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Dear Reader:


Jessica Holter has mesmerized audiences for over a decade with her live performances exploring sensuality and sexuality—two totally different things—through poetic word and physical expression. She is undoubtedly a prolific poet. In The Punany Experience, she shows the world how prolific she is as an author.


Korea and Stormy had traumatic childhoods, like so many women, and end up becoming involved later on in life. But their relationship—their love—is not an easy journey. Both have different needs and desires, and both have a lot of emotional baggage and scars inflicted on them by men. They want the American dream; a nice home, financial freedom, and true love. They have it, for a period of time but soon realize that it is not enough. That is the amazing thing about life. Once we achieve everything that we have ever wanted, we begin to yearn for something different. Why? Because all of the challenges and hurdles have been overcome. That is human nature.


The Punany Experience is engaging, sensual, suspenseful, and a real eye-opener. This book is for anyone who wants to learn more about how people think, how they love, and how they cope. It is possible to beat the odds, to repair damage, and find what it is that you truly seek. Once Hartford enters the lives of Korea and Stormy, everything changes. Hartford is a complicated man, with unusual desires that his wife cannot fulfill. That is when “the war between tops and bottoms” begins.


Thank you for giving this book a chance. I am sure that you will enjoy it. Thank you for reading the books published by all of my Strebor authors. I try my best to bring you out-of-the-box titles that you will not find at other publishers. I have always been a risk-taker and believe that every good story has an audience. You can visit me online at Eroticanoir.com or join my online social network at PlanetZane.org.


Blessings,
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Strebor Books


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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INTRODUCTION



When I was asked to present a second book to Zane, I pondered over how to deliver a novel the fans of the Strebor authors would appreciate. I decided to base this book, The Punany Experience, on a poem from my first book, Zane Presents The Punany Poets’ Verbal Penetration. Far from the average down low discussion, The War Between Tops and Bottoms, a story-poem about two lesbians in a sexual battle with one another and a married man, shocked audiences when it was first presented in live form by the talented actress and AIDS activist, LOVE the poet. This poem initiated discussions during my Punany-branded cabaret shows about the power of the prostate, and began conversations about what is “gay” and what is “straight.” The Punany Experience is a provocative excursion into a world where the lines of sexual identification are seductively rubbed away to reveal the unobstructed truth; that orientation is simply the process of becoming accustomed to something that is new to you.


So, with no further ado, I present to some, and introduce to others…








THE WAR BETWEEN TOPS & BOTTOMS



Late.


her hips pressed


against my ass


Hot.


because he was watching


It’s like that?


It could be.


but what she


really wants to do


is fuck a man in the ass


Like that?


Yep.


She’s never done it before. I lied, not knowing it yet.


Forty-five minutes and a bridge ride later


my phone rang…


“Booty Call,


  Booty Call,


    Booty Call!”


I wondered if I could download that ring


and set it for the men


who phone disrespectfully


after 10 o’clock pm


It was 2:15 in the morning


“Is it cool?


I’m on my way to your pad.”


I looked at my woman


as if to ask permission


She returned a sly glance as if to say,


“Bring it on!”


Five minutes inside


he was just parking


but she was already


showered and strapped


I had seen her that way many times


her plump ass squeezed between three black leather straps


holding in place a 9-inch dick


I had handpicked from Good Vibrations


to match the John Henry hunk of the man


I used to call my husband


It was large, slightly flexible, jet black


and bulged with human vein-like texture


I had a special relationship to this dick


It was mine


and I was particular about it.


to me, it was as real as any dick,


as in relationships


it would only stray if I got careless and lost it


or as in tonight, chose to give it away.


It was huge next to her small body


but trust,


she wore it and used it like she had grown it


She was soft butch, bisexual by admission


and beautiful by even Hollywood standards


If she were an ice cream she’d be a Creole Mocha Blend


A tiny package, she was full of surprises


Hairs on her chin


Egotistical and a Taurus


even her cum smelled like a man’s


Yet her breasts were nearly as large as mine


and I was busting provocatively out of a double D


I’d lie if I said living this life


didn’t bring thoughts of


Jerry Springer to my mind from time to time


I giggled like the child I felt like,


Anticipating…


Nowhere to hide


She made a cup of coffee


sipped it wearing nothing


but the dick and strap


I blushed


abandoned her to the shower


doorbell rings


I scrubbed and tried to wash off the vodka


so I could know that this was really happening


Now let me get this straight…


rinsing my cigarette breath again


spitting water


My former lover


Is coming over


to let my lesbian lover


fuck him in the ass


I shook my head a couple times


but the thought was still there


My heart would not stop racing


it wasn’t sexual excitement


I was pretty sure of that


It felt more like the nerves that flutter about your stomach


when you know you have done wrong and your momma has found out


but you haven’t made it home yet


and your sister is running toward you


shouting


ooooh, you gonna get it!


Accepting the inevitable


you can only hope she falls.


I had known him for as long as I had known my own sexual being


I was a virgin when we met


He introduced me to the freak in me


and has kept her skills on point for nearly twenty years


but never this way


Damn!


My momma told me he was gay!


I was thinking this when he stepped into the shower


He washed my body


kissed me everywhere


just like he used to


and did that thing he does with his thumbs


massaging my inner thighs down to the bone


gently stretching my pussy with circular motions


until I had the urge to press down


and give birth to another level of


our homie-lover-friendship


I was melting in the heat


I cooled the water down


Kissed the softest lips I have ever known


and said goodbye to love making as I had known it with him


My momma


and the women of her generation


would have stopped us dead in our tracks


because there are some things you just don’t hang out to dry


What was going down tonight


was definitely going to leave some dirty laundry


She made it easy to get started


She didn’t believe in awkward moments


He stepped out of the shower


She pushed me into him


He held me tight


lit a joint, passed it around


The kissing commenced quickly


I couldn’t suck her pussy with the strap on


and her legs so tight, like they always are for me


so I sucked her dick


then his


He ate my pussy


then tongue kissed her ass


She ate my pussy then tongue kissed him


then put her tongue to his rim


for a very long time


he wanted to enter her


she wasn’t having it


I stepped out of the room to grab two rubbers


while they decided who’s on top


and what’s on second


I don’t know,


third base came so quickly


I didn’t have time to think


I sat back and took a lesson in testosterone


waiting just a few moments to see if


he would give the ass up right away


A few more of her famous tongue lashings


inside and outside of his asshole


she was going to be in there


I couldn’t bear to watch him go out like that


I wanted to know, but I couldn’t watch


So I did what any woman


in denial about the sexual preference


of a man she’s loved since childhood would do…


I slipped my body under his shoving hips into his


I spread my legs


Spread them wide


opened my pussy up in the candlelight


Wet my finger


slapped my clit


pushed two fingers in and out of myself


testing the waters with my own tongue


and


attempted to flood the room


with the intoxicating pheromones


of my good pussy


but all I could smell was ass


as she dug into him


with such aggression,


her force urged him deeper inside of me.


Part of me hoped for a fast win in this


war between tops and bottoms


for the sake of my health


Cuz this was 2004


and I had been fucking a man who


desired a dick in his ass


for nearly half of my life


The other parts of me were


extremely turned on


extremely jealous


and angry


over how I had been a sexual fool


seeing all the signs, heeding no warning


What was more, I hadn’t even been giving him,


what he was really looking for


My body grew hotter


as he kissed me and briefly remembered me


calling my name


I drew my pussy like an M16


and fired into the dark


He spread my thighs wider


Fucked me with his tongue


Sucking my fat pussy lips


on the up stroke


a couple feet away I could hear her tongue


lathering up his ass


His hips began to roll


Pow! She slapped it with a magical sting


and raised the ass high into the air


with the power possessed in her fingertips


My man was now my woman’s bitch


And the 9-inch dick I had picked


from a little Berkeley sex boutique,


that reminded me of my husband,


and gave to my lesbian lover


to fuck me with,


was in my soul mate’s ass


deeply, in his ass


“Stop.”


he pronounced


candy in my ears


She withdrew


He caught his breath


Then whispered


“Tell her to put it back in.”


My pussy got numb.


He continued to fuck me, I think.


Mostly, she fucked him


She fucked him, and busted so many times


before they finally came together


Their unified moans and grunts


were like a song, a dirty rap song


I added some curse words and moans


of my own but my pussy was only wet


with her juices


as they shot on his ass and thighs


and dripped down to tease me.


But he still wanted to enter her


in four years, I hadn’t even put a finger inside of her


she almost didn’t lay down for that


gave it the political lesbian try


before her legs were spread so far apart


I didn’t recognize her or her porn star vocabulary


The pair weren’t fighting anymore


“Thank you, thank you, thank you”


he repeated emphatically


over and over as he dressed


He really meant that shit.


I had two G’s in my bed


giving me the kind of truth


you don’t even get in church


I had no reason to be mad


I set the whole thing up


I had asked for a pass to a game that was not for suckers


He wanted something that I wasn’t willing to give


and now that I know this


I can choose not to put myself at risk


I wasn’t mad anymore.


because I was no longer a fool,


just maybe a little grossed out.


I mean, except for the fact that


the entire room smelled like ass


It might have even been cool.


But the thought of where his ass goes


on nights he can’t find a woman


so willing to engage in anal play


was a little bit scary


It was 4:15 when he went home to his wife


I drank my girl’s cold coffee


Sat down at my computer and ordered


a new dick online


—T. CALLOWAY





CHAPTER 1: THE VIRGIN FILES:
 STORMY IN THE HOUSE OF THE LORD



He wasn’t like any of the other men in the church. He did not dress like a deacon. He did not speak like a saint, but Brother Marcel Samuels could sing like a Temptation. He was nineteen years old, suave, and confident. He was a regular guy from the neighborhood, like the ones with Jheri curls, and puff coats that hung in front of the Dolomite Liquor store where Stormy Talbert shopped for candy after Sunday school; the store with the spinning rack of pantyhose and stockings that got her in all that trouble one day. Brother Samuels had all of the traits that made people stand out in the Oakland, California neighborhood—light skin, good hair, green eyes, and savoir-faire. He could have been a pimp, a player, or a gigolo but instead, he was newly saved, baptized, and filled with the Holy Ghost, making every Sunday feel like Motown as his long, neatly manicured fingers danced across the ivory keys with the Midas touch.


“This young man can spin gospel into gold,” Pastor told the church on the day he appointed him Minister of Music at Faithful Baptist Church. Pastor and the entire church body hoped young Marcel would lead them to gospel stardom in a land that had been dominated by the Hawkins family for years. The truth was, most folks knew little to nothing about him. He was a pied piper from the projects, who had increased church membership by nearly thirty percent in a few months, with his silky voice and golden touch. Pastor never even asked him if he wanted to be baptized. He offered him a salary and dipped him for political posture in the pool beneath the movable floor of the choir stand. He fought a bit as Pastor and a deacon pushed him under, a washcloth over his mouth, a hand on his hands, which were folded over his chest, as he went down into the water.


Brother Marcel Samuels brought the mothers’ board to weeping and wailing as he arose from the pool in a heartrending rendition of “Soon-a Will be Done.”


On the first Sunday following Brother Samuels’ baptism, Stormy sipped the unfinished portions of grape juice from the tiny communion glasses she had been assigned to wash in the church kitchen, and tried to be invisible as she eavesdropped on her mother’s conversation in the hallway right outside the kitchen door.


“I don’t like it; I can’t help the way I feel,” her mother said. “That young man is too worldly to be in this church.”


“Now, Sister Talbert, that’s not fair; we were all worldly before we came to Faithful Baptist. Lord, have mercy on my soul, for the woman I used to be, and the things I used to do!” Sister Thompson exclaimed with a hand in the air.


“Amen to that!” Sister Sarah chimed.


“Bless you!” Sister Thomas retorted.


“You know, Sister Thomas, I understand where you’re coming from, but you’re hardly influencing these young people from where you sit on the second pew. That little heathen is in a very important position, leading the choir. He’s got all these girls showing out.”


“It’s not only the girls,” Sister Thomas said, cutting her eyes at Sister Sarah. “It’s the women, too.”


“Hmm,” Sister Sarah said. “Well, I, for one, don’t see any harm in having him.”


“You wouldn’t.”


“No, I wouldn’t. And you two shouldn’t either. He’s representing the neighborhood. We haven’t had so many people from this neighborhood join the church since Brother Samuels came,” Sister Sarah told the women.


“That’s what I am afraid of.” Sister Talbert felt herself becoming angry. “We don’t want too much of the neighborhood inside the church.”


“My, you’re judgmental lately,” Sister Thomas said.


“If recognizing trouble means I’m being judgmental, Sister, then I’m guilty as charged. You can judge me all you want, but one thing I know for sure is that being Christian doesn’t make you Devil-proof.”


“This is true,” Sister Sarah said. “But being Christian doesn’t mean you aren’t human either. Listen, I love Jesus as much as the next Christian; you see what I’m saying? But I’m also a woman. Haven’t you noticed how many women are coming to church, now that we have Brother Samuels?”


“They’re coming for the wrong reason,” Sister Talbert complained.


“No, no, Sister Talbert, she’s right,” Sister Thomas said. “No matter why they’re coming, they still get the same word of God that we do. Pastor sees to that. You have to keep your faith. Besides, with women come children and, in their lives, Christ Jesus can make a real difference.”


“I agree. So what if they’re coming for the music or simply to look at him? It’s not a sin to look,” Sister Sarah replied.


Sister Thompson laughed. “That depends on how many times you look.”


“No, it doesn’t,” Sister Talbert said. “It depends on what you’re thinking about when you’re looking.”


“You can say that again,” Sister Sarah said, giggling.


“But really, ladies, I think Pastor should be ashamed of himself for letting a sinner lead the choir simply because he can sing and play like a professional,” Sister Talbert said.


“Sister Talbert, you’re much too bitter for your own good these days. I don’t mean any disrespect to you at all, so please don’t take this the wrong way, but I think bitterness and anger can make you sick.”


“Oh yeah? Well, I’ll have to ask my doctor if he has some happy pills for my Cynical Cancer.”


“Stop it, you two.” Sister Sarah glanced over Sister Talbert’s shoulder at the young, green-eyed beauty gliding down the church hallway, removing his choir robe. “Shhh, here comes the little pretty boy now.”


Underneath his robe he wore a white shirt, unbuttoned at the neck, revealing the silver cross all newly baptized members received, and a pair of pleated baggie slacks that kind of danced in the breeze of his trail. There was a hint of a player’s drag in his right foot as he walked toward them in midnight blue, snakeskin Stacy Adams.


“Ladies…” Brother Samuels nodded at the women as he passed, leaving them in a fog of Calvin Klein cologne. He walked into the meeting hall, opened the closet where the choir robes were stored, and hung his inside.


“Stop staring at that boy’s ass,” Sister Sarah said under her breath. She cleared her throat. “That was quite a performance you gave today, Marcel.”


Brother Marcel looked up at the women, then up and down at Sister Sarah to find out if the flirtation in her eyes was also in her hips. He smirked and nodded slowly as he walked toward the church hens. From this direction, with the kitchen light shining through, he could see that Sister Sarah wasn’t wearing a slip under her pink silk dress. Just behind her, he could see Stormy washing communion glasses.


“Thanks, Sister,” he said. “But it’s these beautiful angels ya’ll have given me to work with; they make the heavenly sounds you heard.” He stepped behind Sister Sarah, letting his shoulder brush against the woman’s back. He leaned into the kitchen door. “There’s one of them now. Hey there, Stormy.” Stormy could feel those familiar butterflies flutter about her insides when he said her name. “I’ll see you at choir rehearsal next week, right?”


“Yes, of course, Marcel. I’ll be there.”


“That’s a grown man you’re speaking to. You’ll address him as Mister or Brother Samuels. That is your name, right?” Sister Talbert checked with him.


“Oh, yes, ma’am. Brother Samuels will do fine.”


He smiled softly at Stormy and brushed against Sister Sarah once more, before retreating back down the hall.


“Please don’t get any bright ideas about calling me by my last name, Stormy,” Sister Sarah said. “If I hear anyone say Sister Dippman, I’ll be looking around for my mother!”


“Never mind all that,” Sister Talbert said. “Stormy, you mind your manners around that young man. You understand? He’s not a boy. He’s a man.”


“Yes, Momma,” Stormy said.


Sister Talbert could feel Sister Thomas and Sister Sarah looking at her suspiciously. “Bless you, sisters. Bless the both of you!”


She tossed her nose in the air and walked down the hall. She hoped to speak to Brother Samuels, but she was stopped in her tracks by Pastor, who prayed over her Cancer in front of the church. When she opened her eyes, Brother Samuels and nearly everyone else was gone.


STORMY WOKE UP EXTRA EARLY ON SATURDAY MORNING so she could leave the house before her mother woke up. Stormy was only fourteen. Too smart, her mother said, for her own good, and too young to be wearing black stockings with a seam up the back. Her mother had told her to throw them away when she bought them at the liquor store on Sunday. But she liked the way her legs looked in them. They made her legs look exactly like the ones on the package. So instead of tossing them, she had stuffed them into her purse and had been posing in them in the mirror all week long; sitting on her dresser, legs crossed, toes pointed, stomach sucked in, budding breasts forward, silently laughing, and touching fingertips to her chest, she had practiced being grown up in them.


Her dress was short enough to show them off as she walked to the bus stop. The bus driver noticed them with a bright golden grin. The old ladies, with huffs and snubs, noticed the grown-up legs on the teenage girl. Stormy silently hoped for a more favorable reaction from Marcel Samuels as she crossed her ankles and turned her face away from the women.


Stormy and Melissa, the soprano that stood next to her in the choir stand, had been jabbing each other in the thigh during rehearsal, in girlish competition for the young director’s attention. Melissa, he said, had a voice like Tramaine Hawkins, so he offered her the lead on “When You Pray.” Stormy was sulking in defeat as Melissa melted in the sultry attention of the director, whose hands manipulated their way from her shoulders to her diaphragm, compelling the young vocalist to push the song out. Melissa giggled when Brother Samuels told Stormy that her voice was shaky and compromised his entire choir, but she swallowed her laughter whole when Brother Samuels offered Stormy some personal assistance after rehearsal.


Saturday afternoon, when choir rehearsal was over and all of the good Christians were gone, Stormy lay cradling herself on the floor, where young Brother Samuels had abandoned her wilted body, with her virginity bleeding slowly down her thighs in the Pastor’s study.


Stormy didn’t know how he had removed her pretty black stockings. She had only wanted to kiss him. She had only wanted to see what kissing his special mouth would be like. That first kiss was the sweetest thing she had ever felt. Everything else happened so quickly that she couldn’t think straight. Her face was stinging, there was something around her neck, his salty hand was over her mouth and nose, and she couldn’t breathe. Then she was on the floor with her hair being pulled back so far she thought her neck would snap. Her fists pounded the flesh and muscles of his big, strong back, and someone was screaming “no” and “stop” and “it hurts” and “please, Jesus, stop him.” Things in her stomach were being pushed around as her bones seemed to split and give way to a digging inside of her and everything between her legs was throbbing, aching, and bruising. Then time was still and she left the room and floated into space and looked for Jesus. She was calling His name and looking and calling and looking, but she couldn’t find Him anywhere. She found a quiet place, lay down and waited, unsure of what she was waiting for.


Suddenly, there was a loud grunt in her ear, and then panting, squeezing, shaking, and breathing and then…he was soft again, kissing her with his special mouth.


“Now that’s some pussy that can make a brother sing,” he said, kissing her again. Stormy didn’t say anything. She stared at the cross on the wall behind him, where Jesus hung. “Hey, are you in there?” Brother Samuels knocked on her head with his knuckles. She turned her empty eyes toward him. “Don’t worry. It won’t hurt the next time.”


He stood up over her. She saw his dick; the first one she had ever seen. It had blood and white stuff on it. She felt her stomach retching and thought she would throw up, until she swallowed hard and looked away, at the cross again.


Brother Samuels picked her dress up off the floor and wiped his dick with it. “You ain’t never even seen one before today, huh?”


Stormy lay there. She did not answer. She did not cry. She kind of lay numb and wondering. What had she done wrong? Why was God punishing her? Was this what she had to look forward to with men? If God is everywhere, she thought, why couldn’t He hear my prayers from inside a Pastor’s study? Her eyes were fixated on that cross, where a hippy-looking white man hung with nails in his hands and feet. Her Sunday school teacher said Jesus was a carpenter. Maybe he built his own cross, too, she thought. Jesus, where were you when I was looking for you?


She shivered.


“Are you cold?” Brother Samuels asked. “Here, put your dress back on.” He tossed the dress onto her body, but she didn’t move a muscle.


For a moment, there was tenderness in his voice that Stormy appreciated. Even when he wasn’t singing, praising God with his tenor tone, his voice sounded like a song. Are you cold? Even in the aftermath of him stealing her virginity, Stormy was drawn to his voice and waited for him to say something that would make her feel better.


“Is something wrong?” he asked her. “Why are you laying there, staring up at that cross?


“Oh, so now you’re not talking. What happened to ‘Oh Brother Samuels, you sing so pretty?’ And ‘how old are you? Hee hee hee’; I saw ya’ll up there in the choir stand giggling. I be seeing ya’ll all the time, talking about me. Now that you have my attention, you can’t talk. You all hurt. Shit.” He curled his lip in disgust at her. “You know, you females make me sick, prancing around in front of dudes, dressing like little sluts, switching your little asses around, batting your eyelashes, flirting and shit. Then you have the nerve to cop an attitude when men want to fuck you; especially you young chicks. Sometimes I think God be playing games. I mean, He be giving ass and titties, like the ones He gave to you, to kids, and expects a man not to want them. It don’t make sense. It’s just wrong. That’s why I’m in this church, playing the piano, singing and getting paid. My pretty hands make seventy-five dollars every time they touch the keys on Sunday. All this shit is fake. You are hell of fake.” He kicked Stormy’s leg. “I’m going to give you some advice, young lady. You would be smart to take it. Don’t take this situation and try to use it to play victim. You’ll only be fucking yourself up for later. Pussy wasn’t created for anything but fucking and having babies. So if you think I’ve done you wrong, think again. I simply got you ready.”


He knelt at her side, watching her lay still. Young Brother Samuels spoke slow and deliberately to her. “I know you’re feeling kind of bad about it right now, going out like a hoe and all; especially at church, and being only fourteen. But I can see it in you. You’re going to be one of those bitches who love to fuck. Trust me; don’t worry about it right now. Hey…” He waved his hand in front of her eyes. “What are you doing? What are you looking at?” He followed her eyes to the cross on the wall behind him. “What? Do you think He’s going to climb down off that cross and whip my ass? Hey, my cousin said that Mary, you know, from the Bible, Jesus’ mother, was around fourteen years old. So you’re in real good company.”


Stormy just lay there, not responding. He looked at the catatonic girl on the floor, laughed, and stood on his feet.


“Naw, for real though; that’s some real good pussy you got. You were fighting me for a minute. That’s something you can hold on to, for sure, for your honor. But I could feel you wanting to fuck me back. I could feel you holding yourself back. You even got a couple of good pumps in there, didn’t you?”


Stormy turned her face away. He reached for her chin and turned her face back over to him. She closed her eyes.


“Open your eyes. I want you to look at me and remember me. I want you to remember what I smelled like, what I tasted like, what I felt like, before all those other men come rushing up inside you. You should do yourself a favor next time; don’t hold back. You ain’t being raped if you’re fucking back. Remember that.”


Stormy watched Brother Samuels as he walked away from her, shaking his head. He checked his hair in the mirror by the coat rack, where the Pastor’s robe, hat and coat hung, and continued to talk.


“Pussy ain’t all special like you females try to make it out to be. That’s all I’m saying. Men know what pussy is for. We have to have it. We would kill to get it. We pay for it! I mean, I don’t pay for it but some fools do. Men are the ones that give it value; not women. Pussy ain’t worth anything; not really. It’s just that men have a need for it. So in the future, if any of these fine, upstanding church men want to run up in you, you need to get a little something for your college fund. You know what I’m saying?


“Besides, fucking is in our nature. It’s something people do. We’re all animals with urges to procreate and shit. That means have babies,” he said, looking back at her on the floor. Stormy was starting to look like she was going to cry. “You need to get up off the floor, and stop feeling sorry for yourself. You don’t even know. I did you a big-ass favor.” Brother Samuels pulled his arms through his choir robe and zipped it. “I swear,” he said, “Females can be so unappreciative.” He walked toward the door. “Every girl has got to become a woman some time. It’s probably better that you became one in the house of the Lord, don’t you think?”


In that moment, a single tear crawled through the corner of Stormy’s eye. She could feel a well of them rushing in to pity her. He was almost out of the door. She willed her tears away; she would not give him the satisfaction of seeing her cry.


Brother Samuels opened the door to the Pastor’s study and was stepping through it when he had an afterthought. “I know you don’t want to embarrass your momma with any of this. With that cancer eating her up like it is already, you might kill her with foolishness. I heard, back in the day, your momma knew what pussy was for, too.”


With that, he disappeared behind the door. Stormy could hear him, already humming his next musical gift to God as he shut the door and walked down the hall with her innocence still ripe on his dick, under his choir robe.


After a few minutes, when she could hear the organ flooding the sanctuary, Stormy stood up on her trembling legs. She pulled her pretty stockings from around her neck and tossed them in the trashcan by the Pastor’s desk. She picked her pink cotton panties up off the floor and stepped into them. Then she put on the dress her mother had warned her was “too short for the church house” and folded her choir robe. She could hear Brother Samuels on the organ in the sanctuary, singing…


“I find no fault in God; He’s wonderful. I find no fault in Him…”








CHAPTER 2: THE VIRGIN FILES:
 THE GIFT THAT KEEPS ON GIVING



The night Korea gave her virginity to Keith, she didn’t even bleed. Over the next couple of months, she let him hit a few more times, hoping it would get better, but she was starting to wonder what all the excitement over sex was about. She was about to stop fucking him altogether when he started getting more creative.


Keith was pretty sure that he wasn’t getting Korea off with his usual moves, so he decided to try something different. He wasn’t usually a weak fuck, but he had to admit to himself that he could understand if Korea thought he was. After all, she never made a sound when he fucked her, even when her pussy was dripping wetness. Her silence was so intimidating. It was all he could do to stay hard most of the time.


Korea found a package in her gym locker with a note attached. “Baby, I bought you something. Please put on only what is inside this package and meet me on the corner behind the gym after school. I love you. P.S., make sure you don’t wear anything but what is in the package.”


It was an old trick he hadn’t used in years, but it was failure proof, Keith thought, as he waited with his Mustang idling behind the high school. For a fleeting moment, he thought he might be tricking himself when he saw her strutting toward his car in the red silk wraparound dress and elegant Evan Picone pumps he had given her. Half an hour later, Korea lay on a hotel bed, spread-eagle, with her full pussy exposed to his razor’s edge. He had shaved her, then sucked, kissed, and licked inside her bald pussy until she had moaned for him, for the very first time. But right when Korea was getting into it, rolling her hips and fucking his lips and tongue, Keith had grown excited. He had pulled his face from between her legs and climbed on top of her. Before long, he was spilling his hot milk on her clean-shaven skin.


Korea couldn’t stop thinking about the sweet sensation of having a tongue on her pussy. Every night, she was touching herself and searching for the spots that got her the hottest. But after three days, when her hair began to grow back, her desire to touch herself became an intense need to scratch, as hair bumps began to form, leaving tiny pus-filled blisters. The skin of her pussy became inflamed and hot to the touch in the next days and she could not scratch enough to soothe the powerful itch.


“Aw, baby,” Keith said into the phone. “That happens sometimes. Your skin has to get a little tougher. It’ll heal in a few days.”


“It better,” Korea said, calming down a bit, as she pressed a warm wet towel against her punany.


“You’ve been thinking about me licking on you, huh?” Keith said, in a sexy voice.


“No.”


“I’ll bet you have. I’ll bet you’ve been touching yourself, and thinking of my tongue inside you.”


“Yeah. That was good. That was real good,” the girl admitted finally. “But I’m not trying to have a tough pussy; I want a pretty pussy. So, you won’t be shaving me again. I hope you understand that.”


Keith ignored her command. “You want me to come over?”


“No, my mom will be back in a minute.”


“I could come later, when she’s sleeping. You know, hang around your window, like last time.”


“Now see, that’s what I get for giving you a bullshit answer. I’m over here with a disco inferno blazing between my legs and all you can say is that you want to get a blowjob at my bedroom window? Yeah, that’s really going to happen. Keith, please hang up now, so I don’t have to disrespect you and hang up in your face. I can’t be getting angry at senior citizens like that.”


“Aw, no you didn’t call me a senior citizen!” Keith laughed into the phone. “All right then, young lady. Take it easy though. The bumps are going to go away. Maybe you could throw a perm on it when the hair comes back.”


Korea searched for a quick comeback to stick him with, but all she came up with was a dial tone. Keith was right, though. After almost two weeks, Korea’s hair was coming back nicely and there was only a cluster of small itchy bumps left, near her vaginal opening.


“It could be an STD, huh?” she asked the doctor, shyly. This was her first pelvic exam and pap smear. She lay on the examination table with her legs wide open and her feet lodged in stirrups.


“It could be,” the milky-skinned blonde woman said as she slipped her long narrow hands into two rubber gloves. “Then again, it could be nothing. Why don’t we wait and see what it is?” The woman smiled so warmly at her young patient, Korea felt it.


This doctor is pretty, she thought. No, she is beautiful. To Korea, she looked more like a model than someone who would be working at the local free clinic. Her eyes were such a pale blue, they were almost translucent. Her cheekbones were high and well-defined and her small, pouty lips looked like somebody had drawn them on her face with a calligraphy pen.


Korea was lost in these thoughts when the pretty doctor nudged her knee a bit to get her to open her legs wider.


“Relax,” she said. “This won’t hurt. I’m going to…”


As Doctor Model went on to describe the next steps she would take, Korea could feel a warming sensation running completely through her body as two well-lubricated gloved fingers reached inside of her. With her other hand, the doctor pressed around on her stomach, leaning forward just enough so that Korea caught the scent of her cotton candy breath, flooding her belly with butterflies. At first, Korea thought she had to pee. As the doctor reached her fingers deep down inside of her, tapping and searching around for “lumps, bumps or anything unusual,” Korea felt something she had never felt before; a strong increasing urge to bear down and squeeze.


“Wait,” she said, grabbing a fist full of the plastic pad underneath her. “I…” Korea tried to warn the woman of the impending flood, but suddenly her entire body seemed to sneeze.


“Whoa, young lady…,” the doctor said. “That was a first,” she said, taking her fingers out of the patient so quickly, Korea had an aftershock of tiny jolts and quivers.


“I’m sorry,” Korea said. Her heart was pounding inside her chest; it’s rhythm spreading through her veins, clear down to the little button she had been pushing on all those nights since Keith had licked her there. She lay on a soaked pad, hiding behind the hand over her face.


Korea decided, in that very moment, that she might never need a dick, or a man, again. Keith’s dick had never made her feel this way; whatever this way was. She wanted to feel it over and over again. She wanted to feel it forever. And if it only existed in the fingertips of a beautiful woman with cotton candy breath, so be it. She was going to make a way to leave Keith immediately.


“Don’t worry. You’ll have it all under control before you know it,” Doctor Model said, peeling the gloves off of her hands and dropping them into the trashcan. She handed a clean, dry, blue plastic and cotton pad to Korea.


“Was that what I think it was?” Korea asked her.


“I’m pretty sure,” the doctor replied over her shoulder as she washed her hands and forearms in the sink. “Okay, let me start the exam over.” She walked back over to the table and slipped her hands into a new pair of gloves.


“Thanks,” Korea said. Then, realizing that it may have sounded like she was thanking the woman for making her climax on the table, she corrected herself. “I mean, thank you for not making me feel embarrassed.”


“Of course,” she said and exhaled.


There’s that cotton candy again, Korea thought as she closed her eyes.


“Okay,” the woman said, preparing her young patient. “This part might not be quite so pleasant,” Korea could hear the magician say as she lay feeling the tingles slowly dissipate.


Suddenly, all sense of pleasure came to a quick freeze when the cold speculum slipped inside of her. She could feel the cool clinic air rush into her open body; the swipe of dry cotton, a pinch, a squeeze, and then another swipe and it was over. Korea exhaled and relaxed her pelvis, and then the rest of her body.


“Okay, Miss Smith,” Doctor Model said. “We’ll have to send these samples to a lab for tests. One of the nurses will be back in to talk to you.”


“Tests,” Korea repeated softly, having been reminded of exactly where she was and why she was there. “Doctor, can you tell me what you think it is?” she asked in a voice that sounded much more frightened and tiny than any voice that had ever emanated from her throat before.


She momentarily wondered if it was hers, and then she cleared her throat and tried again, repeating the question, this time with more assertiveness and adding, “Could they be hair bumps? See, I let Keith, that’s the guy…I let him shave me down there. When I told him about the bumps, he said they were probably just hair bumps,” Korea finished confidently.


The doctor dropped her gloves into the trash receptacle and turned to look at the sixteen-year-old girl who had probably gotten herpes before she had even had her first orgasm. “Well, I’d rather not say until the tests are back. There’s no point in getting you all excited, until we know for sure.” Then she winked one pale blue eye at Korea and disappeared behind a cold clinic door.


In the ten days that it took to receive her test results in the mail, Korea ignored Keith’s calls, played basketball, and found it difficult to stop thinking about the doctor and that strange sensation she had had on her table.


Korea was still pretty sure the bumps were nothing. They had scabbed over and fallen off without even leaving scars.





CHAPTER 3: THE VIRGIN FILES:
 DREAM CROW



Keith studied Dream Crow from across the room, examining her reaction to the screams and bumping sounds pounding against the wall. Titus, the pimp in the condo next door, was beating his unruly new hoe again, and every time her head hit the wall, Dream Crow flinched like her nerves were pinching her. She sat at her dressing table, nervously trying to apply lip liner to her full, heart-shaped lips, but she kept going out of the lines and had to keep starting over. On top of the screaming and pleading and slaps and booms crashing through the wall, Keith’s phone was ringing but he wouldn’t answer it. Her pager was buzzing with persistent reminders from her brother, Hartford, that she needed to get a new life. Her stomach was tied in knots and beginning to hurt.


“Baby…” she said finally, hoping the sound of her own voice would calm her. “Do you want me to answer the phone?”


Keith stood in front of his undraped panoramic windows with a sea of San Francisco skyline framing him. “No,” he said, smiling wickedly.


He looked at the anxious phone, knowing Korea was on the other end of it, probably in a tailspin. It had been a while since she had told him about those bumps. She probably had her test results back from the clinic. He walked over to the stereo and turned the knob to raise the volume on Whitney Houston’s latest release, “Didn’t We Almost Have it All.”


“Don’t answer the phone yet.” His voice was airy and loaded as he walked toward the back of Dream Crow’s red velvet stool and laid his hands gently on her shoulders. “Why are you so nervous?” Keith asked into her ear as he bent down and looked into the mirror at her.


“I’m not nervous.”


“Really? You seem nervous. I thought you might be because Titus is over there drunk and acting a fool again.”
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