rosalind, before the club to which he now belonged.

Because he’d heard her voice before realizing he’d heard it, Eryq’s reaction to the head stuck out of the next apartment door down the hall from his was not immediate. His brain had registered only the vaguest impressions of scowling espresso-dark features, of a black gauze headwrap, of words that seemed to lean, indicative of the speaker’s Caribbean lineage. Failing to get an initial rise out of him, she squawked a second time.

“I know you can hear me, simple-actin’ motherfucker. We sure as hell heard the two of y’all going at each other like motherfuckin’ savages. I got motherfuckin’ children over here. Little ones don’t need to be woke up in the middle of the damned night hearing that motherfuckin’ shit.”

“Those little ones whose delicate little ears you’re so concerned about,” Eryq replied, “you talk to them with the same mouth you’re using right now to talk to me?”

Blindsided by the question’s implication, then affronted by it, Celestine raged, “Nigga, fuck you. You and that nasty-ass club you belong to.” A rarity was the conversation between Eryq and Celestine that did not end on such a note.

“Go inside, Celestine,” Eryq sniffed. “If words like nigga and motherfucker represent the extent of your arsenal, then you’ll never defeat me in a war of words.”

He closed his apartment door and immediately forgot about Celestine.

 

Eryq could be an arrogant prick, and he knew it. Eryq could fuck like a god, and the devil was in him knowing this as well, and knowing that Rosalind knew it. Turning that arrogance on the general public and then racing home with him to reap the bedroom benefits of the resultant altercations was the best vehicle Rosalind had yet discovered for reconciling the two. It was also the most effective form of precoital masturbation she’d ever known. Nothing brought the heat like watching her lover fight for her as if she were a prize to be won, as if her orgasms were spoils of war to be earned upon battlefields of her covert choosing. Knowing this to be a fool’s fantasy, one more befitting a prepubescent, did nothing to diminish Rosalind’s arousal at the mere thought. Their time spent together was as much her indulgence as it was his victory lap, one to be savored in any and every manner she and her victorious warrior saw fit to choose. That was the game’s first, final, and only rule.

 

“So what do you tell people when they ask you about meeting men the way you met me?” Eryq asked her the following evening after lovemaking.

“Those who have to ask wouldn’t understand it,” she assured him. “Those evolved enough to grasp the concept aren’t blind. They know what this is. They know what we are.”

“All right, then. By your estimation, what are we?”

Rosalind grinned at him. “Sugar, any way you spin it, we’re playas. Of a greater game.”

“Eryq might be an asshole, but I cum hard every time,” she would later tell her husband by cell phone. “Behave and tonight I’ll let you hear us fuck.”

She kept her word. Eryq came without suspecting anything.

 

Every so often, his guilt overwhelmed him.

“Hello?” The cracked, listless female voice sounded smaller than Eryq had known it to be in the past.

“Hey, baby,” he said, hoping the term of affection sounded less strange to her ear than it felt leaving his tongue. The five months since their last face-to-face encounter might as well have been five decades for the awkwardness he felt now.

“Hey. What do you want?”

It was the one question to which Eryq had failed to rehearse a satisfactory answer. “I don’t know. I guess I just miss you a little.”

“We agreed not to speak.”

“I just…wanted to hear your voice for a minute,” he admitted, cursing his weakness.

“Well, time’s up. Good-bye, Eryq.”

“Ananya, wait, please? I have some things to say.” He’d anticipated that this conversation would not go easily. That hadn’t kept him from hoping it might.

“So do I. You knew what toll this arrangement would take on what we had. You knew what it would mean, but at the same time, you wanted what you wanted, and that’s always been the bottom line, hasn’t it? Do whatever it takes to satisfy your wants and needs and damn the consequences.”

“Listen, I didn’t call you looking for a fight,” he began.

A peal of her laughter belched forth without any lilt of humor. “Sorry. It’s just that, if you think it over, that’s kind of funny. Given the circumstances. Anyway, you want to tell me important things, then show up next month at the place and do what you have to do. You remember where the place is.”

“Yeah, I remember where it is.”

“Great. Right now I’ve got to go freshen my lipstick and climb back between Alphonse’s legs. That man likes him his brown sugar, don’t you know. Unlike some men I know, black women are still good enough for him.”

Eryq cursed the unbidden visual that accompanied Ananya’s closing remark, one involving her caramel-colored perfection mashed beneath a hairy Mediterranean club member named Alphonse. It seemed that for everything that had changed between Eryq and Ananya, one thing remained constant: his wife was still peerless and unrivaled when it came to twisting the fucking knife.

 

“You don’t care who suffers, so long as it’s dark meat you’re riding, do you?” Eryq asked, storming naked into their bedroom one month later. They were to visit the club that evening, where Eryq would participate in one of the quarterly tournaments responsible for bringing him and Rosalind together.

“Where is all this coming from?” she asked, noting the strangeness of his facial expression. It was that of a man who didn’t know where he was or how he’d come to be there. Damn Ananya for always knowing how best to push his buttons.

“I’m talking,” he said, tossing the comforter and sheets from the unmade bed, “about you and your husband joining the club, coming there looking specifically for a big, dumb Negro.” Eryq climbed onto her with a deadness behind his eyes usually reserved for men to whom he was about to hand a thrashing.

“Your husband never had to fight for you,” he told her, shredding the nightshirt she wore, “and when he finally did, he lost. He lost you to a big, bald-headed nigger with a big, black dick for you to spin on. Isn’t that how you planned it? So how does the rest of the fantasy play out? When do we get to the rough stuff?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Rosalind insisted, pulling away from Eryq’s advance.

“Is this what it’s all about? Is it this right here?” he asked, grasping his cock at its base and dragging her toward him. “Is it all about this? Come on, sister! Admit it! Admit it!” He punctuated each demand by slamming his naked body down to spear her sex and drive the air from Rosalind’s lungs. Pelvic lunges of mounting savagery ground her protests into odes to his cock delivered through chattering teeth.

“You’re a fine one to question anyone’s motives,” Rosalind told Eryq a short time later, bouncing wildly astride his hardness. “You think anyone believes you don’t attend every event hoping to spy a new piece of Caucasian or Latin or Asian ass waltz in on the arm of some man who you can’t wait to take apart? Don’t crucify me just because you lust as much as I did for experiences neither of us had ever had, and I’m the only one of us honest enough to admit it to myself.”

“Fuck you,” Eryq grunted.

“Yes, you are, and you’ve loved every minute of the past six months, haven’t you, shithead? We were only supposed to have three, but you’ve so relished playing schoolyard bully under the guise of defending your white queen’s ‘honor.’ Don’t lie that you haven’t. I’ve loved it, too. Having a strong, able lover fight for me and win. I’ve exploited the hell out of it.” They rolled. Rosalind found herself on her stomach.

Lord Eryq’s helmet kissed Rosalind’s lubed anal pore. His unceremonious entry, the curl of his spittle-flecked lips, the mounting depth of his lunges, testified to his growing disdain for this woman who was not Ananya. Not to be outdone, Rosalind punched her fingernails through Eryq’s mattress and flung herself backward against his crotch, affirming the mutuality of the sentiment.

“Nothing’s ever made your ‘big, black dick’ as hard as that, has it?” she shrieked, feeling Eryq collapse fully onto her, rutting riotously. “Handing down beatings to any unenlightened soul who you thought didn’t understand us as a couple!”

They came together in ecstatic agony, each one’s orgasm fueling the other as they lay clinging to one another like first-time lovers fearful of being swept apart by the tempests ravaging their flesh.

“What are we, by my estimation?” Rosalind gasped, echoing his question from weeks ago as they lay panting. “Sugar, we’re a good old-fashioned grudge fuck waiting to happen.”

 

The “club” had changed locations three times since its inception two years ago. Tonight found it underground, in the basement of an abandoned warehouse on the east side of town near the river.

Membership was by invitation only. The first rule of the club was that there was no club. The club was a myth fashioned by church shills to smear the swinger’s lifestyle. The club was an urban legend invented by sex-hungry teenage boys. The club was anything that kept news of its existence from leaking to the wrong person and bringing it under suspicion of the unenlightened.

Eryq and Rosalind descended into the club’s arena, a gymnasium-size room with poor lighting. Posted signs directed ladies to one side of this room, where folding chairs awaited, and men to the other. To the ladies, an open bar offered assorted libations. Eryq fingered the plastic disk in his back pocket, the one bearing Rosalind’s name.

Their host, a middle-aged African-American gentleman wearing a graying beard and a simple turtleneck and blazer, took the stage to open the evening. By this time, nearly a hundred married couples stood present. A lot of these, Eryq noticed, were new meat. When the host spoke, he was brief, because tiresome rule recitations took time away from the main attraction.

“Welcome, guys and dolls,” he sang, “to this evening’s main event: ‘Come Out Swinging,’ where we don’t sweat the petty things and don’t pet the sweaty things, at least not on-premises. If you’re here, then you know the drill. Fellas, the object is simple: fight to the last man and leave with his tag in your hand. Make sure that your most recent swapmate’s full name is legible on the plastic disk hidden on your person. Remember, three months is a long time to go with some other dude balling your baby, so either defend these with your life or surrender your sexy wife. And as always, the rule stating that no weapons of any kind are to be used or misused will be strictly enforced. Gentlemen, you may begin.”

A maelstrom of fists and feet. With their wives watching, every husband present threw himself into a bare-knuckle brawl in which he engaged every three months; one that would determine, by his successful capture of an opponent’s plastic disk, whose wife he would spend the next three months making love to.

Their host spoke again as blood and sweat flew. “Don’t forget that our next social will be Turnabout Night. That’s right, sisters, it’ll be your chance to fight for your right to hard lays as only your neighbors’ husbands can deliver them, so come out swinging.”

Eryq located Alphonse and dove at him, prepared to bring Ananya home to stay.









Emma’s Triangle

Tigress Healy




My friends think I’m nuts but that’s not it. I just have different morals than folks. I believe in the old-fashioned way of doing things. Holding men accountable for their actions. To me that don’t mean treating their fuckups with anger and violence. It means figuring out how to exploit them.

See, I’m fifty-three years old, which more than qualifies me to be grown. I got a few gray hairs to testify to my wisdom, two grandbabies, and a long, black dildo named Harry—see what I mean? And I ain’t never been a dumb woman. How the kids say? “No, never that!” So when that young girl came knocking on my door talking ’bout she twenty-two years old and pregnant by my husband, I had to let the bitch in, if nothing other than to see if she was smoking crack!

Had to be.

But I understood. To a young, struggling girl, ain’t nothing like an older man—specially if he gray. I remember those feelings. Feeling like older men were more handsome and mature ’cause they wore business suits and nice cologne (which by the way don’t apply to James). Thought they had lots of money ’cause they were established (again, not James). Felt like they were intriguing ’cause their world was different than mine.

Chile, boo! If that girl really knew James Leonard, she woulda known that first of all, he’s gassy, and two, he got gout on his big toe. Flares up every six months in time for us to have sex. Even fucking with his socks on, that shit is nasty. Heard it come from being lazy. Well, that sound about right. And far as having money, I can’t say it enough—James Leonard ain’t got none. The other day, Social Security called here talking ’bout how he owe them a check! But the girlfriends don’t know these things. Got they head too far in the clouds.

Jordan Eller, what she call herself, the girl who knocked on my door. Pretty girl, too. Long, bronze hair, light skin, got them hazel eyes, good eyes. Big-chested and big ass. Thick legs. Earring in her tongue. Knew right away she been fucking longer than me, which I thought was interesting, so I let her in. Hospitable as I am, I offered her a glass of homemade lemonade, but she declined. I suppose she thought I was trying to poison her, but that certainly wasn’t the case. Far as I was concerned, if I could get her to stick around, she could take over my wifely duties. Then me and Harry could run off into the Caribbean sunset.

So, sitting on my couch, we get to talking and she tells me how she used to be a teen runaway but now that she’s legal she works for an escort service that don’t pay much (in other words, she a ho). That’s where she met James. Sucked his dick for fifteen dollars, and I was mad as hell. After all those years of marriage and commitment, I been sucking his dick for free? I coulda saved up for a vacation for Harry and me if hada been charging James properly.

Anyhow, one day James bought her a gift of flowers and she fucked him on the spot wit’ no condom. Ended up getting pregnant. Said she didn’t believe in abortion ’cause she got morals plus she didn’t wanna expose her fetus to the dicks of different men. Problem was, if she got out “the business” as she called it, she wouldn’t have money to take care of it—“it” being the little bastard child she was carrying. Said she was scared and confused and needing James’s advice. Said she got the address from his credit-card billing information.

“Well, he ain’t here, baby. Probably getting his dick sucked again. Where’s your family?” I asked, being as compassionate as I could.

“Miss Ma’am, I don’t have no family. Like I said, I ran away when I was young.”

“Call me Emma, chile, and I understand. I’ve fucked other women’s husbands in my time. Never got pregnant by them but I guess I was just lucky.”

Jordan’s face turned rosy like she was embarrassed of what I said, but with my husband’s baby growing in her stomach, it was too late for that. Shoulda been embarrassed before she opened them legs.

“Where you live now?” I asked.

“In a women’s shelter. It’s filthy and it has bedbugs but that’s all I can afford, and I can only stay there two more days.”

“Been to the doctor yet?”

“Only the emergency room to confirm the pregnancy, but not for prenatal care ’cause I can’t afford it. Homeless women ain’t eligible for Medicaid. Well, they don’t come out and say you ain’t eligible, but they make it too hard for you to qualify. You ain’t mad at me, Miss Emma, is you? ’Cause you ain’t acting like you mad.”

“Nah, girl. How can I be mad at a professional ho? If I was, it would only be jealousy. Every woman wants to be a ho at some point in her life. I’m sure of it.”

“Oh.”

“Well, look here, chile. Since you went and got yourself knocked up, why don’t you come live with us? That way me and James can make sure your needs is met.”

“What do you think he’ll say?”
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