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Praise for Zane and
Addicted


“Snatched me up from the first page and didn’t let me go until the end. A great read!”


—Margaret Johnson-Hodge, author of Butterscotch Blues


“Hot! Sensational! This is one you won’t be able to put down!”


—Franklin White, author of Fed Up with the Fanny and Cup of Love


“Erotic and well-written, Addicted sizzles and satisfies. Zane has managed to pen a novel that expertly portrays both romantic and earthly love and does more than simple justice to each.”


—Karen E. Quinones Miller, author of Satin Doll




Praise for Zane and
Shame on It All


“At a time when much of African-American fiction has fallen into formulas and mediocrity, Zane has lifted the bar of literary standards again with this insightful, often hilarious work, which showcases her talent for satire, irony, penetrating analysis and downright hijinks. The sista can write! This book is a complete departure from her earlier efforts and one that should bring her the notoriety she so deserves. If you loved Addicted, then Shame on It All will give you a whole different view of this woman’s immense talent.”


—Robert Fleming, author of Wisdom of the Elders and 
The African American Writer’s Handbook


“Zane has done it again. Shame on It All is well-crafted and fast paced with just enough drama to keep you talking to yourself.”


—Carl Weber, author of Lookin’ for Luv and Married Men
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Dedicated to all of the sexually uninhibited women in the world that are sick of being judged. People always lash out at that which they don’t understand. Do not allow their fears to dictate the choices you make in your life. If we can free our bodies, then we can also free our minds.


Caution!!:


If you are sexually repressed, sexually oppressed, or have any other sexual hang-ups, please put my book down now and walk away from it because The Sex Chronicles is just too damn hot for your ass.


Disclaimer:


Because I know the drama is going to come, let me say this now. I am in no way trying to promote promiscuity, the spreading of disease, or extramarital affairs. However, I am trying to promote healthy, uninhibited, satisfying sexual experiences for those women that are tired of disappointing sex. Sex was here for thousands of years before I started writing erotica, and it will be here for thousands of years after I am gone. This book is a work of fiction and should be treated as such. With that said, I hope you enjoy the book.


Peace,
Zane
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I wrote my first erotic story in November 1997 and never intended for more than two or three people to ever read it. The exact opposite happened. Everybody read it! Before I knew it, I began to receive numerous e-mails from people wondering if I had written anything else. Within a few days, I completed three other stories and placed them all on the Web. Within three weeks after that, my site had accumulated more than eight thousand hits. Needless to say, I was shocked.


While writing runs in my family and over the years people have always encouraged me to put my creativity to use, I had never once thought about writing erotica. I had never even read any erotica. All of a sudden, I had a long mailing list followed by a monthly newsletter.


People e-mailed me and said, “Why don’t you write a book?” I said to myself, “Why not?” Three months later, I had written more than fifty erotic tales. Thus, The Sex Chronicles. The reasons I chose Shattering the Myth as the subtitle are too numerous to mention, but I’m sure you can figure it out. I have faith in you. I never knew that so many people had sexual hang-ups, that so many people would try to tell adults what they should and should not read, what they should and should not write, what they should and should not do in the privacy of their own homes. Once a person becomes an adult, she should be able to do whatever she wants as long as it is not illegal and does not harm or infringe on the rights of someone else.


Even though you would think the above statement would be common sense, you would be surprised at the e-mails I get from people, saying things like, “Why are you wasting your talent on this filth?” “You must sit around doing nothing but having sex!” and “People would never buy this kind of work. You need to conform and write a black romance novel or one of those sistahgurl books.”


All I can say is this: If you don’t like my work, then why are you reading it?


Basically, I let the one or two negative e-mails out of three thousand get to me at first but not anymore. Forget them! I write erotica for the thousands of people that do want to read it. Is erotica the only thing I will ever write? Absolutely not! I have already completed three novels and have four others in progress. I just love to write, period. I will be the first to admit that none of my novels are what one would consider mainstream. They are controversial. I intentionally made them that way. I want people to finish one of my novels, put it down, and say “Dammmmmmn!”


Addicted is a murder mystery, Shame on It All is a sistahgurl novel, and The Heat Seekers is indeed a black romance, but they all have chutzpah! Bottom line, as long as people will read my work, I will continue to write it. For those of you that tried to stop this and yet are sitting here reading every word I write as usual, please don’t step to me with your judgments. I would appreciate you not wasting your time or mine. For my loyal readers, I love each and every one of you, no matter what your race, no matter what your sexual persuasion. Making love is universal.


While I cannot even begin to acknowledge every single person that has continuously encouraged me and shown undying support, there are a few people that I must recognize. First and foremost, I would like to thank my children for coming into this world through my body, for loving me unconditionally, for inspiring me to make something out of my life, and for always making me laugh when I am feeling down. I would like to thank my parents for being understanding and supportive when I still wasn’t quite sure what I wanted to do with my life. Without them, I would not be here on this earth. I am just thankful that they gave me emotional and financial support and stood by me no matter what. I would like to thank my two sisters for giving me a shoulder to cry on, an ear to talk into, and examples to follow since I am the youngest. I am very lucky to come from an extremely close-knit family and to have a huge extended family that sticks together even through the darkest of times.


I would definitely like to thank Shonda Cheekes, my publicist, and Pamela Crockett and Michelle Askew, my entertainment attorneys, for giving me that extra little push I needed when I was in the trenches, for letting me vent my frustrations in their direction when the negativity started from those people who claim they never judge people. Yet they decided to not only judge me but to crucify me as well.


A special thank-you to all the people on the Black Erotica message boards, to all the people in the Net Noir and Black Voices book chat rooms, and to all the people that have spread my work around and forwarded my newsletters and links to all three or four hundred people at their jobs.


Last but definitely not least, I would like to express my heartfelt thanks and appreciation to the thousands of people on my mailing list. I cannot tell you how much all of it means to me. Signing on at night and finding anywhere from fifty to three hundred e-mails in my in box from just one day provides me with the strength I need to carry on. This book is for all of you. I hope that everyone enjoys this book, but you have to be able to open up your mind before you can. I must caution you that I have an extremely vivid and sometimes even sick imagination. If you think you can hang, then turn the page. You can’t say I didn’t warn you.





First Night
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We ride up the coast to Maine on your brand-new motorcycle and stop for the night at a cozy, secluded bed and breakfast inn. They show us to our room. It is very romantic, with a fireplace and antique Victorian furniture. Beside the sofa is a round little table with a white linen tablecloth and burning white candles. Our room also has a huge, king-size bed on a riser with two steps leading up to it. The bed has large fluffy pillows, crisp white sheets, and a huge down comforter.


As they deliver our dinner to our room, we can see that it is beginning to rain through the large, picturesque windows. The room has a balcony. We open the French doors so we can hear the raindrops and feel the cool breeze as it enters the room. We sit down at the dinner table and begin to sip on the Dom Perignon while we eat the tender steak, baked potatoes, carrots, and oven-fresh rolls we ordered for dinner.


After dinner, we take the throw blanket that is sprawled across the sofa and lay it out on the floor by the fireplace. We continue to drink the champagne and toast each other as we watch the embers glisten in the fire and listen to the rain.


We feed each other fresh strawberries dipped in chocolate and discuss the drive up. Then you take my hand and lead me out onto the covered balcony. We can feel raindrops trickle across our skin. You kiss me, and our tongues intertwine as we begin to kiss deep and passionately. You go back inside the room for a moment, returning with an empty bottle that previously contained the Perrier springwater we drank on the bike on the way up. You set it on the edge of the balcony, with the lid off, and little raindrops begin to fall into it. You look me in my eyes and tell me you are going to collect the raindrops in the bottle and save them as a remembrance of the night we first made love.


I run my fingers across your cheeks and then take your hand and begin to suck your fingers, putting each one entirely into my mouth and sucking it gently. You pick me up. I wrap my legs around your waist, and you hold me up against the wall on the rear of the balcony. We begin to kiss again, but deeper this time, as I caress the back of your head and run my fingernails down the center of your back, tickling your spine through your shirt.


The black skintight dress that I changed into for dinner and your white shirt and black trousers begin to get damp from the rain. You can see my hard nipples protruding from the top of my revealing dress. You pull the shoulder straps of my dress down and begin to suck on my left nipple and palm my right breast in your hand, rubbing your thumb across my nipple. You begin to grind your hips between my legs, and I can feel your hard dick applying pressure to my pussy. I begin to gyrate my hips on top of your dick through your pants.


You let me down gently back onto the balcony and turn me around with my face against the wall. You reach around me and grab my nipples, pinching them, and I begin to moan. I turn my head to the side to meet your tongue. We kiss again as your left hand reaches down between my thighs and begins to finger my pussy, pushing my panties to the side. I hold one of my hands up over my shoulder and grab the back of your neck, pulling your tongue closer into my mouth as I grind my pussy onto your fingers. You now have two of them inside of me.


You pull away from me and then kneel down, push the bottom of my dress up over my hips to my waist, and then rip my hunter green satin thong bikinis off. You grab my ass cheeks firmly and bite each one of them softly. You suckle on them hard until I have hickey marks on each one of them. I squirm a little from the pain as you bury your face in between my legs from behind. I arch my back, pushing my ass farther toward you. You begin to suck on my clit from behind, my ass all in your face. You begin finger-fucking my ass while I grind my pussy and ass all onto your face and tongue. I begin to moan uncontrollably, and you say “Ummmm” as you devour my pussy juices and finger my ass.


After a few more minutes of this, you stand back up, and I turn around. You pick me up, and I straddle my legs around your waist again. We begin to kiss as you carry me inside, walk up the two steps on the riser, and lay me softly on the comfortable bed.


I watch as the lightning from the storm seems to track on all the high round parts of your body. I cannot ever remember feeling more desire than at this moment. I lean toward you and gently feel your lips touch mine. Oh, how soft they feel. I could never dream of a more sensual moment.


With fire in my soul, I seemingly lick the honey from your lips as our kiss begins. Deeper and deeper, I am drawn into you as I continue to lick the sweetness from your lips. I begin to softly suckle on your bottom lip for the life-giving energy of your soul. My desire grows even more intense as your hand caresses my back and the nape of my neck.


You kneel over me on the bed and slowly take your shirt off, letting it fall silently to the floor. You reach through the darkness to feel the smooth surface of my skin. Gently, you massage my shoulders as you lower the straps of my dress. Soon the wonder of my exposed, hardened nipples and firm breasts fills your eyes.


I pull my arms from the straps and knowingly touch you where you need to be touched the most, caressing your dick through the pants you are still wearing.


I kiss you again with a passion full of fire. You cannot hold yourself back any longer as you grab my breasts and massage my tender nipples under your thumbs. How soft they feel under your touch! With each stroke, I can feel my desire rising. You reach with an open mouth to take my breast in. You lick the tip of my left nipple just to taste the sweetness of me. Slowly, you close your lips to encompass my sweet dark pearl. You suck for moments that seem to last an eternity. Then you bite gently into my tender fruit, pulling a little more with each increasing bite.


You stop for a moment, lifting your lips from my nipple. You watch as my nipple shivers in the air. You blow a gentle puff of air to dry the moisture from me and watch as my hardened nipple grows even more impressive.


You lick a soft trail down to my belly button, kissing my skin gently with each pause. You pull the rest of my dress off to reveal all of my smooth, flawless body.


You take my right foot into your hand and begin to suckle on my pretty, polished toes as I take the toes on my left foot and caress your dick with them. I cannot control my desire any longer. I sit up on the edge of the bed where you are standing, anxiously undo your belt buckle, and unzip your pants. You help me slide your pants and satin boxer shorts completely off, and you kick them aside.


I take in your beautiful, scrumptious-looking dick with my eyes, biting on my bottom lip in anticipation of the tremendous amount of delight it will bring me. Gently, I take it into my hands and massage it up and down the shaft with one hand and caress your balls lightly with the other.


I want so badly to partake of your splendid nectar. I take the tip of my tongue and lick the head of your dick straight down the middle, immediately tasting your delicious precum. I want some more, lots more, so I take the head of your dick into my mouth and suckle on it, contracting my cheek muscles in and out as I attempt to draw every single drop of precum that exists onto my awaiting taste buds.


The intensity grows as you begin to feed me your dick, gliding more and more of it into my mouth each time you direct it in and out. I moan with delight as your dick fills my throat. My own saliva begins to trickle out the sides of my mouth onto my erect nipples. I arch my neck so that I can deep-throat your entire dick. I can feel the head of it hitting up against my tonsils while your balls slam up against my chin. You taste so delicious, it’s almost scary. I never knew a man’s dick could be so delectable.


We are lost in time as you stand there feeding me your dick for moments on end. Even though I begin to gag on it at times, I gladly continue to suckle on it without hesitation. You tell me you don’t want to cum yet, and you glide it slowly out of my mouth. I still want to partake of it, so I lick around the shaft with the tip of my tongue in long, circular strokes. Then I go underneath your dick and tickle your balls with the tip of my tongue. You moan a little and run your fingers through my hair while I take your ball sack gently into my mouth and bounce it around on my tongue. I am like a kid in a candy store, wanting to taste a little of everything.


I start to flicker my tongue at your belly button as you stand in front of me. I move my tongue up the center of your stomach as I get on my knees on the bed so that I can bite gently on your nipples. Then, you lift my chin up so I am looking deeply into your soft bedroom eyes, and you begin to tongue-kiss me with an intensity I have never known. My pussy is so wet! I can feel drops of my own juice running down the center of my thighs as the rain continues outside and the cool breeze invades our private haven through the open patio doors.


You take me by the hand and lead me over to the table with the linen cloth where we had shared our romantic meal. You tell me to lie down on the table as you sit in a chair directly in between my legs. I oblige and you anxiously begin to suck on my throbbing clit. It is covered with my juices by this point. You hold my thighs open with your hands and use your fingers to hold the lips of my pussy open so that you can partake of my sweet pearl. I moan as I lose control of my body, surrendering myself to you completely. I feel your tongue direct its way into my throbbing pussy walls. You stick a finger into my ass and begin to finger-fuck it while you tongue-fuck my pussy. I grind my pussy up into your face and begin to cum. I can feel you sucking all of it out of my pussy. After a few more moments of concentrating solely on my pussy, I can feel you lapping up all the juices that have trickled down my thighs earlier, as if to make sure you let not one drop of my sweetness go to waste.


You stand up between my legs and ask me if I am ready to feel you inside of me. I tell you I want nothing more. You stick the fingers of one hand into my mouth. I begin to suck on them as your other hand is still busy fingering my ass. As I lay there looking up at you, suckling on your fingertips, I see you lean forward and feel the head of your dick opening my pussy. You glide it in, and I arch my back, pushing my pussy farther onto the edge of the table and onto your dick. You glide your dick in and out of my hot, contracting pussy, making me take a little more of it each time it invades my sugar walls. Our moans are in unison now as we both take pleasure in our bodies melting together.


You fuck me harder and harder until I can feel your balls slamming up against my ass. I can feel myself climax again, and I let out a low scream. I caress my nipples with one hand and grab you by the back of your neck with the other, making you bring your dick deeper into me.


You lift me up gently, your dick still buried deep inside me, and carry me back over to the bed. You press my legs over my shoulders, using your chest to hold them in place, and begin to fuck me with no mercy. I cannot take it. I grab onto the headboard trying to pull away as you pound your dick deeper and deeper into me. I can feel the head of your dick inside my stomach. It is a confusing mixture of pain and pleasure, but I want it all. I want you to tear my pussy up, fuck me like I have never imagined, so I take it and I cum over and over again. Orgasm on top of orgasm.


Time loses all meaning. We continue to fuck for what seems like hours on end. Long after the rain has stopped and our Perrier bottle is filled with memories of our first night together, as the sun begins to fight its way over the horizon, you are still fucking me.


I bury my head sideways into a pillow while you hold onto my ass cheeks, one in each hand, and pump your dick in and out of my pussy from behind. As cum trickles down the inside of my thighs onto the sheets below, I silently hope to myself that it never ends.





Sock It to Me
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Have you ever seen a man whose body just looked like the words F-U-C-K M-E spelled out? If not, then you’ve never been inside Lou’s Gym in Washington, D.C., and laid eyes on Geren Stevenson, also known to me alone, as Mr. All That. What can I say, ladies, except he is all the things any red-blooded woman’s dreams are made of rolled up into one. When you look at him, you can’t help but want to lick him all over like a lollipop.


My uncle Lou owns the gym. I worked there in the evenings, doing mostly nothing. I did close up nights because my aunt Geraldine liked Uncle Lou to be home in time for dinner. She’s one of those old-fashioned, big-boned women who believes she needs to cook soul food every night. Thus, Uncle Lou rushed out of there no later than six every evening to go chow down on his fried chicken, collard greens, and sweet potatoes or whatever his woman had slaved over the hot stove preparing all day.


Geren came in five nights a week, Monday through Friday, like clockwork. He came in straight after work and arrived about seven. I didn’t close the gym up until ten, so that gave me plenty of time to watch him work his ass. He was about six feet tall, around 200 pounds of solid muscle, as deep chocolate as it gets. Like the old adage says, The darker the berry, the sweeter the juice. He had a bald head, a beautiful smile, and dark bedroom eyes. His skin was as smooth as a baby’s ass all over. Simply put, I was hopelessly head-over-heels in love with him.


Geren was an accountant by day and an amateur boxer by night, a heavyweight. He would come in to work out with his trainer, Willy, and his sparring partner. I loved to watch him. The way he pounced around the ring, the way the muscles in his arms contracted as he swung them back and forth, the way he bobbed his head from side to side so he wouldn’t get knocked the hell out. I even loved the way he smelled. He always smelled like heaven to me. Most men have that au naturel smell after working out, but not Geren. I would have licked his ass dry, sweat and all.


Unfortunately, I was not the type of woman Geren was attracted to. He had all these tall, beautiful, sexy, big-tit women in nice clothes and lots of makeup coming in there looking for him all the time. The kind of women who wouldn’t even walk to the corner store until the hair, nails, and face were done. They were all in their early to mid-twenties.


On the other hand, there was me. Only eighteen, five years younger than him, flat-chested, and barely pushing 100 pounds soaking wet. I was taking some courses at the local community college after barely making it through high school academically. My uncle Lou was kind enough to kick me some money for working for him, but he wasn’t paying me much of anything. My future was looking pretty dismal at the time, and my love life wasn’t looking any better. I was a big-time tomboy, always in sweats or baggy jeans, but after all, who needs to dress up to work behind the front desk at a gym and hand out towels? My hair was cut real short, and my nails were stubs since I used to bite them all the time because of nervous energy.


I had only been with two men, the boy I lost my virginity to in the ninth grade and my high school sweetheart. He ended up going away to another state for college. Geren was my dream lover, but there was no way he would wanna get freaky with the likes of me.


Then, the big snowstorm of ’92 changed my life. It was one of the worst snowstorms in Washington, D.C., history. The cars were covered completely with snow and ice, people were ice-skating down the street in front of the White House, and even the entire federal government was shut down. Even though it was a horrible day weatherwise, it turned out to be the luckiest day of my life.


Why? For the first time, Geren and I were completely alone in the gym. I told Uncle Lou I would stay and keep the gym open because I walked home anyway. The small, cozy flat I shared with my mother was only about three blocks away, but Uncle Lou and Aunt Geraldine lived on the other side of town. They did the Jefferson thing, you know? Started a successful business and did the moving on up scenario.


Geren was working out on a punching bag. He also lived within walking distance, so it was all good. He was alone. His trainer couldn’t make it in because of the snow. There had been a few other stragglers, but they all left about 8 P.M., an hour earlier. I was pretending to watch an old rerun of Sanford and Son on the time-weathered, black-and-white television Uncle Lou picked up at a pawnshop. The picture was barely visible, and there was a clothes hanger where the broken-off antenna used to be. I was not really watching it anyway. I was too busy watching Geren out the corner of my eye.


He was beating the hell out of that punching bag. I remember thinking how sorry I would feel for a man who pissed him off in a dark alley. He finished up his workout by jumping some rope. I could envision his dick bouncing up and down in his jock strap and trunks. My pussy was so wet.


Then, he asked me what was up and I freaked. I said the typical D.C. answer of the ’90s, “Just chillin’.” I freaked, because that was the first time he had ever said anything to me. In all the time he had been coming in there, he never said a word to me. He would walk up to the front desk from time to time, I would hand him a towel, he would smile, and that was it. I guess he felt he should say something to me, since we were the only two people there that night. Little did he realize, he had just made my fucking decade.


I almost creamed on myself when he started wiping the sweat off his body with a towel and then started guzzling down a bottle of ice-cold Gatorade. He reminded me of one of those Diet Coke commercials where all the women in this office are waiting anxiously for the soda delivery man to come in and guzzle down a soda so they can cum all over themselves. I wondered how many panties would get wet if those same women were there at that very moment watching Geren guzzle. I seriously doubted there would have been a pair of dry panties in the house.


He started walking toward me, with his boxing gloves tied together by the strings and hanging around his neck, bouncing around on his six-pack stomach. I panicked. Why, I’m not sure, but I just did. I started to hand him a fresh towel, figuring he would get the towel and hit the showers as usual. He didn’t. Instead, he leaned on the counter and started a conversation with me. He was so fucking fine, I wanted to just reach over, grab him by the neck, and bury my tongue in his mouth. Somehow, I managed to control myself. I was too shy to ever do anything that provocative anyway.


Quite to my surprise, we had one hell of a conversation. We found out we had a lot of the same interests, such as music, sports, movies, and even baseball cards. I have been collecting them since early childhood, and it was the same with him. He told me how most of the women he dated didn’t know a thing about sports and how cool it was to find a woman who actually liked them. I was shook because for the first time he was talking to me like there was some interest there. I figured it must have been my imagination, ’cause no freakin’ way would he get with the likes of me.


The snow was coming down like crazy. It was nearing ten, so I told him I needed to lock up soon. He asked me to hold off long enough for him to take a quick shower, and I told him it was no problem. He took a fresh towel and headed toward the locker room. When he got there, he turned around and said, “Wanna join me?”


I was tooooooo through and couldn’t manage any words at all. I figured I must have misunderstood him until he extended the invitation again. He looked me dead in the eyes and said, “If you wanna join me in the shower, I would love that!” He noticed my hesitation and added, “If you change your mind, come on in!” Then he disappeared into the locker room. A couple of minutes later, I heard one of the showers go on.


I was frozen, didn’t know what the hell to do. I thought about how long I had wanted him and how this chance may never come again. I thought about how my mother would always tell me, when I was a little girl, that the only thing to fear is fear itself. I thought about how his strong hands would feel all over my body and how much I wanted to caress his silky, soft skin. I thought about how much I used to want a man to fuck the hell out of me. My high school sweetheart had been a huge disappointment in the area of lovemaking. Bottom line, why the hell not?


I locked the front door of the gym and went into the men’s locker room. I walked down the row of lockers until I got to the end, where the shower stalls were lined up against the wall. I could see Geren’s sexy silhouette through the frosted glass of the one he was occupying. I opened the door to the stall, and before I could utter a word, he reached out, grabbed me through the steam, and pulled me inside with him, clothes on and all.


Geren lifted me up against the wall. I put my legs around his waist as he buried his tongue into my mouth. He was not the best kisser in the world, but as much as I craved him, he could have sucked both my lips clear off and I wouldn’t have cared. What I loved about him, straight off the bat, was how powerful he was. I could feel his dick, hardened, in between my legs. I couldn’t wait to feel it deep inside me.


He pulled my red sweatshirt over my head and off. Then Geren removed the bra that was covering my itty-bitty titties. My breasts may not be big, but I still derived much pleasure from having him suck all over them. My nipples could have cut Sheetrock. I took the tip of my tongue and licked straight down the center of his bald head while he bit gently on my nipples. I had always wanted to fuck a bald-headed man. It meant I would have two heads to lick instead of just one.


Geren let me down just long enough to finish taking off my clothes, which he did with a quickness. Within the next two minutes, everything from my sneakers to my panties was soaking up water on the floor. He picked me back up against the wall, with the water cascading down both of our bodies, and I could feel the head of his dick rubbing up against my baby-fine pussy hairs. His big body felt so good up against my tiny frame. The other two men I had been with were small men, but Geren outweighed me two to one, and his dick was so huge.


I felt the head of his dick invade my pussy walls, and then his entire dick was inside me. It was so big that I almost felt paralyzed at first. I had to get used to it before I could try to maneuver my pelvic muscles on it. I started kissing him deeply and palmed the back of his head like a basketball. His dick was the bomb. We fucked for a good half hour in the shower, and then he came. I could feel his hot cum shoot up inside me. I have no idea how many times I came during that time period, but it was at least five. Geren dick-whipped me something good.


We got out of the shower, and I thought we would just get dressed and leave. I always kept some extra clothes in the ladies’ locker room, but his ass wasn’t hardly finished with me. He laid me down on one of the benches in the locker room and then straddled the bench himself, lifting my legs all the way up in the air and wrapping them around his neck until just my shoulders and head were still on the bench. He bent over slightly, bringing his mouth to meet my elevated pussy, and began a tongue expedition. He tore my little pussy up. I came again and again. Then, he let my back rest back on the bench and pushed my legs back over my head like I was a gymnast doing a routine on a balance beam and ate my ass out. I was so in love, in lust, and several other things I can’t even think of the correct terminology for.


He put his dick inside me and picked me up, carrying me into the main part of the gym, bouncing me up and down on his dick along the way. Somehow, he managed to get us both into one of the boxing rings with his dick still inside me. I have yet to figure that one out. There, in the middle of the ring, he fucked me even harder than he did the first time. There was cum everywhere.


We got into the sixty-nine position and devoured each other. Simply put, it was divine. Until that very moment, I had never taken an interest in sucking dick, but I tore Geren’s dick the hell up. I put my lips to the shit and went to town on it. He came in my throat, and I savored every last drop of it. It was downright delectable.


We fucked and fucked all night. We fucked some more in the ring. We fucked on a weight bench. We fucked on top of the front desk. We fucked on the beaten-up leather couch in the back office. That’s where we were when the loud rattle of the snowplow scraping the street in front of the gym awoke us. The sun was streaming through the mini-blinds.


I jumped up immediately when I realized the sun was up and told Geren we had to get the hell out of there fast. He agreed, and we got dressed with a quickness. Geren knew my uncle Lou would come after him with a shotgun if he caught us ass out like that. I threw my wet clothes in a gym bag, kissed him good-bye at the door, locked up, and hurried home before my mother noticed I hadn’t slept in my bed. I was legal, sure, but you know how mothers can get. I didn’t feel like playing twenty questions.


I managed to make it home without falling on the ice and busting my ass. I crept into my bedroom and laid there with my stuffed teddy bear, Casanova Brown. I have had him since second grade. I fell asleep dreaming about Geren.


I figured things would just go back to normal after our night of unbridled passion. I would go back to lusting after Geren while I sat behind the front desk. He would go back to having all sorts of luscious women meet him there. I was content with it, though. Just one night with him was enough to satisfy all my sexual needs for the rest of my life. I didn’t care if I never saw a dick again.


Funny how things turned out. Things didn’t go back to normal. Geren brought me a dozen roses to the gym the very next evening and asked me out on a date. I was overwhelmed and blushed like all hell. We went to a Bullets basketball game and enjoyed it. Both of us were yelling and screaming at the refs and throwing popcorn and all the other normal things the fellas do at a b-ball game.


Apparently, Geren was sick of all the fancy women that weren’t interested in the same things he was and found me to be his ideal soul mate. It was a whirlwind romance. When Christmas rolled around a mere two months later, Geren gave me a jar full of peppermint candy with a small red box hidden in the middle. Inside the box was an engagement ring. I was so stunned with delight, I barely got the word “Yes” out to accept his proposal.


We were married the following spring, I quit community college and went to Howard University, graduated with honors, and I’m now in law school. Geren gave up boxing and started his own accounting firm. My boo is still built like all hell, though. We’re doing very well and moved into the house we had built from the ground up six months ago. We have a set of three-year-old twins, and life has never been better.


Sometimes dreams do really come true. I got my future in check, and I got my Mr. All That. By the way, my uncle Lou still has his gym open, and Geren’s younger brother, Geoffrey, works out there now on a daily basis. He is the spitting image of my boo. I often wonder what lucky girl will snap his ass up. One of you younger sisters want the directions?





Be My Valentine



[image: Image]


It was twelve on the dot when I pranced into your office as instructed by the agency. I was dressed in white tights and black mid-high tap shoes with red ribbons in my hair. What was most striking about me was the huge red heart, about twice the size of my body, made out of quilted material.


I had only been working with the singing telegram agency for a little over a week, hoping to cut down on a little bit of the financial stress attending the School of Music at the city college was putting on me, when I was overwhelmed with assignments for Valentine’s Day. You were my fifth one, and the day was only halfway over. My feet were sore, my head was hurting, and the heart was making my skin itch. Somehow, I still managed to smile as I entered your office.


I almost tripped over an extension cord. I couldn’t see my feet, the costume was so big. You caught me just in time before I toppled to the floor. It was then our eyes first met. You had the most sensitive, beautiful eyes I had ever seen on a man. The warmth emitting from your hands made my heart skip a beat.


You let go of my arm, and the trance was broken. I regained my balance and then told you my name was Yardley. I explained I was from the Songs R Us Singing Telegram Agency. I informed you that you were the lucky recipient of a singing telegram from a woman named Shannon and asked you to confirm that you were indeed Clarence.


Once you assured me your name was Clarence, I handed you the card from her and started tap-dancing my little heart out, sore feet and all. You found the song I sang, about Cupid shooting you with his arrow, very amusing. Our eyes met again, and I realized how sexy you truly were.


I finished my little song-and-dance routine and reached into my bag so I could get the box of chocolate candy included in the package deal. Graciously, you accepted it from me, and I was on my way out the door, after telling you to have a nice day, when you asked me to hold up a minute.


You reached into your pocket and withdrew a ten-dollar bill. I refused it, making you aware that all tips were already taken care of. Once again, I said good-bye and headed toward the door. Once again, you asked me to wait a moment.


At that point, I began to get a bit confused. My next assignment was clear across town. I was pressed for time, so I told you I really had to go. That’s when you started talking real fast, trying to fill me in on the whole sordid story before I disappeared out of your life for good.


You explained how Shannon, the woman who sent the telegram, was your ex-girlfriend whom you recently discovered cheating with a close friend, how you had made no bones about telling her it was over and done with, and yet she was being persistent in trying to get you back.


As interesting as the whole thing was, I was wondering what any of it had to do with me, so I asked. “What does that have to do with me?” That’s when you told me how cute you thought I was, asked me was I involved with anyone, and when I replied with “No one special,” you asked me out on a Valentine’s date later in the evening.


I started making up excuses on top of excuses at first, telling you how much studying I needed to do, how tired I would probably be after working all day, and so on. It turned out Shannon was not the only persistent one. You kept on me until I committed myself to the date.


I wrote down my address and phone number and hurried out. You yelled behind me, letting me know you would be there to pick me up about eight. As I got in the elevator, I had the biggest blush on my face. You were so sexy, and I was so excited. I had been depressed about spending Valentine’s Day alone. In the span of a few minutes, all that had changed.


The rest of the afternoon passed by swiftly. Time always flies when you’re running around like a chicken with your head cut off. I was beat after spending the whole day hopping on and off subway trains. It was the fastest way to get from place to place and not have to worry about parking. People on the subway trains had gotten a big kick out of seeing me dressed up like a heart, with the exception of this one little bratty kid who kicked me in my leg and then ran away before I could stuff a tap shoe up his ass.


I got back to my dormitory room, totally exhausted, but I had no intention of breaking the date with your sexy ass. I took a long, hot shower that helped refresh my aching bones, took the red ribbons out of my hair, and transformed myself into a sexual diva by the time you arrived to pick me up.


When you pulled up in your black Jag, I was anxiously waiting for you in the community room of the dorm. It took every inch of willpower in my body to keep myself from bum-rushing you at the door. Instead, I let one of my dorm sisters answer the door when you rang the bell and pretended like I wasn’t pressed. She showed you to the community room, where you handed me a dozen long-stemmed red roses, a box of candy, and a teddy bear holding a little red pillow that had Be My Valentine embroidered on it.


I was extremely impressed you would shower me with so many gifts, having just met me that afternoon. I told you how much I appreciated the gifts. I asked my dorm sister to put the roses in a vase for me and take them, along with the other items, up to my room. The look on your face told me how pleased you were at the new me. Instead of being cute, as you described in your office, I was a hottie in a red spandex above-the-knee dress and red high-heeled pumps.


We drove downtown, and you surprised me with a horse-and-buggy carriage ride through Central Park. It was so romantic. I can’t ever remember a man treating me with such a special evening. Little did I realize, the night was far from over.


We spent the entire carriage ride getting to know each other better. I told you all about growing up on a farm down South, while you shared your NYC upbringing with me. It was obvious we came from completely different backgrounds, but we got along like old military buddies.


After the carriage ride, we got back in your car and headed to a restaurant/jazz club in Jersey. I had heard the place was very nice, but had never been there. We had a lovely steak dinner, with champagne, while listening to the band play some awesome jazz music.


It was then you took me totally off guard, got up from the table, and went up on the stage to sit in with the band. You shook hands with a couple of the fellows in the band whom you obviously knew. One of them handed you a saxophone.


You announced to the whole audience that you were dedicating your sax solo to me. I couldn’t help but blush. You played the saxophone with such grace and perfection, it made my heart skip a beat like it did when you touched me in your office.


I was so happy to find out we shared a love of music. It made my interest and admiration grow for you. When you finished your solo, the audience gave you a standing ovation. I stood up and clapped louder than any of the rest. I even stuck my pinkies in the corners of my mouth, trying to get off a whistle or two.


We kicked it way into the late-night hours, sipping more champagne, listening to the band, and delving deep into each other’s minds. Halfway into the second bottle of champagne, I knew I wanted to make love to you before the night was over.


It was getting near closing time, and I was quite tipsy, which made me bold enough to talk freaky to you. I told you, “I want you to take me someplace and fuck me in all three holes till I pass the hell out!” Astonishment came over your face.


You recovered quickly and expeditiously paid the check. But instead of leaving the club like I thought we would, you led me through the kitchen and up a stairwell. The club was on the street level of a large building. We walked up a good four flights. I had no idea where you were taking me.


I thought you were nuts when you stopped at the top of one of the flights of stairs and started unlatching a window. You pushed the window up, and the February air started breezing in. You helped me out on to the fire escape. It was a little difficult because my dress was so tight.


I told you about my tremendous fear of heights, and you reassured me nothing would happen to me. Once you kissed me, all of my fear disappeared, and I became lost in your touch. Your kisses were so tender, your hands were so gentle, and my pussy was so incredibly wet.


I started to unbuckle your belt while you began to work on my dress, pulling it up and exposing first my thighs and then my red satin panties. I got your pants unzipped and whipped out your dick. I told you to sit down on the steps of the fire escape. I sat on the step directly below you.


I started sucking your dick, immediately getting to partake of some delicious precum. That only made me want to suck it all in. That’s exactly what I did. I deep-throated your dick until I could feel your balls slamming up against my chin as I took it in and out my warm mouth.


You leaned back on your elbows and enjoyed being my late-night dessert. I pulled your pants down farther around your knees and spread your legs, biting gently on your kneecaps as I worked my way up to your balls. I carefully took your ball sack into my mouth and then suckled on it, contracting my cheek muscles around it.


I sucked you long and hard. I had never sucked a man’s dick so fervently before, and that, mixed with the excitement of being on a fire escape, turned my ass out. I sucked you royally, like the Nubian king that you are, until you gave me the succulent treasure I was hunting for and came in my mouth. I sucked you soft and then worked at it until it was hard again. After all, we still had some unfinished pleasure to attend to.


Once you were hard again, you got up and told me to get on my knees on one of the steps and spread my legs. I complied and pushed my booty out to meet you as you rubbed the head of your thick, juicy dick up and down the crack of my ass.


I was craving for you to take my ass, but you moved your dick farther down and aimed for my pussy instead. Your dick entered me, and I was dazed. So many nights, I had dreamed of a dick completely filling my pussy to the brim like yours.


You started fucking me hard, just the way I love it, and spread open my ass cheeks so you could finger-fuck my ass at the same time. Before you pushed your finger all the way in my ass, I was cumming like all hell.


You used your free hand to reach around and caress my hard nipples, managing to pop one out of my cleavage-showing dress and bra with little effort. We could hear all the horns and tires hitting potholes on the street below. For a few moments, I had forgotten we were so high up. I looked down and saw all the people and cars and almost freaked.


Being the intelligent man you are, you sensed my fear and told me to enjoy it and give you all my pussy. I started grinding on your dick hard, trying to grip onto it like a vise every time it tapped the bottom of my pussy.


I’m not sure exactly how long we stayed up on that fire escape fucking, but by the time we went back downstairs, the place was practically deserted except for the band members getting their things together and the manager.


You took me up on the stage, grabbed the sax again, and played me a private solo. I grabbed a microphone and sang a romantic ballad to you I wrote for one of my music classes.


You took a Valentine’s Day that otherwise would have been spent in my dorm room feeling lonely and depressed, and turned it into the best one I ever had. Instead of taking me back to my dorm, you did what I requested in the restaurant. You took me home to your penthouse apartment and fucked me in all three holes until I passed the hell out.


Now, I live in your penthouse with you, and every day is Valentine’s Day, because every day you give me your heart and I give you mine.





The Interstate
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You pick me up from my office around 6 P.M. It is cold and damp, and the sun has been replaced with gray clouds. There is a light drizzle as I push my way through the faceless people on the crowded downtown street, holding a newspaper over my head to shelter me from the rain.


I make it to the curb, where you have reached over and pushed open the passenger-side door for me. I get into your black sports car. You help speed up the process by taking my leather briefcase and tossing it in the backseat.


You glance into your side-view mirror as I buckle my seat belt, hoping for a break in the traffic so you can pull out and join the slow-moving parade of cars headed toward the interstate. When you realize it will be a few seconds before you can maneuver the car into the street, you turn toward me, lean over, and give me a kiss on my painted, full lips. They are a little damp.


There is a break in the traffic. I take off my high heels to rest my aching feet as you proceed slowly in the direction of the on ramp to the interstate. You have some jazz playing softly on the stereo system. The only other noise in the car comes from the wipers clearing the droplets of rain off the windshield.


The rhythm of the wipers moving back and forth in slow motion makes me fantasize about the way your dick moves in and out of my pussy when you fuck me slowly in our king-size waterbed. I can feel my white silk panties beginning to get moist because I have been dreaming of having you inside me all day at work.


I gaze at you, the outline of your profile as you patiently make your way through the four city blocks of traffic to the interstate. Once we get on the highway, the traffic is moving slowly. You relax a bit and start asking me about my day. We exchange standing-around-the-water-cooler stories, but my eyes are concentrating on the bulge in your pants. I lick my lips, admiring the fact that you always fill out your pants so well, even when you aren’t hard. I want you to be hard, though. I want you to knock the bottom out my pussy.
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