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Introduction


I first decided to edit this collection several years ago, when I established Eroticanoir.com. Since then, writing, publishing, and living life in general have delayed the process but I was determined to bring it to fruition. A lot of other erotica anthologies, particularly African American ones, have come onto the scene since I first started writing erotica underground in late 1997. I am glad to see that people are finally embracing their sexuality.

With this book, I was not searching for big-name authors to participate because I don’t believe everyone can write erotica. It is a special niche. So I went to those people who I knew could write it. Most of the people in this book write only erotica. It is their passion. I will admit there are a ton of pseudonyms in this book, including my own. We do this for the love of the craft and not for the attention.

Erotica has been defined in many different ways. Some believe it is borderline pornographic, and some of the stuff that comes out probably is just that. To me, erotica is mentally stimulating. It deals with more than just sex but also circumstances, passion, and feelings. It is true that some stories are just meant to make people horny. You can’t knock that hustle. However, I reached for something much deeper when I made the selections for this book.

I wanted stories that took risks, that explored unique situations, that were creative beyond compare. I had hundreds of submissions and narrowed it down to the ones contained within these pages. Why? Because they all turned me on. It is as simple as that. I write erotic books for a living so I figure that if a story turns me on, and I am practically immune to them, then the story will more than likely turn other people on also. I also wanted to show that men and women can equally express themselves when it comes to erotic fiction. There are no limitations to the mind.

I could sit here and go on and on about what this book is about and why I decided to edit it, but that would be criminal. You should be getting turned on. So get to it already. I hope you enjoy.

Peace and Blessings,

Zane



LADIES FIRST




The Reunion


Ife Ayodele

It was nearly night in the city they both loved. He stood at the window of the luxurious hotel room she’d arranged for in celebration of his return, the curtains drawn back, open to the sight of the lighted Capitol dome.

Over two years had passed since they last made love. I can’t believe that I’m home and that she waited for me, he thought. He was so lost in his thoughts of deep joy and anticipation that he was unaware the woman he had loved for so long stood silently behind him. Two years ago he would have bet any amount of money that this day would never come.

In 1995, Carrie had no time in her life for a relationship. Work—designing her line of hand-painted scarves—and small business development classes occupied most of her time. There was little energy left, even for her love of reading. On many nights, a book would slide from her hand to the floor with a thud, startling her awake with just enough energy to turn off the light and pull the covers closer.

“How you doing this morning?” Nasir smiled. He was a recent regular passenger at the Metrobus stop on Fourteenth and Missouri avenues in Northwest Washington, D.C.

Smiling back, she returned his greeting. “Freezing, and waiting for June.”

It was a cold, cloudy morning in late January and the streets were dotted with mounds of dirt-flecked slush, remnants of a huge snowfall that had unexpectedly hit the city. D.C. had been virtually shut down for nearly a week and was finally getting back to a semblance of its normal workday routine. Carrie and Nasir traveled the same route daily: up Connecticut Avenue, around Chevy Chase Circle, and then on to Bethesda. They often exchanged small talk that was part of the camaraderie of the daily commute.

“Man, I’ll be glad when I don’t have to work for anyone but myself. Nothing beats owning a business and doing it for yourself. I know it’ll be harder than clocking in and clocking out, but there’s nothing like it. At least, not for me.” Nasir spoke with great feeling and expressed the same thoughts that ran through her mind each day. In her opinion, too many of the attorneys in the firm where she worked as a legal assistant invoked the law of “divine right of kings” when it came to dealing with anyone whose office wall was not decorated with a framed law school diploma.

“I know what you mean. One day I’m going to work and tell them all ‘Massah day done! Beulah done lef’ de buildin’.’ Nasir laughed out loud in surprise at her perfectly exaggerated mammy imitation. That was the beginning of their friendship, and they made sure to share a seat on the fifteen-minute ride to work each day. On some mornings, they took an earlier bus and shared breakfast at Bethesda’s Metro Center, enjoying its early morning quiet. The realization that there was a mutual attraction both pleased and frightened her.

He was witty and curious, both articulate and streetwise. Handsome and intensely masculine, his features were an unusual combination of smooth dark skin and curly, wavy hair that was completely natural. Long lashes graced his brown eyes and the shadow of a beard enhanced his good looks. It amused her greatly to see the reaction his looks caused in both men and women.

“Ooh, girl, he looks like Rick Fox, only darker,” stage-whispered one of two young women who slowed and stared on their way out through the glass doors leading to the subway near the Uno’s where they were having lunch.

“He must be some kind of foreigner. Ain’t too many homegrown brothers looking like that!” exclaimed her friend.

Laughing at his obvious embarrassment, Carrie spoke. “You must be used to it by now. I’ll bet it started when you were about eleven years old.”

Ducking his head in embarrassment, he told her, “Yeah, but I get tired of it; especially that ‘good hair’ shit. A woman damn near rubbed her ass on me yesterday on the bus, talking ’bout ‘Where you from? Can you take me wit’ you?’ I ain’t got time for that bullshit. I’m on a mission.”

“And what might that be?” she asked in amusement.

“One part of my mission is to open my own business. I took classes in gemology from a school in Georgetown and I want to explore what I can do with that knowledge. The other is finding out when I can take you to dinner. And the third is to tell you some more information about myself that may or may not affect how you feel about me.”

“Go on, I’m listening,” she replied. There was no anxiety in her tone. She’d been in a lot of places and originating from the country, had seen more than she ever expected to see. Thus, she felt no real apprehension concerning what Nasir was about to reveal.

“You know where I work but what you don’t know is that I live on North Capitol Street in a halfway house. I was released from Lorton earlier this month where I did time, more for harming myself than anyone else. I’m a recovering crack addict and got my ass in trouble trying to feed that habit. I wasn’t violent, though, just very, very stupid.” He hesitated, waiting to see if she would offer him the standard “Be strong, brother, you can do it,” while making a very hasty retreat.

“I don’t know anybody who doesn’t know somebody who went to jail for one reason or another. If they say it’s not true, they’re lying. I’ve even got some relatives who I think prefer to be guests of the state than free men at home. My godfather was convicted, rightly so, I might add, for armed robbery. He did it all but gave up that life after doing his time. So I don’t hold that against you. You know that old saying ‘There but for the grace of God . . . I know you know the rest.”

He grinned and sighed with relief, returning the conversation to part two of his mission. “Now, when can I take you to dinner?”

His words and the tone with which he spoke were both a question and an acknowledgment of their growing mutual attraction. She hadn’t missed his genuine smile of pleasure as he greeted her each morning and the way his eyes sometimes swept her from head to toe with a slow, simmering gaze.

Carrie was also keenly aware of whose image came to mind during the times when “the sap would rise” as she referred to the desire that often flooded her body. At those times, she would stand at the mirror and stroke her nipples; first through the fabric of her blouse, watching them harden under the brush of her thumbs, completely immersed in the exquisite sensation. Next to her clitoris, they were the most sexually sensitive part of her body and even the thought of how good it felt would arouse her. Opening each button slowly in anticipation, she would then drop the garment and marvel at the soft sheen of her skin and the sexually charged sight of her full breasts with their erect nipples centered in their large brown areolae. Not bad for over forty, she often thought as she cupped each naked breast, her palms making circles around each nipple. “Ohhh,” she would breathe softly. “Oh, damn, that feels good!”

The sweet sensation traveled like live wires down to her center, already wet with the excitement she’d created. Leaning against the sink, legs spread apart, she’d slide her forefinger slowly through the damp hair and then in and out of herself, enjoying the slick, wet sound. “Oh, yeah—I guess everything’s still working ’cause I’m wet like the rainy season.” She often laughed as she talked to herself. Imagining her finger to be the tongue of her lover, she would roll her hips against it, feeling the pleasure build and tighten. Looking down, she was even more aroused at the instinctive motion that existed from memory, and thrust faster and faster until sweet release broke over her like a tidal wave. “Mm, mm, mm! Every time I explore myself, I’m creating a pleasure map for the man who’s going to become my lover.” And lately the face that came to her mind’s eye at the height of that pleasure was that of Nasir.

“Is there a special place you would like to eat?” he asked. The Friday lunchtime line was long for pizza at Uno’s on Wisconsin Avenue and they stood talking, making plans for the much-anticipated first date that was to take place later that evening. They were finally seated, and over seafood pizza, the planning continued.

“I guess it depends on what time you have to be back on North Capitol,” she replied with concern, realizing that he probably had a curfew at the halfway house. “Do you think we should just find a place close by and go directly from work? You know we’re right near Bethesda’s Restaurant Row.”

“I pulled a rabbit out of the hat and arranged to be back by ten, so that we wouldn’t end up at McDonald’s.” He laughed. “I also saved up a good piece of change just for tonight, so don’t hold back.”

“Well, then, how about F. Scott’s? I had dinner there years ago and loved the place!” That it was elegant and romantic was something she wanted him to find out for himself.

Too quickly, lunch was over, and as they passed through the still-crowded restaurant, she caught a glimpse of some of her female co-workers craning their necks. They had rarely seen her with a man, and never with one so handsome and attentive.

Because it was Friday, time seemed to pass as slowly as molasses in January. At five on the dot, Carrie rushed out onto Georgetown Road to catch the subway back into the District. The Bethesda station was a couple of blocks from her office and was never crowded. She arrived home filled with sweet anticipation of the night ahead of them. Instinctively, she knew that they would make love and prepared herself accordingly.

Filling the tub, she added bath oil scented with vanilla and sandalwood and sipped a glass of white zinfandel. The CD was loaded with the mood-enhancing music of Al Jarreau, Dakota Staton, and Etta James. In excited anticipation, she laid silky sheer stockings and undergarments on the bed. Carrie was tall, brown-skinned, and curvy. She had a head full of light-brown, shoulder-length locs, and full lips. Her “big pretty legs” were one of her best features and she intended for him to notice them immediately. A deep-rose knit dress hung outside her mirrored closet door. One day, when she wore a pink sweater, he told her that the color was beautiful against her skin. It reminded her of Janie in Zora Neale Hurston’s book Their Eyes Were Watching God. Janie tells a woman why she is wearing blue. “Tea Cake love me in blue, so Ah wears it.” Carrie was certain Nasir would be aware of why she chose pink for tonight.

While enjoying her luxurious, fragrant bath, a tiny ache began to nag at her right temple. Blaming it on the wine she’d drunk too quickly, she eased her body farther into the warm, oil-silkened water, hoping for relief. When it did not come, she left the tub and took two Excedrin washed down with Coke, hoping for relief from the extra boost of caffeine. Intending to lie down for just a few minutes, she awoke to a knock on the door.

“Oh, shit!” she exclaimed, looking at the clock. “It’s seven fuckin’ o’clock and I was supposed to be dressed and ready to step out of the door!” She grabbed her robe, ran her fingers through her locs, and ran to pull open the door.

“Oh, my God, I’m sorry.” An apology rushed and stumbled from her lips. Nasir stood smiling at the fact that she was obviously flustered, then he stepped inside.

“Don’t be—actually you look and smell beautiful.” The scents of vanilla and sandalwood still filled the apartment and the oil’s fragrance clung to her body, as did the satin robe she wore. Oh, shit again, she thought. I went and grabbed the wrong robe. If this doesn’t look like a come-on, I don’t know what the fuck else does.

Stammering on, she explained, “I developed the beginning of a migraine headache and took some medicine to ward it off. I guess it worked too well. I’m so sorry. I know you have a time constraint, and here I am, nowhere near ready.”

“I’ve got a better idea. You know, Allah is the best of planners. Maybe this is what we were supposed to do—get some food delivered, listen to some very good music, and talk. We’ve never had enough time to really enjoy knowing each other, so let’s make the best of it.”

Since D.C. was undergoing major urban renewal with an influx of different kinds of city dwellers, many businesses had cropped up to cater to busy, single, urban pioneers. One such enterprise was a food delivery service that boasted an extensive menu of American and international foods. Nasir ordered Tex-Mex because he loved salsa, which he referred to as “the red stuff,” and Carrie chose Tom Yum Soup, one of her Thai food favorites, full of spicy noodles, chicken, and lemon-grass in a spicy fish broth. Hope I have some Big Red gum, she thought.

Over food, drink, and wonderful music, they talked about their pasts and their future aspirations. He had become a Muslim many years ago and spoke reverently and earnestly about his faith. Answering her questions about the role of women in Islam, he clarified many popular misconceptions and piqued her interest in a religion that came close to her philosophy of the God of many prophets but no offspring. They spoke of each other’s families and his keen desire to have children.

“At last,” Etta James sung low and sweet. “My love has come along . . .” Their eyes met at the moment created by the music and their unspoken desire for each other was obvious.

“I want you,” he said simply.

Opening his arms to her and drawing her face to his, he kissed her, deeply and tenderly. Wrapping her arms around him, she caressed him, holding him as if she had finally found the one thing she needed to make her life complete.

He lifted his sweater over his head, revealing a chest softly covered by a curly mat of hair. Her eyes traveled down to the waist of his pants and she breathed in quickly at the sight of his navel and the thicker thatch of hair just below. As they held each other, she said to him, “I know this was supposed to happen. I know it in my heart, instead of just in my body. You’ve been in my heart for a long time. I just had to find you.”

“And now we have found each other. But before we go any further, I need you to know this. Some people automatically think that if a brother is in prison, he must be having sex with a man and lying about it. When the urge hit me, I would masturbate and believe me, I learned to do it good. If a man cares for a woman enough to make love to her, part of that caring is to protect her. So I brought protection for us both, to accommodate any kind of love we want to make; just in case this was in fact the right time.”

Wordlessly, they removed their clothes and stood skin to skin, her nipples brushing his chest. Guiding him over the same trail she took during her explorations in self-pleasure, they began a discovery of their own. The scents of sandal-wood and vanilla again filled the room as he poured a thin stream of the fragrant oil onto the middle of her back. His fingers caressed her, and were soon followed by strokes from his erect penis. Sliding up and down her back with the circular motion of his hips, he stroked her, moaning, “Mmm . . . mmm, baby, baby.”

She reached back and parted herself as he slid into the slick crease of her behind.

“Let me look at you,” he said. She turned onto her back as he gently spread her legs and then the center of her that opened up like a dark wet rose at his touch. “Ahh, right there,” she gasped, as he made sweet hot circles with his finger. He plunged his finger deep inside her, then out again, as she worked her hips furiously in rhythm with him. Remembering the times she could only touch herself, she thought, There could be nothing I could do that is as good as this. . . .

He paused to give her a deep soul kiss. “You’re so sweet to me. I would love to taste us together, but that will come in time.”

“I want that, too, but right now I want you in me up to the hilt, deep and hard.”

Eager to please, he rode her like a beautiful stallion, muscles flexing, in and out, both of them gasping at the sweet hot center of pleasure they had created. “Give it to me, baby! Ohh, that is so good! Do it to me, do it to me, baby! Damn, you’re so sweet and so tight. So sweet . . .”

Their words gasped in passion, the scent of sex and the sounds the union of their bodies made together fueled their senses until they were lost to everything but each other.

“Wait, please, baby,” she gasped, and drew him up to her face. He kneeled over her and she took him deep into her mouth, the flavor of the condom now mixed with her own juice. “Now give it to me here like you gave it to me there.” She sucked him deep and sweet until he came with a shuddering explosion; a “tongue-lashing” of the finest order.

Full, complete, and content, they lay wrapped in each other’s arms until the reality of his curfew caused them to reluctantly part at the last possible minute.

“Can’t go back smelling like pussy,” he joked as he washed off quickly. “Although some brothers have come back like that, deliberately. They just want to let everybody know they got some. I ain’t on that kind of time—all I need is for you and me to have the memory of how good we were together.”

 • • • 

Because Carrie had no knowledge of the true nature of addiction, she was unaware of the signs of his relapse although she began to see differences in the man she first knew. What began as inconsistencies and erratic behavior came to a head one cool spring night when Nasir appeared at her door, sweating, wild-eyed, and disheveled.

“I know there’s a warrant out against me,” he spoke breathlessly, rapidly stepping from one foot to the other. “I walked away from the halfway house yesterday.” Sticky white foam caked in the corners of his mouth as he spoke and she was deeply shocked at his appearance.

“Oh, no!” she cried, reaching out to hold him. “Can’t you just go back and make the best of it? Won’t it matter if you just turn yourself in?”

“It don’t matter what I do now. They still gonna send me back. But I just wanted to see you one more time, even though I realize I disappointed you badly. I want to tell you, in spite of what you may believe, that I love you.”

Sobbing, trying to retain some kind of control over her emotions, she cried softly, “I love you, too. Please, if there’s anything I can do to help you, tell me!”

“I have to go, baby. Please take care of yourself! I just want you to believe me. I’m sorry. I just fell weak—again,” he cried, as he sped down the steps and into the darkness of Fourteenth Street.

Heartsick from the losses of both his freedom and their beginning love for each other, she immersed herself in work and study. One night while she was working on a new design, the phone rang. “This is AT&T with a collect call from . . .” The recording hesitated and she heard Nasir speak his name in its pause. “An inmate in the District of Columbia Department of Corrections. If you accept this call, dial one now.” She pressed one and waited. She heard his voice, tentative and unsure. “Hi, baby . . .”

“Where are you? I was so worried, I didn’t know what to do or who to call. I had no idea where you would be sent—”

“Baby, it’s okay. I’m right here in the D.C. jail. I have to wait until they decide what to do with me. I may be sent back to Lorton.”

“Lorton? Isn’t that somewhere in Virginia? How far away is it?”

Laughing at her rush of words, he cut in. “Slow down, baby. It’s not far, right outside D.C., and there are buses and vans that bring visitors, if you want to see me. I’ll write you and let you know what to do, because I don’t want to run up your phone bill. We only have ten minutes and I just want to tell you that I have never been happier than when I was with you. If I ever can, I promise I will make it up to both of us. Love you, baby. ’Bye.”

 • • • 

This is surely going to be an experience, she thought. Carrie was amazed at the number of people congregated between Eleventh and Twelfth streets. I have no idea what to do and who to ask, but I’m about to find out.

Vans, cars, women, and children lined the street in front of Woodies, between F and G streets in downtown D.C. One of D.C.’s landmark department stores, it was also transportation central for wives, girlfriends, mothers, children, and other relatives of inmates at D.C.’s correctional facility in Lorton, VA. Some came dressed casually and comfortably while others dressed in a manner that expressed the importance of looking good for the men in their lives.

One young woman, resplendent in gold chains hung with charms, designer jeans, shoes, and a fresh hairdo, bragged to her girlfriend. “Yeah, girl, I just sent my baby two cards for our one-month anniversary and some Timberlands. When them guards turn they heads, I’m gonna give him one a these chains.”

“What the fuck you talkin’ ’bout?” her friend exploded. “He ain’t away at college. His ass in jail! What do he need wit’ all that shit anyhow? To show off for the rest of them jailbird assholes? So he can profile in jail? Y’all make me sick—acting like just ’cause they black and in jail they some kind of political prisoner! That muthafucka ain’t Nelson Mandela or Robin Hood—he a straight-up thug and yo’ ass know it. And on top of everything else, who was he robbin’, cheatin’, and stealin’ from—other black folks! Shit, if he want a gold chain, gold watch, or gold teeth, his ass ought to get a job like the rest of us. You know what—I’m tired of bringin’ your butt down here every week, but that shit gon’ stop! Catch the fuckin’ bus!” Still cussing as she reached into her purse for keys, she angrily looked back at her friend who was by then running to get a place in a van, oblivious to the sense behind her friend’s tirade.

“Excuse me . . .” Carrie approached a sister who looked less likely to explode and asked how the transportation system worked. She decided to ride in a van. Even though the cost for riding in a van was higher, it was less crowded with a more flexible schedule. Missing a van meant boarding the long bus that she referred to as the “stretch Metro” with its accordion-pleated center that literally bent around corners on its route through the city.

Paying her fare, Carrie boarded a van whose driver operated his vehicle like a conductor and talked nonstop.

“Yeah, I was in Lorton years ago, for child support. But now I got my own business and I’m doing well. Look at me, I’m sixty-five years old and I got me a forty-year-old girlfriend. I know what to do, y’all. She told me she can’t get enough. . . .”

Oh, shit, Carrie thought. Come on, Dick Tiger, just drive your van and get us there. I hope he doesn’t have anymore “my ding-a-ling” stories. Dick Tiger was a Nigerian boxer who had won the world middleweight championship in the sixties. Although she had never seen him, the name was perfect for the image that came to mind whenever an older man boasted of his virility.

Just then, a woman took over the conversation, which swirled around one of the many rumors surrounding the jail and its prisoners, apparently always rampant. Today the story centered around a female corrections officer involved with an inmate, apparently a regular part of prison life. The sister spoke angrily about her own situation. She had recently married her longtime boyfriend at the prison, and was incensed.

“Every time I would come down for a visit, that bitch would grit on me. One day I got tired of that shit and I told her ‘That is my man! I know where you live and I will come to your house and beat your ass if I ever hear of you tryin’ to fuck with him.’ “

Adding her two cents’ worth, another traveler spoke in dry amusement. “Some of them po-lice bitches ain’t thinking ’bout no co-rrection. They thinkin’ ’bout e-rection. Now don’t get me wrong—most of them sisters is cool. They let you slide on the pat-down and everybody need a job, but some of them took that job so they could wear them tight-ass pants around a bunch a dudes!”

Well, well, take me to school, Carrie thought. If I ain’t getting an education today . . .

The van wound its way through the entrance to the prison. The maximum facility, its first stop, loomed like a ruined medieval castle.

All it needs is a moat with some alligators and archers at the turrets, she thought in amazement.

The central facility, also known as Big Lorton, was where Nasir was housed. Men milled around dressed in blue pants, light blue shirts, and jackets, and were housed in dorms as if they belonged to Uncle Sam. In fact, the facility had been a military installation before being taken over as the District’s prison.

In the gym-like visitors’ room, she waited with anticipation, not knowing what to expect. Her heart stopped and started again when she saw him come through the door, his eyes never leaving her face. She stood as he beckoned her, and walked to meet him. Reaching for her hand, he found seats for them.

“I know you told me you would come, but I was afraid to believe it, even after they called my name, until I saw you when I came through that door.”

Facing each other in the seating arrangement mandated by the prison, they embraced and kissed deeply, sharing as much love as could be had under the watchful eyes of the corrections officers.

“I feel like I’m being chaperoned at a high school dance,” she remarked, as correctional officers stood around and sometimes walked up and down between the rows of couples.

“You’d be surprised at how creative some of these brothers and sisters can get.” He laughed as he pointed out an officer walking toward a pair who were about to get too close for his comfort.

 • • • 

That was the first of many visits for the two years that followed. She came for the religious celebration of Eid, which celebrates the end of the holy month of Ramadan. She traveled to the prison for family days, holidays, and most weekends. In spite of its limitations, prison was the forge that fired, molded, and shaped their relationship and strengthened rather than diminished the love that others dismissed as temporary and ill-advised. They grew stronger together, in spite of never-ending unwanted advice. “Girl, you got to get you some. You can do better than a man in prison. He’s just using you.”

Nasir and Carrie also discovered the whole of each other, not just the romantic ideal that existed at the beginning of their relationship. He had a volatile temper and she found him at times to be harsh and abrasive. To him, she was overly sensitive and too quick to “get all in her feelings” as he described her emotional reactions.

And too often huge phone bills threatened their communication and their delicious, erotic phone sex play. He would sit at the phone, wrapped in a blanket, while she lay on her bed, each whispering and stroking themselves to orgasm.

“Hold it in your hand and look at it, baby,” she breathed. “See that line underneath going to the head of your dick? That’s the spot I like and the spot I’m going to lick when I have you in my bed—when I lay you down, straddle you, and wet you with my honey from top to bottom. I wish you could see my pussy now, baby. I wish you could feel my pussy muscles put a hold on your dick and suck it dry. It’s wet and juicy and my finger is going in and out and it’s making that sound that drives you crazy and you know you like how it smells when I’m hot. Just waiting for you to suck it and lick it, baby. Just waiting for you to lap it up like cream.”

He heard her make a soft, hissing sound. He knew she was about to come and whispered, “Come on, baby. . . .” The sound of her pleasure caused his seed to shoot out into the tissue he held in his hand under the blanket. “Whew . . . mm, mm, mm,” he breathed. “Can’t wait for another bedtime story, baby.”

Her love sustained him in prison and his love supported her wait for him. She listened to Al Jarreau a lot. His songs were soothing to her in the middle of the night when she especially missed Nasir, and these words were their anthem: “The love that heals the wound after the war is through.” Their pledge to each other was that nothing and no one could break the circle they created for themselves. They would be together “forever and a day.”

 • • • 

True to their word, two years later, they stood together.

“Don’t turn around,” she whispered softly, standing close enough for him to feel her warmth and again smell the vanilla and sandalwood scent he had used on her body that first time. Soft hands gently covered each side of his chest, her fingers stroking his nipples through the down of hair covering his torso. A deep sigh escaped his lips, turning to soft gasps of pleasure as her tongue flicked in and out of his ear, a particular point of pleasure for him. Her travels took her from the nape of his neck to the curve of his behind, while stroking him into an iron-hard erection.

Standing before him again, she slowly removed her rose-colored robe, followed by each item of pastel pink lingerie, which made a pool of silk before him on the floor. She remembered that he liked her in pink, and in preparation for this day had made a special-order selection from a sister-owned adult fantasy boutique in the city.

He bent to pick the garments up, bringing them to his face, inhaling her scent. His eyes devoured her beauty as he spoke. “Forever and a day is how long we said we’d be together. But while I was away, I would lie awake at night, replaying in my mind the times we were together, aching with wanting you and stroking myself thinking of you. I was imagining how it could be again and tried to rid myself of the thoughts of another man loving you, touching and tasting you instead of me.”

Her words reassured him as her touch continued to arouse him. “I want a man that I can depend on, a man who won’t make me hold my breath and wonder what’s next. I have always believed that man was you and never gave away what I always felt was yours. If there were someone else, I would have told you. If there were someone else, this room with you and me together would not happen. You have always been the man for me.”

Following a deep and passionate kiss, he began to take his tongue down the center of her body. Remembering how sexually sensitive they were, he left a heated trail across each of her swollen nipples, licking circles around them and stroking each with the pads of his thumbs. “Oh . . . my . . . God!” she gasped, each word punctuated with pleasure. Reaching between her legs, he searched for and found her wet, diamond-hard clitoris. Encircling it with his finger, he began to slide it back and forth, in and out of her “sweet spot” as he loved to call it. She worked her hips in time with his touch, and with her eyes closed, completely abandoned herself to the pleasure building at her center.

His tongue found its way to that same spot, exploring, encircling, and inserting itself wherever he could give her the most pleasure. Gently trembling at first, she began to shudder and cry out softly, “Oh, oh, baby, I’m coming . . .” Raising herself to a half-seated position, hands gripping his hair to ensure that his tongue stayed on target, she worked her hips in rhythm with him until the sensation took her over the edge and she fell into an erupting, explosive climax.

Weak from pleasure but aroused again by her lover’s scent, she rested her cheek against the thick, soft hair at the base of his penis and ran her fingers through his thatch, up to caress his stomach and down to his waiting erection. He laid himself on her tongue and she took him in small swallows until he was completely encircled by her warm, wet mouth. As she slowly released him, his breathing quickened and his hands drew her mouth back for more.

Holding his slick erection in one hand, she slowly licked the length of him, lifting his penis and then sliding her tongue down to his testicles. One by one, she sucked them into her mouth, in and out, loving them with her tongue. Leaning into his own pleasure, he cried out, “Give it to me, baby!” as he made love to her mouth. Eyes closed in ecstasy, the roll of his hips quickened as he thrust deeper into her mouth. “Ah, ah, ah! Give it to me, baby!” he gasped. She didn’t lose the rhythm or a drop as he exploded deep into her throat.

Entwined, they kissed each other’s taste onto their lips, happy in the knowledge that the chemistry that had always created such passion was still there and would always be for years to come. Their “forever and a day” had just begun.



Grocery Gettin’


Eileen M. Johnson

“ ‘Yester-me, yester-you, yester-daaa-aaa-aay!’ ” Singing along with Stevie Wonder, I swung into the parking lot of Albertsons. Gene left a message saying that when he got back to New Orleans tonight, he wanted to go out for surf ’n’ turf. After a day of unsuccessfully trying to adjust to my new work schedule, the last thing I felt like doing was getting dressed, driving across town, waiting for a table, and then waiting for our food.

Instead, I decided to stop at Albertsons on my way home. Gene would get his surf ’n turf wish fulfilled but it would be served much more cheaply and in the comfort of my own home.

Temporarily telling Stevie good-bye, I turned off the ignition and got out of the car. The university had recently adopted a dressy casual policy for faculty and although I was comfortable, I was hot! My khakis stuck to my thighs as the late afternoon heat engulfed the city.

Walking into the welcoming, artificial coolness of the supermarket, I dropped my purse into a basket and listlessly pushed it toward the meat department. Stopping in front of the beef cooler, I picked over the New York strips. Finding a suitable pair for a decent price, I tossed them into the basket. Moving on to the seafood department, I planned on quickly picking up two lobsters and hurrying back home.

Gene and I had only been seeing each other for two months but I had already grown weary of his finicky appetite. The only things he seemed to like were things that I either detested or hated to prepare. For years, I’d watched my mother, her mother, and my great-granny cook everything from quiche to consommé to pigs’ feet to portabellas. There was no doubt that I knew my way around the kitchen, but Gene found flaws in everything that I set in front of him. Jokingly, I sometimes wondered to myself if he found my pussy to be bland and undercooked when he ate it.

Giggling to myself, I stopped in front of the lobster tank. Bending down, I tried to spot two that looked large enough for me to pay nine dollars a pound.

“Let me have him, him, and her,” a smooth male voice on the other side of the tank was saying. “I’m going to grill the tails so I need really plump ones.”

Smiling like a man who was satisfied with himself, the man watched as the clerk used tongs to extract three lobsters from the tank. He was dark brown, tall, and lanky. A little too thin for my tastes, but his smile was intriguing the hell out of me.

“Did I take the ones you wanted?” he asked, his voice thick with amusement.

“No. I am going to take these two,” I said as I motioned toward a pair that were playfully clawing at each other.

“Just checking. I have the habit of taking what I want,” he said in a voice filled with innuendo. Eyeing me openly, he slowly ran his tongue along his top lip.

“Is that so?” I asked, playing along. “How can you take what is being given to you willingly?”

“Well, sometimes people insist that they want to give it to me but they renege and I wind up having to take it.”

His words oozed out with a strong, lascivious force. The icy cold air of the supermarket had caused my nipples to strain against the fabric of my bra and my black cotton blouse. Aiming his gaze directly at them, he again gave his lips a slow lick.

“Are you a giver? Or do you prefer to be taken?” he drawled.

Embarrassed, the seafood clerk slinked away to weigh and wrap his lobsters.

“Well,” I began thoughtfully, my eyes wide and full of innocence. “I never give and refuse to be taken.”

“Oh, yeah? Is that so?” he replied jauntily as the clerk handed him the wrapped lobsters. “Write down a way that I can get in contact with you and I’ll teach you the rules of give and take.”

Scribbling down my name and number on a receipt that I extracted from my purse, I handed it over to him. Reading it, he smiled.

“Okay, Miss Adu. I look forward to talking,” he said saucily before walking away.

Turning toward the waiting clerk who had a silly smile on his face, I pointed impatiently to the two I wanted.

“I’ll take those two,” I indicated right before he burst out laughing.

 • • • 

Closing the oven, I reached for the pan on the stove and poured the clarified butter into two ceramic cups.

“It doesn’t look separated enough,” Gene said from his perch at the bar.

“I’ve seen and done this a million times. It’s separated enough,” I retorted with a bit of an edge.

Shrugging his shoulders, he went back to reading the Times-Picayune. Ever since he’d arrived, he’d picked at my nerves. It was wonderful having a man present in my bed and to curb my loneliness, but Gene had something to say about everything. In his mind, he was an expert at everything. He’d already made comments about the type of foundation I used on my face, the way I wrapped the foil around the potatoes before I put them in the oven, and the way I was grilling the steaks. Taking the lobster tails out of the steam tray, I decided that I was simply going to agree with everything he said. Hopefully, my humbleness would get on his nerves and he would see how it felt to be aggravated.

Opening the oven, I tested the baked potatoes with a fork. Taking them out, I set them on plates along with the steak and lobster tails and brought them over to the table. I walked back to the refrigerator and brought out the condiments. Sitting down, I bowed my head in prayer before digging in and dipping a chunk of the lobster tail into the “not-separated-enough” clarified butter. It was delicious. Cutting off a small piece of the steak, I popped it into my mouth and savored the taste as it melted away. I had really outdone myself.

Looking across the table at Gene, I saw from his facial expression that he was enjoying the food. But I also knew that in a second or two, he would find fault with something. He wanted fucking surf ’n’ turf and I’d made it to the best of my ability. Still, not good enough for him. To test him, I silently began to count. One. Two. Three. Four. Fi—

“If you would’ve wet the potatoes and made a slit in the foil, they would’ve baked easier and been moist,” he said, scraping some of the flesh from the skin.

I knew it! I didn’t even get to complete the count of five and he was complaining. What really burned me was the fact that he had yet to stop chewing. He was handsome and educated but he had such an immature, small mind.

“So, which courses are you teaching this semester? I’m scheduled to instruct an African-American lit class that you would be great at teaching,” I said brightly, changing the subject to something that would allow peace between us. “Can you believe the semester begins in just a few days?” Putting down my wineglass, I braced myself to listen to yet another of Gene’s antic stories about his job. Oh well, no one can ever call me a lousy listener.

 • • • 

The shrill ring of the telephone shook me from my soft field of sleep. Beside me, Gene snored lightly and wasn’t awakened by the ringing.

“Hello?” I queried sleepily.

“My, don’t we turn in early,” a male voice joked.

Looking at the alarm clock, I saw the face read 10:30. Gene and I had come upstairs after dinner and I had been disappointed to learn that instead of sex, he merely wanted to sleep. I still had on my day clothes but felt like it was morning.

“Sometimes we do. Who is this?” I asked.

“This is Larron. You met me earlier at Albertsons.”

“Oh!” Sitting up, I walked with the phone into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. “How are you?”

“I’m fine. Didn’t think I was gonna call, did you?” he asked with a laugh.

“I knew you were going to call sooner or later. I think I left a lasting impression on you.”

“Confident aren’t we, Miss Adu?” he said.

“Sure I am. So to what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”

“I was wondering if you wanted to go for a ride.”

“Well . . .” I hesitated, peeping out of the bathroom door at Gene’s sleeping form. “Why not?”

Laughing like the cat that swallowed the canary and a double serving of cream, he gave me directions to his house, which was only an exit away from mine. Hanging up the phone, I padded lightly back into the bedroom and took off the jeans and tank top that I’d fallen asleep in and put on a simple cotton shift. Slipping my feet into black slides, I grabbed my keys and tiptoed downstairs and out of the house.

 • • • 

“So how long have you been on the air?” I asked Larron as he sped over the Crescent City connection.

“I’ve been in radio about six years altogether, but I started out in production. I’ve been a club and party deejay for about eleven years, but I’ve been doing it on the air for the past two,” he answered.

“Okay. I’ve never listened to WKJI. What genre of music does it feature?”

Looking at me with a deliciously crooked grin, he let a throaty laugh escape his lips. “At WKJI, we feature gospel and spiritual.”

“Well, alrighty then!” I answered, turning straight in my seat and looking out the front windshield. Goodness, I needed to change the subject. Here I was, at eleven o’clock, wearing a dress and no panties, riding with a gospel music deejay. “So how long have you had this car?”

“Only about six months.”

“Snazzy,” I said as I sniffed the leather of his Montreal blue BMW Z-3 convertible.

“It is, if I must say so myself,” he said, smiling at the compliment I’d just given his car. “Can you drive a stick?”

“Sure I can,” I replied eagerly.

“Shit. That’s usually the excuse I use for not letting anyone else drive. Most women don’t. Wanna give her a run?” he asked me.

“Hell, yeah!”

Exiting the expressway, he drove until we approached a hospital parking tower. He drove up the winding tower, shifting gears, until we reached the twelfth level. He turned the car around, pulled up the parking brake, and got out of the driver’s seat. Getting up to take the wheel, my dress was rumpled around my hips, giving him a clear peep of my pussy and ass. I quickly pulled it down, knowing the impression had been made.

“Why a parking tower?” I asked, hoping he wouldn’t soon forget about the sight I’d just treated him to.

“I figured we could start here, just in case you aren’t good at driving a stick,” he said in the same lascivious tone that he’d used at the supermarket. “On second thought, maybe I should drive?”

Immediately kicking into bad girl mode, I lifted the hem of my shift up so he could see my hairy pussy.

“Why don’t we both drive?” I asked.

“Now how on earth can we both drive?” he questioned.

“Watch,” I answered, getting out of the car.

I moved the seat as far back as it could go. Motioning for him to sit down, I lowered his zipper and reached over him to my purse. I took out a Trojan, pulled out his already stiff cock, and rolled the rubber down over it. With my back toward his almost prone body, I lowered myself onto his dick. I shut the door, pulled up the parking brake, shifted the car into first gear, and slowly drove the car down the first ramp while I rode his big, hard dick. Hearing him moan from his position under me turned me on so much that I hit the gas and shifted straight into third. After letting go of the clutch, I began bouncing up and down on his dick while turning down onto the eleventh level. Squeezing down on his dick with my wet pussy muscles, my mind raced with excitement. Trying to navigate the sharp downward turns of the garage while fucking his brains out was very interesting. By the time we reached the third level, the car was in overdrive and so was my body. Speeding down the curves of the tower, I was about to have one of the biggest orgasms of my life.

“Don’t wreck my car. Oh shit, baby, please don’t wreck my car. Oh yeah, girl, fuck me. Fuck the shit out of me,” he mumbled as he brought his hips up to meet my wet and rotating pussy.

As we flew down the ramp of the second level, two nurses who had probably just gotten off duty stopped in their tracks and gave us curious looks while I used one hand to steer and one to shift. While I drove and fucked, Larron’s arms reached around me, his hands busily rubbing my nipples. My dress was hiked up over my tits and I was bouncing up and down on Larron’s juicy dick. Banging my fist on the horn, I greeted the shocked nurses as I came closer and closer to exploding. We sailed down to the first level as I pressed my left foot on the clutch and used my right hand to throw the shift into neutral. Letting the car roll down onto solid ground, I bucked away as I felt myself coming, my pussy muscles contracting and squeezing every drop of come from Larron’s dick. I heard him shout out in ecstasy as my mind exploded with a million colors. Steering the now slow-moving car into a parking space, I tapped the brake lightly to get it to stop. I lifted myself slowly off Larron’s dick as he held the spent rubber in place, then I opened the door and stepped out of the car onto my wobbly legs. Standing in the parking lot, I pulled my dress down to cover my breasts and then my hips and my behind. Across the bottom parking level, I noticed three maintenance men staring at me with unmasked curiosity. Smiling and giving them a thumbs-up sign, I walked over to the passenger side and got in.

I looked over at Larron, who was breathing heavier than a horse and hanging his head over the side of the headrest. I couldn’t help but smile. He looked absolutely drained. Reaching over to rub his knees, I let out a light laugh. I am going to have to get groceries more often. Where else can I find more excitement?

“You must take me driving again! I found give and take to be very interesting,” I said with my voice full of energy.

Larron looked at me and seemed baffled about why I still had energy. A frown spread over his face.

“Girl, you put something awful on me. But, um . . . yeah. We can go driving again very soon.” Tossing the used rubber out onto the ground, he zipped up his pants and sped away toward his house.

I took off my slides and tiptoed back upstairs. Gene’s car was still parked on the other side of the garage. Pushing open the bedroom door, I fumbled in the dark to my closet and tossed my shoes inside, then placed my keys down on the dresser. I was about to step into the bathroom for a quick shower before bed when the lights flew on. Gene was sitting, fully dressed, on the edge of the bed.

“Do you always go gallivanting into the night when your tricks call?” he asked in a rough tone.

“You don’t know where I’ve been. I could’ve gone out for a pint of ice cream.”

“Is that why you smell like the whore of Babylon?”

“Look, Gene, I’m not going to argue with you, especially not in my house,” I said as I snapped on the bathroom light and took off my shift.

“Look, if you wanted to fuck so bad, why didn’t you just wake me up?” he asked, walking in the bathroom behind me.

“Gene, I didn’t go and fuck anyone. I had a craving for a shake so I went to Rally’s. That’s it,” I said, turning to look at him with tears forming in my eyes. Gee, I sure hope this works, I thought.

“I believe you. Don’t cry, Adu. I believe you,” he said as I began to bawl.

I deserve an Emmy, I thought, as Gene dropped to his knees in front of me and began to lick away the traces of Larron from my pussy.

Do I really want someone who pretends to be tough on the outside but is actually this soft? I thought, as I watched him get busy with his task. Shaking my head and letting out a sigh, I decided Gene would do . . . for a while, at least.



White Heat


Marilyn Lee

I woke in the middle of the night to the totally delightful sensation of Steve’s naked body sliding up mine, his rock-hard cock nestled between the lips of my pussy. His warm lips nibbled at that special spot on my neck just below my left ear. That never failed to infuse my entire body with heat and need for him.

“Oh, Steve . . .” I wrapped my arms around his neck, rubbing my mound against his throbbing dick.

“Yeah, girl?” His deep voice held a question.

He never took my acquiescence for granted, even after twelve years of marriage. Even when I was clinging to his neck, a trembling mass of need for his big, sleek, ebony cock.

“Yes,” I pleaded, lovingly massaging the hard muscles of his rump. “Oh, yes, lover. Yes.”

“Yeah, Tasha, girl.” He settled his hips firmly on mine, slowly sliding the big head of his dick into my waiting, wet body. I shuddered and nearly came. There was nothing in the world half as exquisite as the first electric touch of his big honeyed cock. Moaning in anticipation of the pleasure I knew was coming, I thrust my hips upward, greedily enveloping his sweet meat in my clenching body. I knew he loved to have me wrap my legs around his waist and undulate my body against his like a wave breaking against the shore as he pumped his hard, pulsating length deep inside my quivering pussy.

Sex that night was particularly hot and explosive. I lost track of how many times we pushed and pumped and pounded each other into sweet, searing bliss. He came in me again and again. When we finally parted, I felt his sticky cum leak out of my sated pussy and drip down my thigh.

“Damn, girl, that was good!”

“It was de-licious, Detective Long,” I countered.

He was gone when I woke the next morning. I sat up and looked at my night table. When Steve left for work before I woke, he often left a note.

“Last night was the bomb, girl. Keep that tight wet pussy of yours ready for me.”

Smiling, I sank back against the pillow and continued reading. “Jake and I will be part of an undercover sting, so I probably won’t see you until tomorrow. But don’t worry. Jake’s got my back. Love you, girl. Steve.”

I lay there smiling as I remembered our early morning lovemaking, until I heard JR’s bedroom door open. “Mom! Mom, you awake?” JR was a healthy ten year old with an excellent pair of lungs.

I glanced at my bedside clock and groaned. It was barely seven o’clock. Steve and I almost needed a crane to get JR out of bed at seven on school mornings.

“Be there in a sec,” I called and scrambled out of bed. Later that morning when JR was heading to the Poconos on a trip with his Scout troop, I was in the living room ironing with the radio tuned to the local news station when I heard the beeping sound that signaled a special bulletin.

“This just in,” the newscaster announced. “A police officer was seriously wounded this afternoon in a shootout in the East Park section of the city. The officer’s name is being withheld until his next of kin can be notified.”

With a pounding heart, I set the iron down and looked around for the cordless phone. It was on the sideboard. During the ten years Steve had been on the force, we’d developed a system. Whenever he heard about a police officer getting hurt or killed, either he or Jake would call me ASAP to let me know they were okay. They’d never taken more than an hour to call, even when they were on a stakeout.

Two hours later, as I was getting really scared, the doorbell rang. He’d come instead of calling. “Thank you, Lord,” I whispered and ran through the house and threw open the door. “Steve! I—”

But it was Steve’s partner, Jake Diamond. One look at his pale face and I started shaking. “Jake! I heard about the shooting. Steve was shot, wasn’t he?”

He swallowed several times and nodded.

I grabbed his shirt. “Oh, God, Jake! How bad is he? What hospital have they taken him to?”

“Honey, I—”

I looked past him and saw his car, a dark sedan, parked haphazardly at the curb.

“I’ll just get my purse and we can go to him. Please, God, let him be okay.”

Feeling more afraid than I’d ever felt before, I started away. I’d only reached the living room door before Jake grabbed me and turned me to face him. “Honey, I don’t know how to say this, but—”

I tried to pull away. “Jake, we can talk later! I just need to get to him now.”

His grip on my arms tightened and part of me died as I saw the tears welling in his eyes. “Honey, honey he didn’t make it.”

“What!”

“I’m so sorry, but he . . . he died at the scene.”

“No! You liar!” I tore myself away from him and began hitting his face with my fists. “You lying bastard! He’s not dead! He can’t be! He said you had his back! Why are you still alive when he’s dead? Why are you still alive? You bastard!”

He made no effort to stop me from hitting him and I continued pummeling his face until I collapsed, sobbing hysterically. Then he was on his knees beside me, crying with me and trying to hold me in his arms.

“Take your hands off me!” I screamed. “How could you let him get killed? Where were you when he needed you?”

He stared at me, tears mixing with the blood I’d drawn on his face. “Honey, honey, please—”

“Don’t you ‘honey’ me! Don’t you ever call me that again! You get out! I never want to see your white behind again!”

“You don’t mean that! You can’t mean that!”

“I do! I do! Get out! Now!”

The following days passed in a blur. The house was filled with family, friends, and police officers offering condolences and just sitting with me and JR. I couldn’t feel anything. I’d seen Steve’s body, but I couldn’t accept that he really was dead until I saw Jake again. Then it all came back. I felt a wave of hate wash over me that he was alive while my lover was dead.

“Get out of here!”

He spread his hands helplessly. “Honey, please, I would have died to save him. You know that!”

“Then why aren’t you dead, too?”

I heard the gasps of the others gathered and knew they were shocked, but I couldn’t help hating the sight of Jake.

“Tasha, baby, you don’t mean that.” Mom squeezed my shoulders and looked at Jake. “She’s upset. She doesn’t mean—”

“I do mean it!” I pulled away from Mom and stormed over to stare up at Jake.

His face still bore the traces of bruising from where I’d battered him. I had to clench my hands into fists to keep from clawing my nails down his face. “Get out and don’t come back! JR and I don’t ever want to see you again.”

“Mom!” JR grabbed my hand in protest. “Mom, we need Uncle Jake.”

“He’s not your uncle, JR. He’s the man who let your father get killed!”

Jake blanched, then turned and walked out of the house. I didn’t see him again until the funeral. I allowed him to be a pallbearer because I knew that’s what Steve would have wanted, but I refused to allow him to come back to the house afterward.

The months following Steve’s funeral were horrible. I fell asleep every night reliving our last night together. I savored the memory of the feel of his thick, heated cock repeatedly torpedoing into my slick, pulsing pussy, sending delicious chills and shivers of bliss and lust through every nerve ending in my body. Knowing I’d never experience that joy again was almost more than I could bear.

Jake called often, but I couldn’t talk to him.

“Girl, you know that man would have died for Steve,” my best friend Tia said one night after I’d again refused to take Jake’s call.

“Because of that man, my Steve is dead!” I said bitterly.

“You know Steve trusted him with his life.”

“And look where it got him! I don’t want him anywhere near me or JR ever again.”

She gave me an angry pat. “Oh, so it’s all about what you want. Well, what about what JR wants and needs?”

“JR doesn’t want to see him either.”

“Girl, you are talking foolish and you know it. You know how JR feels about him and you know how Steve felt about him. I’m not going to sit here listening to this. You know in your heart that if there was anything that man could have done to save Steve, he would have. Or have you conveniently forgotten that he got shot three years ago because he jumped in front of a bullet meant for Steve?”

“So what? It was just a scratch.”

“He was in the hospital a week!”

I stared at her with angry tears streaming down my cheeks. “Fine! But this time he let him get killed!”

“Girl, get a grip! Remember he and Steve were friends since high school. How do you think he’s feeling?”

I knew she was right, but I needed someone to hate. And at six-two and roughly 190 pounds, Jake made a nice-sized target. “So?”

She hugged me. “So? You know you and JR are all he has. He needs to be with you.”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Yes.” She gripped my hands. “You’ve kept him away for over four months. You think that’s what Steve would have wanted?”

That shook me because I knew it wasn’t. Steve had often told me that Jake was like the brother he’d never had. “I don’t know.”

“Tash, do the right thing.” Tia sighed, shaking her head. “If you’d talked to him just now, you would have heard how . . . I’m afraid for him. Call him to make sure he’s all right.”

“So now I’m supposed to be his keeper?”

“No. Just a friend. As he’s been yours and Steve’s for years. Don’t you think he needs a friend?”

“He has other friends.”

“None as close as you and Steve. You know that. Tash, the man sounded as if . . . you’d better call him. Tonight. Now.”

I shook my head. “I wouldn’t know what to say to him. The breach between us is too wide now.”

“Narrow it. Go see him.”

I thought of the things I’d said to him. Things I couldn’t take back. Things I didn’t want to take back. “I can’t leave JR alone.”

“Alone? So I’m nobody now?” She pulled me up from the sofa. “Go see him. Stay the night if you have to. I’ll stay with JR.”

Jake had a small rancher on the other side of town. I knew he was home when I arrived because his car was in the driveway and his house lights were on. But he didn’t respond to the bell.

I wanted to go home, but deep in my heart, I knew I’d treated him badly. And I did miss him. During the past six years, he’d had dinner with us at least twice a week. He’d stood in for Steve at any father-son event with JR that Steve couldn’t make. He’d sent me a dozen red roses on my birthday and sometimes for no reason at all. And he’d always provided a shoulder to cry on whenever Steve and I were fighting.

In fact, I’d once told Steve that when I needed to hear an endearment, I went to Jake. Steve’s idea of an endearment had been to call me “girl” in that deep, honeyed voice of his that I’d loved so much. Steve had often joked that Jake called me “honey” so often, he must think it’s my name.

I rang the bell again. When he still didn’t answer the door, I walked around the house and peeked in the window of his living room and nearly screamed. Jake was sprawled in a recliner with his gun in his hand, pointing toward his body.

With a pounding heart, I ran back around to the front of the house, digging in my handbag for the key to his front door. I was shaking so hard, I couldn’t get the key in the lock. “God, please! Help me!” I prayed, then stepped back from the door and took several deep breaths. When my hand was steadier, I opened the door and ran down the hall to the living room.

“Jake! Oh, God, Jake, what are you doing?!”

He didn’t answer, but lifted the gun higher.

“No!” I screamed and ran across the room to his chair. “No!” I grabbed his arm and tried to wrestle the gun away.

He resisted and lifted his free hand to push me away. I stumbled back and nearly lost my balance. “Jake! Jake, what are you doing?”

When he turned to look at me, the anguished look in his eyes made me realize how badly I’d hurt him. He’d loved Steve like a brother and I’d treated him like dirt and kicked him to the curb and beat him down. Tia had been right. He needed comforting, too. “Jake . . . what are you doing?”

“Cleaning my gun.”

I’d never heard him sound so miserable and defeated. I glanced wildly around. I saw none of the paraphernalia I knew was necessary for gun cleaning. “Jake . . .” I bit my lip and inched forward. “What are you doing?”

He pointed a finger at me. “I’m thinking of taking care of your little problem.”

“What . . . what problem?”

He shrugged and took a deep sobbing breath that made me ache for him. “Of my being alive when Steve is dead.”

My eyes filled with tears and terror filled me as I realized that I’d driven him to the brink of despair. “No! No! I didn’t mean that, Jake!”

He shook a fist at me. “Oh, yes you did! Don’t you stand there lying to me! We both know you meant it! You want me dead! Well, damn you, if that’s what it takes to get your forgiveness, I’ll give you what you want!”

“No! No!” I stumbled over to the chair, grabbing his arm. “No! You selfish bastard! You put that gun down! How much grief do you think JR and I can bear? We can’t lose you, too! You put that gun down now!”

He pushed me away again and I scrambled to my knees, fear clutching at my heart. When I realized how close he was to shooting himself, I think that’s the first time I realized how much he meant to me. How much emptier I’d feel if he were dead.

“No! No! God, Jake, no! No! Oh, God, don’t!”

He stared at me, his eyes filling with tears. “Damn you, Tasha! How could you shut me out of your life? How could you think for a single moment that I wouldn’t have died to protect Steve? You think I would have allowed anyone to take him from you and JR if I could have prevented it? I tried, damn it, but I couldn’t reach him in time! It happened so fast. I heard the shot and when I got there . . . he was lying on the ground. When I picked him up and knew he was dead, part of me died, too!”

He put his free hand over his face and sobs shook his body. I was used to Jake being strong. Strong for Steve, strong for me, and strong for JR. To see him sobbing like that was more than I could stand.

“Don’t! Please!” I rushed to him and wrapped my arms around him. “I’m sorry, Jake! So sorry!” I reached for the gun and this time he allowed me to remove it from his hand. I put the safety on, placed it on the table out of his reach, and wrapped my arms around him. “Oh, Jake! Jake, I’m so sorry for hurting you.”

His arms went around me and he buried his face against my breasts. “Oh, God, I can’t stand the pain anymore! I failed you and JR. I let Steve get killed!”

“No! No!” I pulled away and cupped his face in my hands. “No! You didn’t fail us. You’ve never failed us! It wasn’t your fault, Jake! I know that. Part of me has always known that. I was just hurting so badly . . . I needed someone to blame.”

He stared up at me. “I feel empty. I have nothing and no one.”

“That’s not true.” I stroked his damp cheeks. “You have me and JR. We need you, Jake.”

“I would have died to protect him. If I could, I would have taken that bullet. I just couldn’t get there in time.”

“I know that. I always have.” I stroked my fingers through his dark, silky hair. It was longer than he usually wore it and he looked as if he hadn’t shaved in days. I sighed. “I’m just so . . . sorry I made this so much harder for you. Forgive me, Jake.”

He stared up at me, his eyes filled with sorrow. “I’m the one who needs to be forgiven.” He pulled me down onto his lap and pressed his cheek against mine. “I thought I’d die when you wouldn’t let me be there for you and JR. I need to be with you both.” His arms tightened around my waist. “Oh, honey, I’ve missed you!”

“We’ve missed you too, Jake!” When I turned to face him, he leaned forward and devoured my lips with his mouth. At the contact, a series of electric charges sizzled through my body, making my pussy clench and throb.

It wasn’t the first time he’d kissed me on the mouth. When Jake’s parents had been killed in a plane crash two years earlier, he’d been so distraught that Steve had asked me to spend the weekend with him. “He needs a woman’s touch, and right now, girl, you’re the only woman in his life.”

The first night, I’d held him in my arms, kissing his hair and rocking him. When he lifted his head, his blue eyes wide, looking like a little lost boy, I’d done what I did when JR looked like that: I leaned down and kissed him gently. He’d responded by kissing me back. We’d traded a few gentle, healing kisses that had no trace of passion. And although I’d been vaguely aware that he was slightly aroused, he’d made no move on me.

So it was strange to feel the rush of desire that surged through me when he kissed me now. Maybe it was sitting in his lap while he held on to me like he’d never let me go again. Or maybe I’d missed him so much. I don’t know. I just know one moment, I wanted to comfort him, the next, I’d wrapped by arms around his neck and I was eagerly returning his kiss, conscious of a mounting need to feel his cock inside me.

His lips were warm and sweet against mine. He kissed me slowly, as if savoring the taste and feel of my mouth. With a gentle tenderness that took my breath away, he encouraged me to part my lips. When I did, I felt his tongue, warm and moist, searching for mine.

I leaned into him and he deepened the kiss. Within moments, I could feel him hardening under my buns. When I felt his big hands brushing against my breasts, I shivered and dragged my mouth away from his. I pressed my face against his shoulder, aware I’d already reached the point where I was ready to slam my pussy down onto his hard dick.

Just as Steve always did, he lifted my face and looked up at me, asking for permission to continue. “Honey . . . ? ”

My mind screamed that I needed to stop this now, but I felt limp and needy. I wanted, I needed to be made love to. I needed to feel a cock inside my aching, empty pussy. And who better to fill that need than Jake, the man who’d always been sweet and gentle and who’d called me “honey” from day one?

“Yes,” I whispered and lowered my face for his kiss.

He lifted me in his arms and carried me upstairs to his bedroom. Once there, he undressed me slowly, kissing each part of my dark body he exposed. He lingered a long time over my breasts, sucking and licking me until I felt my pussy dripping and my body shaking with cock lust.

When he undressed, a fresh surge of dampness oozed from my body as I stared at him. He had an absolutely beautiful body with broad shoulders, flat abs, narrow hips, and a surprisingly large cock with a thick, pink head. He slipped between my parted thighs, rubbed his dick against my pussy, against my clit, and then finally, slowly, he pushed the enormous head into my aching, hungry twat. It had been so long and I was so horny that I moaned, shuddered, and came when he bottomed out in me.

“Oh!! Oh, God! Jake! Jake! Please! Oh, more! More!”

The feel of his big dick moving inside me in slow, measured strokes was mind-numbing. As I lay on my back, I lifted my head and looked down our bodies. The sight of his pale, thick cock sinking balls deep into my dark pussy was enough to send me to the brink of another orgasm. I fell back against the bed, pushing my hips up to meet his downward thrusts, loving the feel of his hot meat cleaving through my wet twat.

“Please! Jake, please. I’m almost there again! Please!”

He suddenly cupped my bottom in his big hands, lifted my hips, and ground his down against mine. Then he thrust his hard length deep in me at the same time his hot devouring mouth found that sensitive spot below my left ear.

I moaned and shuddered and sobbed with delight and shattered into a million pieces as my body was flooded with delicious wave after wave of blistering pleasure. He stopped to soothe me before following me over the edge into pure paradise, pumping my unprotected pussy full of cum.

Afterward, he held me in his arms, kissing me gently, and cupping my breasts in his warm, caressing palms. I loved having my breasts held and my nipples tweaked. And I liked to be talked to after sex.

“Honey? Are you all right?”

I felt safe, loved, and happy. I rubbed my body against his and smiled when he shuddered in response. “I’m . . . fine.”

He pressed a tender kiss against my forehead. “Did I . . . please you, honey?”

“Yes. Oh, yes, Jake! Yes!”

He sighed and hugged me against him. I fell asleep feeling warm and content for the first time since Steve’s death.

He woke me in the night, wanting me again. “Honey?”

I felt him hard and throbbing against my leg and a jolt of desire shot through me. I turned willingly into his arms and moaned when he slid into me with a slow steady movement that left me gasping with wanting him.

“Oh, honey, you’re so sweet.” He rained soft, heated kisses on my breasts. His hot hands were everywhere: stroking my breasts, my thighs, cupping and massaging my rump, rubbing my clit.

My body burned everywhere he touched it. I found myself wanting him as much as I’d wanted Steve. “Jake . . .” I gasped. “Jake . . . oh, Jake!”

“Honey, you feel so good. You smell so good. I need this. I need you. Oh, honey. Honey.”

His whispered words of delight fueled my passion and hunger for him. I clung to him and we kept at each other until, exhausted and sexually sated, we fell asleep in a tangle of arms and legs, his slowly deflating dick still in my pussy.

In the morning, I couldn’t believe what I’d done. Steve was barely cold in his grave and there I was jumping in bed with his partner. His white partner.

“Honey . . . about last night . . . I don’t want you to think that I . . . I . . .” He ran a hand through his dark hair and looked at me with a helpless look in his eyes.

I stared at him, wondering why I’d never noticed how blue his eyes were or how handsome he was. I shrugged with a nonchalance I didn’t feel. Having him call me honey reminded me of the night before, when he’d groaned the word in my ear as he’d repeatedly plunged into me like an out-of-control jackhammer. And I’d happily accepted and welcomed him in my arms and deep into my body.

 • • • 

“Last night was something we both needed,” I said as we shared coffee in the kitchen the next morning. “It was . . . therapeutic. We don’t need to apologize for it or analyze it to death. We needed it and it happened.”

He sighed, leaning against the counter. “Honey . . .”

I put down my coffee cup and went over to him. I leaned up and kissed his cheek. “It’s all right, Jake.” I drew back and looked at him, amazed I could look him in the eye. That last time we’d made love, I’d responded to him like an alley cat in heat, demanding that he fuck me. And he had, driving me into a frenzy until my whole world centered around his conquering cock.

“Just promise me that you won’t clean your gun like you were going to do last night.”

He sighed. “There didn’t seem to be much point to anything. Steve was dead and you’d tossed me out of your life.”

“And now?”

He licked his lips. My stomach muscles tightened as I recalled how pleasant his lips had felt sucking my breasts. Why had I never noticed how full and sensual his bottom lip was? Come to that, how had I never noticed how sexy he was or what a big cock he was packing?

“Honey . . . I don’t know how to say this.”

I shrugged. “Just say it.”

“Last night was very special for me. I’ve been . . . wanting you for a very long time.”

I stared at him. “What? You’ve wanted . . . but . . . you were Steve’s best friend! He trusted you with me!”

He flushed. “And I never stepped out of line with you. Never! I never let you see how I felt, but Steve knew.”

“I don’t believe you! If he’d known, he wouldn’t have let you anywhere near me!”

He shook his head. “He did know, but he also knew I would never act on those feelings. Not only because we were best friends, but because I’d never do anything to hurt you.”

I thought of all the times Jake had greeted me by locking me in a bear hug and felt betrayed. When I thought he was being friendly, he’d wanted to sleep with me. And now that Steve was dead, he thought I was going to be his woman? Just for a moment, I wondered if he’d allowed Steve to be shot so he could have me, but quickly dismissed the thought. No matter how he felt about me, he’d loved Steve.

“I can’t handle this, Jake. Last night is not going to happen again. If you need sex, you’d better—”

“I don’t need sex. I want you. I love you.”

I backed away from him. “Well, I don’t love you.” I remembered that gun in his hand the night before and rushed on. “I do love you, Jake. You know I do. Just not like that. But JR and I miss you and need you back in our lives. As my friend.”

He ran a hand through his hair. “Just a friend, honey?”

I nodded. “We both needed last night, but I don’t need or want you as a lover, Jake.”

He sighed and sagged back against the counter. “Fine. I’ll be your . . . friend, Tasha.”

I nodded. “Come see JR soon.”

He came the following night. When JR rushed at him and burst into tears, I felt awful for having kept them apart for so long. Jake and I avoided looking at each other and only spoke to each other when necessary. But after three weeks, it became easier to be in the same room with Jake and behave as if we’d never spent a lustful night together. Until . . .

. . . I started having erotic dreams about him. I’d want him in the middle of the day. And when he came to see JR, I began visualizing him naked, aroused, and wanting me. It got so bad I could barely look at him without feeling a rush of dampness between my thighs.

He never alluded to our night together and he’d stopped calling me honey. And I missed that. After six weeks, I wanted him so badly, I didn’t care what people would say about my sleeping with Steve’s ex-partner who also happened to be white.

He’d said he loved me and I wasn’t so sure anymore that I didn’t love him in the same way. I was certainly consumed with desire for him and his big, thick cock.

One Friday night, I sent JR to spend the weekend with my parents. I chilled some wine and asked Jake to come over. The look in his eyes when I opened the door wearing nothing but a red teddy and matching heels made me ache for him.

“Oh, honey,” he whispered and drew me into his arms. There, in the doorway, we kissed with wild abandonment, uncaring of what the neighbors would say. Within moments, he was aroused and I was ready for him. He lifted me in his arms and carried me upstairs.

Holding me in his arms over my bed, he hesitated. I saw a look of concern in his eyes. “Here, honey? Are you sure?”

I didn’t know how I was going to feel in the morning about sleeping with Jake in the same bed I’d shared with Steve. I didn’t know what the future held for me and Jake; or even if we had a future together. I knew my parents wouldn’t be pleased. But I didn’t care. I just wanted him. I’d loved Steve with all my heart and soul. But he’d been dead for nearly six months. I was alive. I had needs and wants and they all centered around Jake and his cock. I meant to spend the entire night with him buried to the hilt in my pussy, while I shuddered under him like a shameless hussy.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He laid me gently on the bed and settled his big body between my trembling thighs. “Oh, honey, I need to be inside your sweet, sweet pussy.”

“Funny you should mention that,” I murmured, reaching down to part the lips of my twat for him. “Because I’ve been dreaming about that big, pussy-pleasing dick of yours. I need it inside me. Now, Jake! Now. Shove it in! Shove it in!”

Cupping my breasts in trembling hands, he kissed me and thrust into me with a maddening slowness that made my toes curl. I closed my eyes and shut the world out. Tonight there was just me and Jake in a world filled with luscious, illicit pleasure.



What If?


reese williams

You ever notice that most black colleges are either in the ghetto or somewhere out in the fuckin’ sticks? Well, my college was a mix of both. We were in the sticks surrounded by a poor-ass town. Remembering back to when I was a freshman, I would like to say that I wasn’t typical, but I was. I was wide-eyed, dick-hungry, and majoring in meeting my future husssben. That’s husband to all you proper tricks. It wasn’t even a guess where I was going when I graduated from my bama-ass high school. Shoot, I spent eighteen years of my life living less than a mile away from Wheatley College.

After dropping off my one suitcase at the freshman girls’ dorm, I met up with some of my homegirls and headed over to Assembly Hall for a meet-and-greet with the president of Wheatley, Dr. McGregor. The only fucking thing I remember about freshman orientation was when cue-ball-head McGregor said, “Look to the left of you and the right of you. One of you will not be here to see the grass turn green in spring semester.” Did I know he was talking about me? No, I was too busy cutting the fool with my girls.

On the way out of orientation, I noticed all these fine-ass brothers standing under a big tree right in front of Assembly Hall. You know my hot ass had to boom strut right over there to get a closer peek.

“Yo, fresh meat!”

This dope brotha stepped up. He was 6’5’’ with skin the color of cinnamon, a jet-black corkscrew curly afro, and a real thin frame, which my girls said meant he had a long, lean dick.

I tried to play the role. “Ill, boy, is you talking to me?”

“Yeah, shorty. My name is Mare.”

I’m thinking they named him right with that pretty-ass hair. He was looking like the Pretty Pony doll I had when I was growing up.

“My brothers and I are choosing this year’s little sisters and I want you to be down.”

“Listen, I ain’t washing none of your drawers or typing no damn papers. I’m slick to y’all. I ain’t no dumb chick.”

“No, it ain’t even like that! The men of Beta aren’t like these other knucklehead fraternities on campus. We treat our young ladies just like they were our little sisters, nothing more. So, shorty, what’s your name?”

“Tiffany.”

“Oh, Tiffany, is it? That’s a pretty name. You got any brothers at home?”

“No, but I got cousins.”

“Tiff, it’s just like that! I wouldn’t ask you to do anything that they wouldn’t ask you to do.”

I thought about it and the worst thing my cousin Roscoe had asked me to do was eat a mud pie.

“Tiff Money, you gotta let me know what’s going on in that pretty mind of yours. You think you might be interested? If so, I need to know, now!”

I peaked at them eager beavers salivating over my beaver under the Beta tree. I guess Mare peeped what I was thinking.

“Naw, Tiff, you would just be my little sis. Ignore them nuts!” Mare placed his hand on my cheek, forcing our eyes to meet. He lowered his voice to a raspy whisper. “Listen, meet me at Miller Hall at nine on the dot, if you want to be down.”

He pulled out a dope leather Beta organizer from his Phat Farm messenger bag, ripped out a clean sheet of paper, and wrote down his room number.

“Tiff, the frat is known for community service. It’ll look great on your transcripts. Plus, everybody knows, Beta only selects dimes to be their little sisters.”

I snatched the paper. “Whatever. I might be able to help you out.”

Mare winked at me and walked back under the Beta tree. His fraternity brothers surrounded him, giving him dap and yelling, “Player! Player!”

I tried to be calm and maintain as my girls begged me for information about Mare. Shit, I had to go sit on the steps of Assembly Hall so that my knees would stop shaking so much. Even though I was a freshman, I knew Beta ran Wheatley’s yard. Even old head McGregor was a Beta. I heard his seventy-year-old ass would be still trying to step if he hadn’t thrown his back out last homecoming. I opened the paper and under Mare’s room number, he’d scribbled, “Come alone!”

 • • • 

You know where my fast ass was at the appointed hour, knocking on Mare’s door. I had to step over all these miscellaneous dudes looking punked out in the hallway, marking a trail to his room. Mare opened the door so damn fast, I almost fell into his room. He yelled at the guys in the hall, “Yo, keep it down! Beta business going on!” Since most of them tricks wanted to pledge Beta, they shut the fuck up quick.

His room was laced with black-and-silver paraphernalia from floor to ceiling. Mare was blasting jazz out of these big-ass speakers and his room smelled like African queen incense.

“Whoa, who is this?” There was some chickenhead chilling on Mare’s bed. Yeah, I recognized that stuck-up bitch. Her name was Lauren. “Mare, I ain’t down with the threesome!”

“Tiffany, it’s not even like that. But you should know that it’s between you and Chi-town here for the lil’ sis position. I just want to ask you both a few questions.”

Damn, a test? I hadn’t been spending no time with the books! Not one to be clowned, I stared Lauren up and down, with her fly-ass Coach backpack and name-brand gear, took one step forward, and said, “What’s the first question?”

Mare gave me this Chiclets smile, looking like he was gonna pat me on the head like a puppy. “That’s the attitude Beta needs!” He glared at Lauren. “Chi-town, would you do anything for Beta?”

Stuck-up stammered, “Li . . . li . . . like, what?”

“Like what? What kind of fucking answer is that, Lauren?” Mare was heated. “I’ll tell you what kind, a wrong fucking answer!”

I saw the opening and went for it. “I’ll be down for Beta.”

Mare looked down at his dick. “Well, Tiff Money, then get down.”

I walked over to Mare and unbuttoned his camouflage pants, pulling them down real slow as I did a deep-knee bend. Mare had on these tight black cotton CK briefs and was about the hairiest motherfucker I had ever seen. I guess he felt me pause ’cause he got this real pissed-off look on his face. It kind of reminded me of the last time I babysat for my two-year-old cousin and he threw my favorite shoes in the toilet to see if they could float.

“I guess you ain’t the one, Tiff.”

Mare started to bend down and pull up his pants, when our eyes met. “Don’t rush me!” I rolled my eyes while sticking my fingers down the sides of his briefs, pulling them down around his ankles. I looked up and was introduced to disappointment a.k.a. his dick. It was no longer than my hand! I wasn’t even going to dignify it and try to hold it with two. A fucking one-hander! I looked up at him and he looked damned pleased with himself. I chuckled. “Beta for life, right?” I took the whole dick and nuts into my wet mouth.

Well, little Miss Chi-town went screaming out of the room. I figured since I was down there with the door wide open to the hallway, I would finish the job. The pledges, who now had full view of Tiffany’s World Famous House of Blow, were hollering while Mare was trying to knock my top teeth out with his Peter Rabbit buck and hop moves. Mare was moaning, “Oh, sis . . . yeah, sis . . . make it good for Beta. Make it good for America.”

America? I’m just as patriotic as any other sister, but “make it good for America?” That’s when I looked up at the fraternity paddle on his wall (I was that bored) and saw his line name was, get this, Mr. America! What a joke! I stroked the tiny space between his nut sack and asshole with my pinky and Mare came with the quickness, damn near pulling out my hair the entire time. Mare pulled up his pants, while I did a quick tooth count to see if I was missing any of my fronts. I then found out the source of Mare’s line name, when he started talking just like a Miss America contestant—for a long time, about himself, and boring the hell out of me!

“My real name is Phillip and my father and his father are Beta men.”

Phillip closed the door and the pledges in the hall groaned, fearing they would miss something. Phillip, alias Mare, pulled his tight “Bleed Beta” T-shirt off, exposing a sandy-colored Beta brand on his left arm.

“The reason why I copped this phat single is ’cause I’m president of the chapter.”

He stripped off the rest of his clothes, put on his shower shoes, and threw a towel around his waist. Before he left the room, he looked back and said, “Tiffany, you are so lucky to be with me.”

Ouch, Mare hurt me with that comment! But being down with big head (and you know which head I am talking about) did increase my popularity on campus. In return, I fucked Mare every day, every way, for the rest of the fall semester. Pledges carried my books to class, I went to all the Beta parties, and I was even crowned Miss Freshman.

When I went home for spring break, I got a letter from the college asking my ass not to return. I had flunked out. I called Mare, who was back home in Lake Vista, Louisiana, to see if he could talk to “Super Beta” McGregor. Even though it was one o’clock in the afternoon, Mare knocked the receiver off the phone and was pissed because I woke him up. After I read the letter, Mare yawned and gave me this long-ass speech about how “Beta stands for books” and how I apparently couldn’t hang. Then he tells me that he has to go because his girlfriend, Lauren, had to use the phone.

I damn near dropped the phone. “Chi-town?”

He whimpered in the receiver, “Yeah.”

All I heard after that was the dial tone.

 • • • 

It’s now three years later and I’m starting off at Wheatley College all over again, as a twenty-year-old off-campus freshman. I attend classes in the morning and then jet across town where I work the late-afternoon-until-dinner shift as a waitress at Delight’s Diner. Every evening, weekend, and free moment is spent with my son PJ. This time, I was ready to get my diploma. I was doing well too, until I had chemistry. The lab was kicking my ass! I knew I was in trouble when the lab assistant pulled me to the side one day after class.

Beaker, the assistant, was a thick, sturdy brother. He had a closely cropped afro, bushy black eyebrows, and juicy lips that you just wanted to suck like a dick. The girls in the lab didn’t even try to step to Beak. The word on campus was unless you were a chemistry formula, Beaker wasn’t a bit interested.

“Dini Brewster, right?”

So I wouldn’t get associated with Phillip or that Beta drama, I now went by my middle name on campus.

“Dini, you’re close to failing chem lab. Do you need some help? If you do, let me know. I tutor students under the Beta Community Service Project.”

“Hold up, Beaker, you down with Beta?” I just couldn’t see it, with him always sporting that corny white lab coat all over campus.

“Shh, I’m pledging now.”

Beaker held up one finger to his beautiful mocha lips. He looked around on some Secret Service shit.

“I really don’t even wanna be down but my pops, gramps, and big brother are Bleed Beta.”

I’d heard this shit before. “Beak, what’s your last name?”

“DuBois, why?”

“Oh, shit!”

 • • • 

Weeks went by, I played the game like I didn’t know he was Phillips’s baby brother, and Beaker tutored me and earned points with Beta. I even managed to pull a C out of chemistry. Later, my boy Beak would ask me for a favor.

I’d bumped into him in the student union. “Damn, Beak, your face is fucked up!”

I guess his future Beta brothers didn’t care if he was related to Mr. America, ’cause it looked like my boy Beak had taken three the hard way. Back when I was associated with Mare, I used to get my rocks off on all the attention. Pledges would approach me on campus begging me to keep Mare busy all night. Seeing Beaker scared, face shot to hell, and paranoid just didn’t give me that same rush anymore.

“Dini, can you meet me later in Miller Hall?”

“Hell, no! Whatever you got to tell me you can do it right here!”

Beaker started looking around like a crackhead getting ready to sell you some hot shit, and let out a deep breath.

“Listen, Dini, I’m still a virgin. I dated the same girl all through high school. I just knew this girl was going to be my future wife. We decided to lose our virginities on our prom night and . . . I’m sorry, Dini, I’ve been practicing this in my head all day. I didn’t realize it was . . . this is just so hard.”

I snickered. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. Look, Beak, I don’t mean to interrupt As the World Turns, but I got to roll out.”

“Wait, Dini!”

He grabbed my arm and I gave myself mad props. Why? Because if a motherfucker had done that a year ago, I would have broke my foot off in their ass. Beaker was different, though, and he looked so hurt.

“Here we go again! Beak, you got five minutes to plead your case.”

He took my hand and led me to a table. I sat on the bench and he straddled it so that he was facing me. I glanced down at his lap. I know, bad habit. Damn, was Beaker smuggling socks, or what?

“On prom night, we made it to the hotel room and she asked me to undress for her. So I did this mean striptease for her. I had the Luther Vandross CD, the candles lit, and er’thang! I took off my jacket, then my tie, my cummerbund, my shirt, and finally . . .”

“Damn, what?”

“When I took off my pants, Dini, her eyes got big. When I pulled down my boxers, she grabbed her purse and ran out of the room. I still don’t know what I did wrong. She never spoke to me after that day. I been living like a monk ever since.”

Beak looked like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders. He started fiddling with the hem of his lab coat. He took another deep breath and started talking at warp speed.

“The big brothers told us we have to start choosing little sisters and the whole campus knows the pledge picks the girl they get down with and I ain’t trying to put myself out there again. I thought I would ask you.”

Damn, I must have a Beta magnet implanted in my ass. “Listen, I don’t do virgins.”

He took my hand. “The other day you left some papers in the chemistry lab and I got your address from the registrar’s office. I drove to your house, Dini, and I saw you outside playing with a little boy who I am going to assume is your son, right?” Beaker turned over my hand. “I don’t see a ring on your finger.”

I know nerd boy wasn’t going to blast me for being a single mom! I tried to snatch my hand away, but he tightened his grip, leaned in close, and smiled.

“I admire you, Dini. I like the way you keep your head up. You’re beautiful, you seem like a caring mom, and I know you’re smart. I guess I just wanted to ask for your help and let you know that I understand that some of us hide life’s scars well.”

Was he Dr. Phil? Am I Oprah? Were we supposed to be sharing a moment?

“If you need a place to hang when the brothers are beating your ass, just let me know.”

I grabbed my backpack and started to walk away. Delight ain’t playing with the lateness! He had the prettiest smile just like his brother, damn him! Beaker followed me out and opened the door for me.

“So, Beak, what is your real name?”

“Huh? Oh, my name is Xavier.”

 • • • 

Things were pretty uneventful on campus until Hell Week, when the Betas tried to break the pledges’ will and make them drop line. Xavier met me after my last class and begged me to sneak him off campus.

“Please, Dini. I’ll sleep on the sofa.”

I was not having it. I finally had a weekend free of my parents and PJ. I planned to spend it soaking in my tub, Xavier-free. That was when I saw him—Mr. America, strutting around campus liked he owned the place. He was shaking hands, kissing babies—the whole nine. I instantly felt like “fresh meat.” I hate admitting this, but I wanted revenge.

“Dini, please! That’s my brother, Phillip. If he sees me . . . damn!”

Phillip the peacock, emphasis on the pea, came strolling over.

“Little brother, who is this?”

“This is my little sister, Dini. Dini, this is Phillip. He’s visiting campus this weekend to take the new brothers over.”

“Shut the fuck up, Xavier! You talk too much, just like a little bitch!”

Oh, it was on! Mare opened up that same tired Beta organizer and started writing. “Let me get your name again, shorty?”

I couldn’t help it. I screamed at the top of my lungs, resembling one of them kids in the “Peanuts” cartoon, with the big blacked-out mouth. “My name is Dini, dumb ass! Maybe you would remember me by my first name, Tiffany?”

It registered. Phillip looked around with the “oh shit” face as the whole damn campus stopped to peep the drama.

Phillip snarled, “Tiffany! How could I forget the notorious Tiff Money?”

I could tell Phillip was nervous. He peeped some Betas walking toward us and took it as an opportunity to make his exit.

“Well, would you look at the time? I’m meeting my father-in-law for lunch. Glad to see you’re still supporting Beta. Peace.”

Luckily, Xavier was talking to one of his lab students while Mare was strolling down memory lane. By the time he turned around, Phillip was walking toward the president’s house.

Xavier yelled at his brother’s back. “Tell Lauren I said ‘what’s up’!”

“Lauren McGregor?”

“Actually Lauren DuBois now, my sister-in-law. She grew up in Chicago with her mom, but came to Wheatley to be near her dad. So you know Lauren. Small world, huh?”

Xavier kept on talking and I tuned him right out. I was thinking about one thing. Revenge. It was going to be fun now!

 • • • 

Later that day, Xavier met me at the front gate of the college. He looked a mess. He was coated head to toe in dried mud. Apparently, the Betas thought it would be funny to pile into a Jeep and drag the pledges across a muddy field while they jogged behind it. Each pledge had a rope attached to his waist. One bad slip and that’s all she wrote. Instant Roscoe mud cake. Xavier limped over to my car and spread a towel on the passenger seat before getting in and closing the door.

“Sorry about the mud, Dini.”

“What did your brother say about me?” I tried not to catch his eye, hoping he wouldn’t notice my knuckles turning white while I gripped the steering wheel.

“I haven’t seen him since this afternoon. I hope you’re not interested in him. Remember, he’s married.”

“Naw, he ain’t my type.”

On the drive home, I stopped at the supermarket and sent X in to buy the ingredients for dinner. I could tell he was embarrassed by his appearance, but I really wasn’t in the mood to give a fuck. We got back to the house where he showered and then fixed dinner. Yes, him! He was a decent cook, too. It was getting late, so I told him to get some sleep in my son’s room on his Tommy Tinker Big Boy bed. X didn’t seem to care. He took the steps in twos, like they were having a government cheese giveaway upstairs.

“Shit! He better not use my mom’s expensive-ass guest towels!” When I got to the bathroom to check on X, he was already in the shower blaspheming Prince’s “Pink Cashmere” with the door wide open. Xavier shut off the water, rubbing the last trace of shampoo out of his eyes with my mom’s precious white guest towel. That’s when I saw it. At first I thought he had a growth on his thigh, but upon further inspection I realized it was his dick. It was a record breaker. It looked like one of those beige rulers you used to measure shit with in grade school. My mouth started salivating and I couldn’t move. It was love at first sight. Not me and X, but me and the dick. I slowly examined his body, not wanting to miss one inch. With the exception of his pubic hair, he was hairless. We locked eyes and I could tell he was waiting to hear a verdict.

“Listen Xavier, don’t be fucking up my good towels.”

“Alright, Dini. Thanks again for letting me stay over.” He looked disappointed, but he wouldn’t be for long.

When he left the bathroom, I was standing right next to the doorway, completely naked. “X, every place got rules, and mine is you can’t lay an ashy ass on my sheets. Shit, a strong wind blow through and you’ll disappear right out my window.”

I know I caught him off guard, but he regrouped quickly and laughed. I pushed him over to the bed and snatched his towel. “Lay down on your stomach!” He was still limp so it was manageable. I wanted a chance to see that ass, up close and personal. I straddled his back, rubbed my favorite frankincense oil on his neck, and then worked my way down his back. He had the same Georgia-clay skin as his brother. I rubbed his ass cheeks and I could feel him shudder. I spread them, paused, and asked him if he scrubbed real well like a good boy.

He just whispered, “Yeah, Dini.”

I stuck my long tongue right into his asshole and Xavier let out this deep guttural moan. I licked all around his hole, gingerly tracing figure eights on that small area right above his sack. I started massaging his hairless ass cheeks and sucking on his nuts. First the left one and then the right, just like they were Jolly Ranchers, really gentle at first, like when you get that hit of the sour taste and then harder as it starts to melt in your mouth. “Flip over!”

“Dini, why are you being so mean?”

“Shut the fuck up! Just turn over!” Mare was right about one thing: Xavier was a chatterbox. He turned over, snatched the towel off the floor, and covered his johnson. “X, I got a two-year-old son. That means I see a naked dick on the regular. PJ ain’t shy about his, so don’t be shy about yours. It’s a dick.”

I threw the towel back on the floor and damn if I didn’t hit the mother lode. It was long and thick. What to do? I played the role, like a sis sees a foot-long on the daily, put more oil on my hands, and started giving his freshly shaven “pledge head” a scalp massage. I wasn’t going to promise not to call Guinness Book of World Records, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to run like his prom date.

“Dini, did you breastfeed?”

“Damn, is it the Tommy Tinker bed? You breaking my flow, Xavier.”

“Can I suck your breasts?”

I held my tits in my hand and fed one to him. He propped himself up on his elbows and put my entire C cup in his mouth. I’m thinking, he is just as stupid as his brother. He slowly took it out of his mouth and gently bit my hard nipple. “Ouch!” He started sucking on both nipples, trying to see how thick and stiff he could make them. He stuck his huge tongue out, making sure he lifted each tit with his hand and lapped underneath them. This went on until my breasts were covered with red marks. I could feel my pussy juices flowing all over his thigh. Fuck the foreplay! I wanted his dick inside of me now!

I led him by his rock hard dick to the dresser. I always loved PJ’s dresser; I bought it at a yard sale because it had a huge mirror attached to it. I knocked all the shit that was on top of the dresser onto the floor in one swoop. I wanted to see his face without him peeping mine. That way if my eyes rolled back and I started foaming at the mouth, I wouldn’t scare a brother. I never had a dick that big and thick inside of my pussy before—ever!

I stuck my ass out so that it brushed his dick and said, “Hit me from behind, X.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders and squeezed. He traced his index fingers down along my spine and tickled my shoulder blades with his nose. He hugged my body and tickled me as his fingers found their way to my pierced belly button.

“Did it hurt?”

“Please, I didn’t even feel it.”

X kissed me on my back and whispered, “That’s good to know.”

Why did I scream when he put in the head?

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Naw, baby boy, keep it moving.” He eased his shaft in slow, taste-testing the pussy, and then backed out, just leaving the head inside of me. After twenty minutes, I was in the groove! X was big and all, but I knew how to work it. “Pick up the pace, X. You ain’t gonna hurt a girl or nothing!”

“D, I’m not completely inside of you yet.”

“Um, okay.”

I turned around and wrapped my legs around his waist. He carried me back to the “mini-me” bed and gently placed me on my back. X parted my thighs and placed one leg over each side of the bed so that I was straddling it. He squeezed my ass cheeks and inserted both of his middle fingers up its hole. As I gasped, X didn’t finish there. He stuck both thumbs in my hot dripping pussy. Although I was trying to play it cool, my pussy juice was all over his hands. I grabbed the back of his neck and brought his face to it.

“No.”

“No?” Just like his brother, don’t eat the pussy!

He took his fingers out and sucked both thumbs and moaned, “Hmm, Dini taste good. But right now, I want you to make love to my mouth.”

“What?”

He gave me a sly smile and positioned me so that I was straddling his mouth. I didn’t know what to do, so I just started to gently lower my pussy onto his mouth. He parted my lips with his fingers and blew on my clit. He licked right inside each lip, moving his thick tongue up and down its seam. Damn, I thought I was going to melt! He forced his tongue into my pussy hole. He found my clit, flicked it, and then sucked on it. I jumped up and he had this frustrated look on his face.

“Dini, stop teasing me. Do you want this to happen or what?”

I started fucking the shit out of his face. I placed my left hand in a push-up position and gripped the headboard with my right hand. I tried to suffocate him. X’s entire face was covered with my juice. I guess I got a little mack in me ’cause I started yelling, “You feel how I wanna be fucked? You feel it? You best drink this shit like water!”

X was in the zone. He was slurping it up. He licked me from the top of my ass crack all the way to the roof of my pussy. He rolled me over and pulled me down to the edge of the bed. He got on the floor and put my thighs on his shoulders. He was licking my clit and massaging my pussy lips with his index finger and thumb. I felt my pussy contract and I knew I was getting ready to cum. As I was having the ultimate orgasm, cum shot out of me and landed on Xavier’s face.

“Damn, I ain’t never came like that!” I screamed.

We caught some sleep and when I woke up, he was gone. “Oh, hell no!” I ran down the steps fastening my robe, wearing one slipper, ready to run his ass down in my car for hitting and quitting. I was gonna decide when this was over, not some knucklehead nineteen-year-old. I heard the microwave timer go off and I poked my head in the kitchen. “Xavier, what are you doing down here at three in the morning?”

“Damn, Dini. I just got hungry! I was going to wake you up but you were knocked out.”

I unfastened my robe and sat on the kitchen table. “Why don’t you just help yourself to some of me?” I know the line was tired, but I just had to take another go at the dick.

“Get on your tummy and let me make you feel good,” he said.

I happily obliged. He got on top of me, making sure not to crush me with his weight. He wasn’t built like his brother. He was squatty, thick, and felt like he weighed at least two hundred pounds. He gently parted my ass cheeks and slid his mammoth dick inside my still soaking-wet pussy. “Eww, work that shit, baby. . . .” Because we both knew the table was going to break if we went all out, X took it slow, filling me up inch by inch. He pulled my legs apart and kept his straight. The kitchen table started creaking as X started winding his hips. I started feeling it till I damn near blacked out. We were warping my parents’ table until four in the morning. His thrusts started getting deeper and deeper. He grabbed my tits and licked the back of my neck.

Slipping in and out of consciousness, I could hear X whisper, “Dini, thank you . . . thank you, baby, for letting me inside of you. Damn, you feel so good. Shit, Dini, shit!”

Mama DuBois had taught the baby DuBois some good manners. He must have thanked me on every down stroke as he was pushing himself deeper and deeper inside of me. I placed my left arm around the back of his neck and rubbed his bald head. “Baby, I don’t want you to cum like this. I want you to cum in my ass.”

He got up slow and we went into the living room. He was looking around as if he was casing the joint. “X, what are you looking for?”

“Someplace you can’t run.”

He took my wrists and pulled me down onto the hardwood floor. He placed the top half of my body on the couch, facedown with my tits touching the cold leather seat cushions. He knelt down behind me and pushed the couch against the living room wall. He was right; there was no place to go. I had to take them inches right up the ass. He put his fingers in my pussy, but even with all that wetness coating my asshole, that big dick was not getting into my tight ass. Xavier told me he would be right back. He went into the kitchen and brought back some olive oil. He poured it all over my lower back and watched with excitement as the oil ran into my ass crack. I felt like an experiment in his chemistry lab. He emptied the rest of the bottle on his dick.

“Yo, X, I’m tired of the bullshit. Will you come on?”

“Oh, you think just ’cause a young buck is a little inexperienced, he ain’t got no flow? I guess I’m just going to have to own this ass tonight!”

He entered my ass hard and slow. He was forceful but he didn’t hurt me. I didn’t realize I was bilingual until Xavier DuBois had me speaking Swahili, biting the sofa cushions in my parents’ living room. As his thrusts got more forceful and he was losing control, he gently pulled his dick out.

Xavier wiped the sweat off his chest and rubbed it on my breasts and tummy. I turned around and Xavier was licking those beautiful lips. He brought his face close to mine and lightly bit my bottom lip. He whispered in my ear.

“I want to shoot my load in you so bad, Dini, but I can’t figure out who wants my hot cum more. Is it Dini’s wet pussy or Dini’s pretty mouth?”

Oh, he was switching up on me. With that big dick, go right ahead! I know it was tacky, but I started to throw a fit like a two year old. “X, I don’t give a fuck! I just want it now!”

“D, you got to let a brother know—”

“Dini’s pussy wants your cum, baby. I can’t wait anymore. Please baby, can I have it? I promise to take every drop.”

Xavier flipped me over and jammed his dick inside of me. I could hear my ass slapping against his six-pack. I tried to change positions, so I could see his face when he came inside of me. I guess X took it the wrong way because he started talking smack.

“Dini, you’ve been dissing me with this pussy all semester. Every time I try to get close to it, you just straight flag me. Shit, I even tried to get in good tutoring the pussy! You know what I got out of it? A C! Damn, a C, Dini? You just gonna have to do some extra credit work taking this dick tonight! Xave is going to take all semester out on this pussy tonight!”

I didn’t even have to tighten my muscles like I did with my other lovers. His shit was so thick, it totally filled my pussy. All you could hear was Xavier’s shit-talking and the juice in my pussy trying to escape what little bit of room X’s dick was willing to give it. X leaned against my back, grabbed my clit between his two fingers, and started tugging on it.

“Damn, baby boy, work Dini’s pussy. Yeah, that’s my spot. Shit, X, you da man!” Did I just say that?

After I came again, he whispered in my ear, “Now that I gave you yours, can I get mine?”

All I could mutter was “Umm mmm.”

He grabbed both my ass cheeks and started pumping into me harder and harder until I thought we were gonna drill a hole in the wall. He was holding on to my hips like they were handles and his dick was a joystick. He moved his hips so that he wasn’t just hitting it straight on; he was tapping all sides. He scooped both arms inside my inner thighs and lifted me off the floor so that he could have full access. My ass slapped against his chest until I thought I felt his dick hitting my rib cage. X finally exploded inside of me. Cum escaped my pussy and ran down my legs onto the floor. Xavier lay on top of me until I felt his sweat turn cold.

 • • • 

X and I hung out a few times after that night. He finally got his precious Greek letters, too. His line name was “X marks the spot.” I just wanted to know who was in charge of the line names! The last time I spoke to Xavier was Thanksgiving weekend of my sophomore year, when he flew me to Lake Vista to meet his family. You should have seen Phillip’s face when he walked in and saw me eating cornbread at his parents’ table!

The dinner came to a quick end when I finally had enough courage, after four apple martinis, to announce to the DuBois family that they had a grandson, my son, Phillip DuBois, Jr. I think I remember saying it right before I asked Lauren to pass me the cranberry sauce. While the turkey flew, I managed to grab my overnight bag and take a Greyhound bus back to Wheatley. Revenge ain’t always sweet.

After graduation, I married a nice “safe guy” who works as a bank manager in Wheatley. I just got tired of the drama, the lies, and the bullshit. My husband respects me and is a good father to PJ. Every year we drive PJ to Lake Vista to spend the summer with his dad. On the long drive back to Wheatley, I always look out the car window, think about Xavier, and wonder, what if?



Discovery


Sha’ron

Watching him in the shower was making her reconsider waiting. He’d been a perfect gentleman with her—wining and dining her and treating her with the utmost respect. But the sight of his enormous dick brought on an orgasmic tingle throughout her body. It was huge! The tightness of his body confirmed that with each thrust, she’d reach new heights of pleasure. With this thought, her hand unknowingly found the center of her throbbing excitement. She was reluctant to move it away, but did so out of fear he would notice she was there.

As he turned in full view of her, she caught sight of what this fine, virile man had to offer. A gasp escaped her at her discovery. She was caught. He turned to her with a look of shock and seduction. He didn’t acknowledge her right away, but instead began to stroke his manhood to tease her.

She couldn’t believe what he was doing. She could not believe her virgin eyes. He slowly stepped out of the shower and walked past her to his room. He knew she was watching him with her mouth wide open. He knew she wanted him. She wanted him to fuck her, but didn’t know how to tell him. He would continue the game just a little while longer. Hell, she’d made him wait almost three months.

When she finally came in the room behind him, the Prince CD was still playing softly in the background. The seductive voice singing “Do Me Baby” made her blush. A mischievous grin crossed his face. Damn!

She looked so sexy. She had showered before him. Now she wore these skimpy ass shorts and a tank top. He didn’t think he was going to be able to play this game with her any longer. She was making his dick hard.

Shit! He couldn’t hide what he was feeling.

By the time he turned around to walk over to her, she was lying there watching him. She was bold at this point, and didn’t turn her head away in embarrassment. Instead she slowly crawled to the end of the bed and met his manhood, mouth to skin. A moan escaped him. He didn’t realize how much tension he had built up. He wanted her so bad. Three long months he’d watched her erotic walk, listened to the seductive way she read her poems to him. He wanted her.

She started by sucking the tip, but as she became more comfortable, she took it whole. Oh, my God! He couldn’t stand it any longer. He bent over, grabbed her by the waist, and flipped her over onto her stomach. He sensed she wanted to say something, so he quickly covered her mouth with the fullness of his lips.

Dag, this brotha has some sexy-ass lips, she thought.

Her breasts were very subtle. He took care to suck each one just the same. With this, she felt the throbbing begin again between her legs. He worked his way down to her clit. He began by teasing it with his tongue, which made her moan uncontrollably. Shit, if I would’ve known he could eat pussy like this, I would’ve surrendered a long time ago.

As if he’d heard her thoughts, he began a more forceful sucking motion. He came up and looked her in those beautiful eyes, which attracted him to her since day one, and slowly glided himself into her soft, wet flesh. “Ahhhhh!” came a loud moan from the both of them. He had never made love to a virgin before. The tightness just overwhelmed his big, massive dick. She thought she was going to faint as he became more in tune with her pussy, thrusting in and out with long, slow, and easy strokes. “International Lover” was playing now. The song was at the end, the part where the song comes to a climax.

He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to come with her. He wanted to bring her as much pleasure as she had brought him in these past three months. If she only knew how much he enjoyed her being around.

Shit, I can’t hold it any longer.

Just as he was about to explode into her womanhood, he felt the initial sporadic contractions of her walls against his dick. She screamed his name and dug deep into his back, and he let go of what he was waiting for for too long. They caressed each other well into the night. The only communication was through the explorations of their bodies and from moans of pleasure.

He woke early the next morning with a sense of excitement. He had the sensation of being aroused. His hand found its way down to his penis. Damn, it was hard as a rock. At the shock of this discovery, he opened his eyes to find out that she had beat him to it.

She was now working her tongue down his thigh. She felt that he had awakened; she knew this technique would do the trick. She looked up at him and just smiled as she continued to tease him with her tongue, making her mouth very familiar with the anatomy of his dick. When she sensed he’d reached the point of eruption, and she was at the point where she could no longer contain herself, she rose and lowered herself onto his dick. She believed she had gotten the hang of it. After all, they did go at it all night.

When he glanced at her, he had a slight grin on his face. He knew he had her with the first stroke he gave her last night. It turned him on that she liked it so much that she would just take it. That’s the kind of woman he liked. The kind that wasn’t afraid to go for the dick. He was a little reluctant to admit that she had whipped it on him also.

The tightness of her pussy was all the reassurance that he needed to know that this woman was his. No one had sampled the sweet juices that came almost instantaneously with just a touch from his tongue. No one had nursed from the hardness of her nipples. No man had shown her how capable a man could be in pleasing a woman or the many discoveries of pleasure.



The Fourth of July


Jai

Tonight was the big night, the party of summer. It was our annual Fourth of July BBQ. We had about twenty guests on the list for that day, and in all likelihood, every last one of the greedy bastards would be there. Every year it was off the hook. The party normally lasted into the wee hours of the night. Hell, half the time we ended up having to kick people out with our famous saying, “You don’t have to go home, but you have to get the fuck outta here.”

“Yo, Jay. Dammit, nigga, I know you hear me calling your deaf ass.”

Nikki was calling my name at the top of her lungs, making ignoring her damn near impossible.

I walked around the corner to where she was standing half-dressed. “Why in the hell are you yelling like you don’t have an ounce of sense?”

“Well, hell, if you’d answered me when I was calling your name like a normal person, then I wouldn’t have to yell for your ass in this big-ass house.”

I looked at Nikki like she was crazy. “Anyway, what do or did you want?”

Nikki had this blank look on her face, like she had forgotten her question. “What you doing?”

“Now I know damn well you wasn’t calling my name like that ’cause you wanted to know what I was doing.”

“Yep.”

All I could do was smile, ’cause she was serious as hell.

“Fuck you, Nikki.”

Nikki was five-eight, 150 pounds, light-skinned, with matching light-brown eyes. Nikki thought she was God’s gift to the femme world. She had a short fade haircut, which brought out the Indian side of her family (her grandmother was full-blooded Apache). I must say that if I myself were not butch, I would be on her jock, too. We had been friends at UC Berkeley when we came out to each other by pure accident. We saw each other at one of the gay clubs, then again in a math class. Nikki and I became best friends fast and in our sophomore year, we got an apartment off-campus. After graduation, both of us ended up in the computer field. Nikki moved to the east coast for a few years to work, but moved back to California to work at Cisco, a large computer company, while I went on to work for Sun Micro.

I already had a house that my father bought for me as part of the “you graduate from college, you get a house” deal. What other incentive does one need? It was a four-bedroom, three-bath, split-level home that I’d spent two years renovating; much at the expense of my dad, who happened to own a real estate company in L.A. I put a pool in the backyard, put in a BBQ pit from hell, and a Jacuzzi. Things were definitely looking up.

Nikki moved in about two years ago. Her lease was up on her apartment so it just made sense for her to take the other master bedroom. Hell, we ruled shit in college, and now we had our own private funhouse to rule.

“Hey, Nikki!” I was at the top of the stairs yelling down to her. She talked about me. Shit, she could be just as deaf.

Nikki came to the bottom of the landing, wearing some boxers and a sports bra.

“Wassup?”

“Hey, did you invite Kim?”

“Which Kim? We know two different Kims.”

“Yeah, but only one has been on my jock since Tanya and I broke up.”

“But, Jay, I don’t think you know this but the other Kim, the one with the short haircut and green eyes, told Lisa that she wanted to holla at you, too.”

“Damn, well, is she coming?” This party was going to be off the hook.

“Now, Jay, don’t be in here starting no shit. Which one are you trying to get with?”

“Well, hell, if I’m lucky, both of them.” I smiled and walked back to my room. As my boy Ice Cube would say, “Today was a good day.”

Nikki yelled back up the stairs. “Play on, playa!”

The sun was blazing hot, the pool and Jacuzzi had been cleaned the day before, the grill was heating up, and our guests would be arriving soon. Oh, I forgot we are talking about black people. Even when there is food on the table, we still manage to be late.

Nikki came out of her room and knocked on my bedroom door.

“Hey, Jay, you dressed?”

“Nope, but you can come in.”

Nikki walked in wearing some FUBU shorts with a matching jersey, and some Nikes that she’d bought the day before when we were out shopping. I was sitting on the side of my king-sized bed, wearing some black silk boxers and a T-shirt.

“Wassup?”

“Hey, before you get dressed, can you come and clip the back of my nugget?”

“What, your arms too short to reach back that far?” I said with a wide smirk on my face. “What you trying to get all dressed up for? Is Stacy gonna be here?”

“Fuck you, man. You know I like to keep my shit tight, and plus you know we’re going to have mad honies up in this house. You know this playa will not let the night go by without getting some pussy. That’s my mission, and should I choose to accept it, and you know I do, I will get lucky with a capital L.”

All I could do was laugh at her silly ass, ’cause I knew when she was serious about getting her some pussy.

“Yeah, I will fade your nugget.”

“Aight, cool, lemme know when you’re ready. By the way, what are you wearing today?”

I pointed to a pair of CK shorts and a matching shirt, with a CK hat to match.

“You and your damn hats. Do you ever go without something on your head? Why don’t you let me cut your hair? Let me hook you up with a fade like me?”

I looked at Nikki like she had just lost her dayum mind. My hair had grown. It fell in between my shoulder blades. “Are you out your fucking mind? Have you been sniffing glue again?”

“Well, hell, stop covering up all that nice-ass hair.”

“Damn, Nikki, how long have you known me? Why do you think they call me LL Cool J, Jr.?”

“Yeah, I know. You got that shit down; even the lip thing.”

I flashed her a big sexy grin. “And you know this . . . mannnnn.”

Nikki was laughing her ass off as she walked out of my room.

 • • • 

The invitations went out with 3 P.M. being the start time, but you know black people. They always feel the need to be on CP time. So the majority, if not all, didn’t show up till after four. Any other time, I would have been pissed, but today I was cool. I was nowhere near ready, and neither was the food. I cut Nikki’s hair and then got hung up on the phone with my mother. She felt the need to lecture me on alcohol usage and the being responsible tip. I indulged her for a little while before telling her that people were starting to arrive. I lied.

Nikki was downstairs greeting everyone that was arriving. I was out in the backyard slaving over the damn grill. We hired a DJ to set it off. This was the only party of the year that Nikki and I went overboard with as far as food, drinks, and music. That’s why no one ever scheduled their parties around the time we had ours. It was the bomb every year. It was strictly a lesbian party; no men allowed.

It was about seven and the house was packed. We had wall-to-wall women. We had invited about twenty-five people, but we had at least thirty-five to forty beautiful women wandering around the house. Some in swimsuits, some in less than swimsuits. I was about to have the time of my young life. Nothing but pussy everywhere I looked.

I was done with the cooking, had taken another shower, had on my gear, and now it was time to circulate the crowd. Nikki was already making headway with Stacy. I caught them over in the corner by the kitchen, all hugged up and kissing like there was no tomorrow. All I could do was smile.

“Hey, sexy,” I heard someone say from across the room.

I looked around to see who had spoken and whether they were talking to me.

“Hey, sexy,” I heard again, but this time she was right behind me. I turned around to see that it was Kim, the one with the green eyes.

Kim was wearing a two-piece bathing suit with a towel wrapped around her waist, hiding most of her beautiful legs. Kim was light-skinned, five-six, and was thick in all the right places, especially the chest. She was a healthy 38DD, and had no fat in those titties. Hell, it was all Kim.

“Wassup, cutie?” I asked.

“You.”

“Umm, me, and why you say that?”

“Damn, Jay, why you keep playing like you don’t know wassup?”

Kim had this serious look on her face that said she had a purpose.

“I’m just asking you wassup. Are you having a good time?” I asked.

Kim looked at me with this seductive grin. “It could be better.”

“How is that?”

“Oh, so now you wanna act like you don’t know wassup. You’re a trip, Jay.”

I smiled at her, because it was apparent that she was getting frustrated with me. I decided to play along with her to see where she was going.

“Okay, so tell me, baby. What’s really going on? Do you really think that you can truly fuck with this?”

Kim walked up on me real close, till we were only inches apart. “To be honest . . .”

“Yes, please do.”

Kim leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Right about now, I want you to invade my entire body with your tongue, then I want you let me ride you till I can’t ride anymore. Are you game?”

I had to admit it. She had a girl speechless and curious. It took a lot to keep my cool. With her whispering in my ear like that, it making a sista horny.

I stepped back to evaluate her to see if she was serious. She was dead serious.

I smiled back at her and thought, let the games begin.

I took Kim by the hand and led her to one of the downstairs bedrooms. Nikki and I had a rule: never take them to the master suite. If we play, we play downstairs. Our rooms were our sanctuaries. She had her own playroom with her toys, and I had mine. I led her into the room and locked the door, so we were not to be interrupted.

I walked over to where she was standing and asked her, “You ready to play, or have you changed your mind?”

She walked up on me and looked me square in the eyes. “I’ve been waiting to get next to you for quite some time.”

“Is that right?”

“Yes. Now are we going to stand here and chat all night or did we come in here to do something?”

I saw it was time to stop playing with her. She had an agenda and now was the time to see if she could back up all this shit she was talking. I walked up on her till I could feel her breath on my neck. I placed an arm around her waist and pulled her closer to me as if to try and blend her body with mine. I took the other hand and placed it behind her neck and brought her into me for a kiss.

The first one was actually a series of short kisses. I wanted to taste her lips and tongue, trying to see if she had skills in the kissing department. She did not disappoint me at all. We shared a long, deep, soul-searching kiss. She did not miss a beat. My hands began to roam up and down her back, till I was able to find the string to the top half of her bikini.

Within seconds, it was on the floor along with the towel she’d had on. Now, being that I’m someone that loves breasts, I had to step back and admire them, as if I was an artist studying their subject. I took the right breast and began to let my tongue flicker across her nipple until it became nice and firm in my mouth. Proceeding to do the same for the left one, I continued until they were both standing at attention. Kim was letting out soft moans to let me know she was pleased. Her perfectly manicured hands were running through my hair, which for me was a definite turn on.

I led Kim over to the bed and laid her down. I let my hands roam to each side of her hips and pulled down her bikini bottom. She lifted her hips so it could slide off more easily.

“Umm Jay, you have no idea how long I’ve waited for you to touch me, to taste me, to fuck me.”

I looked down at her and could only smile.

“Well, love. It’s no longer a waiting game. I’m here to give it all to you.”

“Oh, baby, umm, give it to me right now. I can’t wait. I feel like I’m getting ready to cum right now. Please take me! Take me now!”

I walked over to the table and retrieved “Spanky,” strapped him on, and headed back over to her.

Kim looked at me. “Aw, dayum! It’s on!”

Kim grabbed me by the shirt and pulled me down to her. I gave her a long deep kiss. She was right; it was on.

I started sucking on her titties, and it didn’t take much to get her nipples hard again. My tongue began to trace down the center of her chest. I let it stop and nestle itself in the crack and crevices of her navel. Kim was squirming on the bed. I could tell she was using every bit of energy to contain herself. I could feel the heat between her legs. She was on fire.

“Oh, yes, baby, yes! Oh, Jay, that feels so good! Please don’t stop! Hmm, it feels so good!”

I started my journey to find her treasure, and her pussy was like a lighthouse guiding my way. The minute my tongue touched her pussy, I thought she was going to lose her mind. I let my fingers spread her lips apart and my tongue found her clit. Kim started squirming again, this time too much. I grabbed her around her hips so that I could keep her stationary. I wasn’t in the mood to chase her all around the bed tonight. So I got a tight grip and went back to the task at hand. I started to gently suck, lick, and massage her clit. I could feel Kim’s body begin to shake, letting me know that she was ready to explode. She did not disappoint me. She came and came and came.

When Kim finally opened her eyes, I was back on top of her.

“Damn, baby, you and that tongue are quite talented,” she said.

“Well, thank you. You ready for another ride?” I asked.

“Umm, yes. Now lay on your back. I’m ready for a little ride of my own.”

I smiled and did as she said. I reached over to the drawer and pulled out a condom and gave it to her. Kim smiled. “You think of everything, don’t you?”

“Always.”

Kim took the condom and put it in her mouth, then went down on me and put it on. That was enough right there to drive me crazy.

Kim slid her sexy self on top of me and let Spanky enter, like she was a pro. Her motions were slow and deliberate. I laid on my back in total bliss. I wrapped my hands around her hips and began to go with her motion. We were moving together in sync, as one. I opened my eyes long enough to see Kim looking down at me. She was smiling hard.

“What are you smiling for?”

“Umm, ’cause you got some skills, baby.”

Kim started to pick up the pace. The visual I got from watching her ride me was getting me hotter and wetter with each thrust. She was riding me with everything she had, like it was the last time for her. I felt Kim’s body begin to shake. I knew she was ready to cum, ready to release all that she had.

“Oh, baby, Jay, oh shit! Hmm, I’m getting ready to cum.”

Kim’s body began to shake as she exploded on top of me. With that visual, I came shortly after her. She laid herself on top of me, the sweat from her dripping down on me. Our breathing started to return to normal. This was turning out to be more than just a fuck. It was better than that. Then that all-too-familiar phrase came back to mind. Don’t get caught up, it’s just a fuck.

It didn’t take Nikki long to find me. She was on me like white on rice.

“Where the hell you been?”

All I could do was grin. I started to tell her, but decided to let her suffer a little bit longer.

“Aw, nigga, who did you have in the playroom? Why you playing, muthafucka? Which Kim did you have in there?”

Nikki was shooting questions at me like a cannon.

“Aw, so now you wanna—” Nikki stopped in mid-sentence and looked over my shoulder to see Kim come out of the room. Nikki looked back at me with this big-ass grin. “Was it good?”

I tried but couldn’t hold it in any longer. “Whew, it was the bomb! Baby has got some serious skills. I might have to give it another run.”

Nikki gave me a high-five. “Play on, playa, but remember what we say. Don’t get caught up, it’s just a fuck. Unless you see something else in her. Do you?”

I couldn’t deny it. I did feel something, but I quickly dismissed it.

“Naw, she knows wassup.” I looked over my shoulder to see Kim looking directly at me, smiling. Another satisfied customer.

Later on that evening I tried to avoid Kim, but I had to admit she had me curious in more than one way. I saw Nikki go into her playroom with Stacy. Play on, playa. It was 3 A.M. when the last few people left, or better yet, when we kicked them out.

Nikki and I sat on the sofa and looked around the house, checking out the big-ass mess that awaited us in the morning.

“So, Jay, you gonna see Kim again or was this a one-time thing?”

“I don’t know, maybe. I talked to her for a bit before she left. I may hook up with her soon. What about you and Stacy? I saw the two of you go into your playroom.”

“We’re talking. Earlier was just a fuck and she knew it. We’ll see. Well, I’m heading up to bed. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Okay,” I said.

I sat on the couch for a little while after Nikki went upstairs. Another slamming-ass party was in the box. Yeah, I’m going to have to call Kim. I got up and went to the bottom part of the steps. I thought to myself, If these walls could talk. I clicked off the light and headed upstairs.



Copland


Ms. B. Haven

Keisha knew she was in trouble. The red and blue lights of the siren alerted her to that fact. Damn, she thought to herself as she placed the small bottle of Absolut between her thighs. She thought she could handle a drink and a car at the same time.

Keisha was on her way to the club. She was dressed in a black low-cut sweater that showed off her 42Ds and a skirt so short, a piece of her enormous ass showed. She knew that the other women at the club talked about her behind her back, but she didn’t care. She was twenty-two, firm, and fully packed. Or, like my aunt would say, young, dumb, and full of cum. Keisha had an agenda, and the women at the club knew that if you didn’t watch your man, he could end up on Keisha’s “to do” list.

The cop walked over to the open driver’s side window.

“Good evening, Ma’am.”

“Good evening, Officer.”

Keisha stuck out her chest, and hoped that her cleavage was visible. This cop wasn’t bad looking. He was downright fine! The navy blue uniform barely contained his muscular build. His skin was the color of deep, dark chocolate, and his brown eyes were accentuated with flecks of gold.

The cop spied the empty bottle of Absolut between a pair of shapely caramel-colored thighs. Under his scrutiny, they parted slightly.

The cop cleared his throat. His dick was hardening.

Keisha saw the bulge forming in his pants. She immediately opened her thighs wider.

“Officer, I know I’m not supposed to be drinking and driving, and I know it’s your duty to arrest me, but can’t we work something out?” she purred.

The officer didn’t comment. He just reached inside the window and placed his hand on Keisha’s left nipple. She moaned and placed her hand atop his, encouraging him to continue. He played with the sensitive flesh until it was as hard as his dick.

“Officer . . .” Keisha looked at his name tag. “Williams. Do we have a deal?” Keisha reached out and massaged his dick through his pants.

Officer Williams moaned. “Bet. But we’d better get off the street,” he said, huskily. “Park your car, and you can ride with me.”

“Bet,” Keisha replied. “But let me give you a little some-thin’ somethin’ before we go.” Keisha unzipped Officer Williams’ pants. She reached inside and brought his hard penis out through the hole provided by his boxers. His size made her squirm in her seat in anticipation. Keisha jerked the erect flesh, bringing the foreskin over the head of his dick. She squeezed him so hard that pre-cum ebbed through his hole, saturating the swollen head. Keisha then took his dick into her mouth. She took him deep; the head of his penis touched the back of her throat. Keisha jerked and sucked him at the same time.

Officer Williams withdrew from her mouth. “Let’s take this party to the park.” He caressed her smooth, silky thighs.

Keisha started her engine and parked. She walked back to Officer Williams’ car. When she was inside, she handed him a black lacy piece of cloth.

“I won’t be needing these,” Keisha said as Officer Williams unfolded the pair of French-cut panties, still warm from her body heat and wet from her cum.

The policeman held her panties up to his nose and inhaled deeply. The musty smell of Keisha’s cunt almost sent him over the edge. He put the police cruiser into drive and sped off in the direction of the park.

As he drove, Keisha pulled up her skirt to reveal a cleanly shaven pussy. She turned in the seat so he could have a better vantage point. She licked her fingers and touched her enlarged clit. She ground her hips into her own hand. Keisha knew she was about to climax and was happy to feel Officer Williams’ fingers probing her labia. He removed her hand and placed two fingers into her wet snatch. Keisha cried out as the officer finger-fucked her. He went slow at first, and then increased his speed. The smell and sound of wet pussy filled the car. Keisha grabbed the officer’s wrist and her entire body began to shake as the orgasm claimed her. Officer Williams felt a flood of cum coat his hand. He brought his fingers to her lips, and Keisha eagerly cleaned her cunt juice from his hand with her tongue.

Lincoln Park was deserted. The police closed the park at dusk to keep drug dealers and users out. But the cops also used the park for their own pleasure. They brought prostitutes and other women in trouble with the law to the park so that they could fuck and suck their way out of paying fines or doing time. The park was so notorious for this that the cops affectionately called it “Pussy Park.” Just a couple of nights ago, Officer Williams had brought another honey to the park. She’d been stopped because she was speeding. In order to keep her man from paying yet another ticket, the honey ended up facedown and ass up in the woods of Pussy Park.

Officer Williams pulled into a secluded, dark, wooded area. He cut the lights and the ignition. Keisha leaned over and undid his pants again. His erection was stronger than before, she noticed. She placed the long fat dick into her mouth as she played with his balls. Officer Williams leaned his head back and placed his hand on the back of Keisha’s neck. She felt the slight pressure of his hand as he guided her up and down his pole. Keisha placed the officer’s balls into her mouth one at a time. She chewed on the skin that covered his nut sack.

“That’s enough head,” Officer Williams hissed out.

He got out of the car and gently pulled Keisha from the front seat. They stood by the trunk of the car. The cop slid his hands beneath Keisha’s sweater and removed it, along with her bra. Her D-cup titties swung in the air like two caramel-colored helium-filled balloons. Officer Williams bent down and took one chocolate-dipped nipple into his mouth. He sucked the hardening knob, all the while snaking his hand under her skirt and playing with her pulsating pussy.

Then the officer made his way to the other nipple when the first was sufficiently hard. He bit it, hard, and Keisha’s scream of delight and pain filled the night air. Officer Williams felt the nipple discharge a liquid into his mouth. The cop released her and saw white liquid dripping out of her nipple, down her breast, and onto the flat plane of her stomach.
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