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Dear Reader:

I am so excited to present to you The Street Sweeper, the sequel to Harlem’s Dragon. I am sure many of you will recognize the incredibly sexy cover model from movies like Tyler Perry’s Madea’s Family Reunion. Yes, he was the stripper dressed as a police officer. He is hot and so is the author of this book: David Rivera, Jr.

Rivera has penned yet another powerful tale involving Chemah, a police detective of both African American and Latino descent, who is not only all about doing his job right but also doing his women right. This time he finds himself challenged with both a serial killer dubbed “The Street Sweeper” who has no conscience and apparently no plan to stop murdering people in cold blood. He also finds himself caught up with a new love; a blind woman who not only does not consider herself handicapped but uses her lack of sight to build strength in many other ways.

If you enjoyed Harlem’s Dragon you will love this novel. In fact, you will love this novel even if you did not read the prequel, but make sure that you ultimately read both. Thank you for supporting Mr. Rivera’s efforts and thank you for supporting one of the dozens of authors published under my imprint, Strebor Books. I try my best to bring you cutting-edge works of literature that will keep your attention and make you think long after you turn the last page.

If you are interesting in making extra income, please email dante@strebor books.com to be sent an “Opportunity” packet. Now sit back in your favorite chair or, better yet, chill in the bed, and be prepared to be tantalized by yet another great read.

Peace and Many Blessings,
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DEDICATION


This book is dedicated to my father, Jose “Chemah” Melendez,
who showed me how to laugh in the face of adversity
and rise above the petty worries of life.
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“There is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.”

—GEORGE SAND




Draper:

May the evil man be good.

May the good man find peace.

May he who finds peace be free.

And may he who is free make others free.





Chapter 1
RITE OF PASSAGE


Che echo of Chemah’s footsteps rang on deaf ears as he walked along the cobblestone streets under the West Side Highway and 125th Street. He was walking the crime scene as per usual, trying to get a feel for what had transpired. He looked down the road at the Fairway supermarket less than a block and a half away and wondered how it was possible that no one had seen the body of this poor woman being dumped here.

Chemah had been at his son Tatsuya’s school when he received the call to come to the scene. Tatsuya had been in another fight or, as Chemah saw it, another ass whuppin’. Tatsuya, now nine years old and in the fourth grade, was sitting on a wooden bench in the principal’s office when Chemah reached the school. He was sporting a dirty face with a fat lip when Chemah was escorted in by the secretary. Sitting next to him was another little boy of about the same age, but of a slightly smaller stature. The smaller boy smiled up sweetly at Chemah as he entered the room and Chemah knew that this was the boy who had damaged Tatsuya.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Rivers,” the principal said, acknowledging Chemah from behind her desk as he came toward her.

“What’s happening now?” Chemah said, exasperated at seeing his only son brutalized by a child smaller than him.

“Will you boy’s wait outside,” the principal said, directing the two boy’s sitting on the bench toward her door. Mrs. Whales waited a moment for the boy’s to shut it before attempting to explain the situation.

When they were alone, she turned to Chemah. “Tatsuya has been fighting again, Mr. Rivers. Or more to the point, he’s been getting beaten up. As you know by now he refuses to defend himself against the other boy’s who’ve been giving him a hard time.”

Chemah was fuming. “Can’t you control those little…little…?” Chemah was at a loss for words.

Mrs. Whales took a deep, anguished breath before she began to speak again. “Mr. Rivers, it pains me to say this and if you ever quote me, I’ll deny having said it, but drastic times call for drastic measures.” Chemah’s ears became instantly alert. He was afraid he knew what she was going to say next. “Have you tried teaching Tatsuya to defend himself if someone lashes out at him? The truth is he has set himself up as such a target that just about any child with an ounce of malicious intent could assault him. I can only do so much to protect him, if he won’t speak up for himself.” She had said exactly what Chemah was afraid of.

In point of fact Chemah had no need to teach Tatsuya to defend himself. Tatsuya and he both belonged to the largest and arguably the best karate school in Harlem. Tatsuya was one of the better fighters in his age group and Chemah held the rank of master in the school.

He’d already had countless talks with Tatsuya regarding his unwillingness to defend himself and he was frustrated that none of the talks had borne fruit. “I’ll have a talk with him,” Chemah said, unwilling to go into the topic of self-defense.

He already felt inadequate enough as a single father. It was hard raising two children alone. He had very little family in the city and both his children required a lot of attention.

His cellphone rang as Mrs. Whales raised another question that would provoke his internal barometer. “Do you think Tatsuya could benefit from a mentoring program?” she asked.

Chemah held up his index finger, indicating she should hold that thought as he flipped open his phone. Chemah listened intently to whoever was at the other end of the conversation and then responded, “I’ll be right there,” and closed his phone. “Excuse me, but I have to go,” he said abruptly to Mrs. Whales.

Mrs. Whales understood the importance of the phone call Chemah had taken. She knew from the newspapers that Chemah was one of the most celebrated detectives in New York City. He had helped solve homicides that had perplexed other detectives. She still remembered reading the article that described the tragedy in his personal life: he’d had to arrest his own wife on murder charges. A later article mentioned that she was eventually convicted of manslaughter and sentenced to five years in the penitentiary.

Chemah had been left to take care of a newborn baby girl and his son, who at the time had been only five years old.

Mrs. Whales felt the need to talk to Chemah further concerning Tatsuya, but realized he did not take his parental responsibilities lightly. If he said he had to leave, it must be really important. She nodded her head in understanding and walked him to her office door.

When Chemah opened the door, he saw a Hispanic-looking woman talking to the young man with whom Tatsuya had had the altercation. Chemah assumed it was the boy’s mother. She doesn’t look angry at the little boy, Chemah thought. She’s probably secretly proud that he beat up a bigger boy. The thought made Chemah angry and he gave the lady a dirty look.

He went to the seat where Tatsuya sat looking forlorn and bent down on one knee in front of him. “How you doing, big man?” he said, trying to conjure up a smile.

Tatsuya touched his swollen bottom lip gingerly with two fingers. “It doesn’t hurt that bad, Dad.”

“I know, I know it doesn’t hurt you. You’re a tough guy,” Chemah said, mussing Tatsuya’s hair. Tatsuya’s face broke into a full unabashed smile. “Listen, I have to go to work now. I may not be back from work till late, so I’m going to need you to help out with Héro while I’m out, okay?”

Tatsuya nodded his head vigorously. When his father gave him an assignment, he took it seriously. Before Tatsuya’s mother had died and he came to live with his father and stepmother, Tatsuya had been a very happy child. He had started to have a semblance of a normal life again when his stepmother was arrested for causing the death of his mother. Now he rarely trusted anyone other than his father. Chemah knew this and could find no way to fight the boy’s reasoning. He himself struggled with the same problem.

The only unaffected one was Héro, his three-year-old daughter. She was always happy. Tatsuya and Chemah spoiled her rotten. Tatsuya was especially protective of the little girl. He insisted on doing everything for her, even when they had a babysitter.

Having said all he could to the boy right now without getting into a lecture, Chemah kissed Tatsuya on top of the head and stood up to leave.

Chemah had walked out of the principal’s office and several yards down the hall when he heard a voice call after him. “Tatsuya’s father. Excuse me, Tatsuya’s father,” the voice echoed in the empty halls.

Chemah turned and saw the mother of the child who had beaten up Tatsuya, walking swiftly toward him. Chemah’s face did not change expression as she smiled up at him. It was obvious to him what she wanted. This bitch has no shame, he thought.

He had used his peripheral vision while talking to Tatsuya and had seen how she had brazenly licked her lips and ogled his ass and back muscles through his clothing, without care of how her son was watched her.

“Hi,” she said when she finally reached him. “My name is Anne,” she said, holding out her hand for Chemah to shake.

Chemah shook her hand but did not smile down at her as he once might have. She seemed to be waiting for Chemah to say his name.

When an uncomfortable amount of time had passed and he merely stared at her, she pressed on nervously. “I simply wanted to say that I’m sorry about what happened with our kid’s today. Maybe we could go out for a cup of coffee or something to discuss how we could make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

The woman was staring up into Chemah’s handsome and tanned face. She was looking into his hypnotizing green eyes and almost swooned when his full, moist lips started to speak. Only the words that he spoke were not the words she expected.

“I don’t think that’ll be necessary, Anne,” he said pointedly. “I’m sure you’ll talk to your boy and make sure this doesn’t happen again.”

The woman was taken aback by Chemah’s response and was not sure that his assertion was not a veiled threat. “Yes, I’ll talk to him,” she whispered to Chemah’s back as he rushed away. She stared after him, admiring the way his dreadlocks swung loosely down his back. The black Donna Karan suit he wore fit flawlessly over his well-muscled body and she was reminded of a lion as he walked the rest of the way down the hall. As he walked through the doorway and out of her sight, Anne consoled herself. “He must be gay.”
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In his element, Chemah did resemble a lion. A lion sniffing out the scent of his prey. He stalked up and down the crime scene, being cautious as to where he stepped to not crush some unseen piece of evidence. He continued to walk for at least an hour when his boss’s car pulled up to the yellow police tape that he had ordered around the area.

Chemah watched as the man he referred to only as “sir” struggled with his immense girth to get out of the passenger side of the car. The immense man waited a moment and then gave an impatient wave, indicating that the driver should get out of the car. Chemah had never known his boss to use a driver and was curious as to who he had allowed to act as his chauffeur. Chemah was surprised at the appearance of the man who stepped out of the car. He was as tall as Chemah, and his facial features were sharp like those of a model. He wore his hair in the exact same dreadlocked fashion as Chemah, and wore his facial hair in a Vandyke goatee fashion, like Chemah, as well.

Chemah thought that if the man’s skin had not been such a deep shade of brown, he might pass as a younger version of himself. Chemah took a moment to look over the younger man’s attire and changed his mind. “You’d never catch me dead in a cheap suit like that,” he said to himself, laughing at his own narcissism.

Chemah’s boss took slow deliberate steps as he walked toward Chemah. As if he did not want to trip over the smooth cobblestones of the old street or maybe, Chemah thought, as if he were putting off an inevitable but unwanted meeting. Chemah’s experience with him suggested that he had certainly never been a man to curb his tongue when he was doing his job.

Chemah felt better, thinking that he simply didn’t want to fall on the slippery stone. After all, he was nearing retirement and cops always got real careful with everything around that time. “Anything that can go wrong will go wrong” is what the short-timers always said.

“Hey, Chemah, how’s it going? Do we have any leads?” Chemah’s boss asked.

“No, sir,” Chemah responded, already anticipating the same question he always asked. “This one is covering his tracks very well. He’s doing the killing far from here. There are too many tire tracks all over the road to tell which ones might be his. And he apparently is covering his shoes with some sort of plastic to keep from leaving an imprint. From what Kelly is telling me, the way that the footprints are being made by this person’s gait, he or she might actually be wearing a shoe that is maybe one, two, or even three sizes too big for him or her.”

“You said she?” Chemah’s boss asked.

“Yeah, it could be a woman if the size of the foot in the shoe is as small as Kelly thinks it is. The only inconsistency being that if it is a woman she’s one strong bi…” Chemah bit his lip from saying the B word.

Ever since he’d had his daughter he’d been trying to refrain from using that word. “One strong girl,” Chemah corrected himself. “You see, the prints from the highway to the dumping ground are very clear,” Chemah said. “The killer didn’t drag the body, he carried it. I don’t know why this person didn’t simply dump the body out of the car, but he must’ve had a good reason because he carried her at least fifty yards away from where he stopped his car. The body weighs approximately one hundred and fifty pounds. In order for a woman to carry that much dead weight that far, she’d have to be damn strong.”

“Well, keep at it,” Chemah’s boss said. “We’re bound to have missed something.”

When his boss didn’t say anything else, Chemah turned his attention to the man standing slightly to the right and behind Chemah’s boss, looking at the ground as though searching for some kind of clues himself. Chemah looked into his boss’s face for a signal and when he got none, nodded toward the stranger.

“Ah yes, Chemah, this is Detective Keith Medlin. Medlin, this is Detective Chemah Rivers.” The younger, darker-skinned version of Chemah stepped forward and extended his hand for Chemah to shake. He had very white teeth and seemed to want to show every one of them as his face broke into an enormous smile. “It’s good to meet you, Detective,” he said, pumping Chemah’s hand vigorously.

“When they told me I would be partnering up with you, I couldn’t believe my good luck,” Keith exclaimed. “They used two of your cases in the detective training program as case studies, but I looked up most of your other cases myself. I’m sort of a fan of yours.”

Chemah could tell the younger man wasn’t merely kissing his ass. He sounded genuinely enthusiastic. That fact didn’t keep Chemah from being annoyed by this new development. He now understood why his boss had come out of the car so reluctantly. His boss wasn’t looking at him. Instead, he looked past Chemah into the waters of the Henry Hudson River. Chemah thought to protest his boss’s assignment of this New Jack to work with him. His boss knew that Chemah preferred to work alone as a rule, and Chemah also knew that if his boss had had a choice in the matter, he would be allowed to continue to be a lone ranger. The embarrassment he saw on his boss’s face was enough to let him know that this decision was not his. Everyone has a boss, Chemah thought. This decision must have come from somewhere else. It would be futile to rant and show his ass over something that he couldn’t change anyway, so he chose the higher road.

“Good to have you aboard,” he said, shaking Keith’s hand back just as enthusiastically.

“Good,” Chemah’s boss said abruptly as if he had snapped out of a trance. “Chemah, show the kid the ropes. I hear he was pretty smart at the academy, which means he knows dick about the job. Make sure he doesn’t fuck anything up.” He turned his attention to Keith. “Kid, do whatever he tells you and maybe you’ll actually learn something.” With that, the boss turned on his heels and started walking toward his car. After ten steps or so he turned around and addressed Keith. “Keys,” he said, snapping his fingers at Keith. Keith tossed the boss the car keys he held in his hand and the boss caught them easily. “Get a ride with Chemah,” he said and turned, leaving the two dreads to their investigation.

Chemah and Keith turned toward the yellow tape at the same time and started to walk the crime scene again as if it were the most natural thing for them to be doing together. From afar it looked liked two men joined at the hip looking at the ground. “Is he always in such a good mood?” Keith asked, his eyes never leaving the ground.”

“Nah, the boss is all right. He’s been suffering with yeast infections lately. It’s been making him kind of cranky,” Chemah answered, with his eyes still glued to the ground in front of him.

“A yeast infection?” Keith said, unbelievingly. “He needs to do something about his immune system, if it’s causing that type of attitude, because I ain’t checking for that snapping-your-fingers-at-me shit again,” Keith said, looking over his shoulder to make sure no one else was within hearing range.

“Make sure you stay healthy and fit if you’re going to be with me in a car all day. I got kid’s at home and can’t afford to take any germs home with me,” Chemah informed Keith.

“You got kids? Shit, you don’t have to worry about me, Chemah,” Keith answered back. “I couldn’t catch a yeast infection if I fucked two loaves of bread.”

Chemah and Keith both stopped and looked at each other at the same time. Both tried to keep looking seriously at the other. Chemah broke into a fit of laughter first and Keith followed. It took them a full two minutes to compose themselves before they could start walking the scene again. Chemah was happy to have a partner and Keith was happy to be a partner.



Chapter 2
SEEING IS BELIEVING


The gentle dancing of the rain on Michelle’s face gave her a feeling of being truly cleansed that the shower she had taken before she left her apartment had not accomplished.

She allowed her dog, Base, to lead her down the street; knowing that he would stop at every corner as he was trained to do.

Her first two seeing-eye dogs had been very good, but she and Base were symbiotic. He had become an extension of her almost from the moment they had started training together. She had chosen him because of the excitement that she had heard in his breathing when she had stopped to pet him. If she had been able to see, she would have known that Base was a mutt. His dark purple tongue hung out loosely the first time Michelle rubbed her hand firmly up and down his throat.

To everyone else that was familiar with dogs, the dark purple tongue was an indicator that Base was at least part Chow, a breed known for It’s dark disposition. What color is he? she’d asked the trainer who was working with her. “He’s jet black,” the trainer had said, looking disapprovingly at the dog that he had intended to rid the Service Animal Training Program of permanently. The dog had bitten him yesterday and he had not had the chance to send him off to the ASPCA. “This is the one,” Michelle said, smiling up into the empty space in front of her as if someone were taking a picture. “I think you should meet a few other dogs before you make your decision,” the trainer had said, anticipating a lawsuit if the dog turned on her like he had done to him. Michelle would not change her mind. She sensed a certain surliness in the dog that she felt was akin to her own.

Now whenever her dog growled at some wayward person who didn’t expect that sort of temperament from a service animal, Michelle liked to say, “Just because someone or something doesn’t love you the way you want them to, doesn’t mean they don’t love you with all they have.” It was the way she defended her own contempt for other people’s feelings and it seemed to work as well for the dog.

It was 5:30 in the morning and it was their regular routine to take a long walk from their apartment on 96th Street all the way up to Grant’s Tomb on 122nd Street in Riverside Park. Michelle unconsciously counted how many times they had stopped and knew that they were now on 103rd Street and Broadway.

The smell of coffee coming from the bagel shop on the corner reminded her that she had not eaten since early yesterday afternoon.

Yesterday, when she had expected Karsem to come over around twelve o’clock for their scheduled afternoon of “freelove.” That was the term she coined for having sex with a person without the presence of love to create inhibitions.

It had been Michelle’s experience in the past that when men fell in love with her they projected a Madonna complex onto her. Something stupid in their minds told them that they couldn’t do all the nasty things they used to do to her before they fell in love and their hearts had taken over. She didn’t have a problem with the falling-in-love piece. It simply wasn’t her thing. She had her career to think about and there wasn’t enough of her to give totally to someone else. She knew she would never fall in love.

Before she became a blind woman, she had had aspirations of someday being someone’s wife and mother, but now that she knew the harsh reality of being blind, she no longer considered it an option. She could barely take care of herself; she flung away the thought of a helpless child dependent on her for protection from the cold cruel world she herself often sought shelter from. And on the matter of a husband, she wouldn’t burden anyone she cared about with her disability.

Michelle believed she was still attractive. Although she couldn’t see herself anymore, she remembered how men had stared at her big, full bosom. Genetics had given all of the women in her family big breasts and huge nipples to go with them. When she was younger and not used to the attention they drew, she would try to hide them by wearing big sweaters, but no matter how hard she tried or what bra she wore her huge nipples would show through. Her fair skin, she remembered, never held a blemish. The freckles that dotted her cheeks were a reminder that she should not take too much sun. Her hair had always been long, but nappy as all hell. She remembered begging her mother for her first perm at age fifteen. Since then men had teased her, saying corny things like, “Girl, you must have Indian in your family.”

She had never been teased by anyone in her neighborhood. The Thomas family was well known in the Frederick Douglass projects in Brownsville. The original six Thomas brother’s had brought their families there and each had at least five children. They were all raised together and taught to have one another’s back. If you fucked with one of them, the whole housing project would very likely come down on your head.

When she turned sixteen, Michelle began to notice that women and men alike would turn envious stares at her voluptuous figure as she walked. That was when she started telling jokes. It was the easiest way to keep people from noticing how beautiful she was. She would keep them laughing and eventually they would notice her inner beauty. Her whole family was full of jokes, but she was by far the funniest one of them all.

Michelle’s quick wit was as renowned in the projects as her tough cousins’ proclivity for violence. During a heated childhood argument with a boy in her building, the boy realized that he could not win the argument and decided to end it with “suck my dick.” Even at the age of twelve she had been sharp enough to answer, “What dick? Your dick is so small that when you pee, you wet your own balls. Shit, if you pulled it out right now, you probably wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between your thumb and your dick.” Later she realized that the boy had liked her and had only been doing what little boy’s do, that is, anything that will get a girl’s attention.

Michelle’s full red lips pursed into a smile remembering that young man. Four years later after a movie together, she had let him feel her up in the staircase of the building they both lived in. If someone hadn’t come up the stairs in time, she probably would have gotten one of her titties let out into the open air. As she remembered how he had played with her nipples, the doorbell rang.

She felt Base stir as the bell went off for the second time. “I’ve got it, boy, down, relax,” she told Base. Uneasily, Base laid back down on his stomach, but his head stayed up and alert waiting to see who walked into the apartment.

Michelle opened the door without asking who it was. She could tell who her guests were primarily by how they rang her doorbell. To her trained ear, everyone had a distinctive way of ringing it. Karsem White tended to kind of lean on the doorbell as if he were trying to push his way in through that very button. “Hello, Karsem,” she said, holding the doorknob with her right hand while her left hand stayed on her hip. “You’re running a little late for our appointment, aren’t you?” she said, her smile bereft of any good humor. Before he could answer, Michelle’s head snapped sharply to her left as if she had caught a glimpse of something out of the corner of her blank eyes. “Who’s this?” Michelle said, the fake smile now totally gone from her face. She was staring at a space three inches to the left of the face and smelling a new cologne.

Karsem didn’t bother to look in the same direction Michelle’s head faced. “This is my man, Ajay,” Karsem answered. “I thought after our conversation last week that maybe you’d enjoy some different company,” he said.

Michelle’s hand left her hip and reached out to her left in search of the face of the man named Ajay. Realizing what she was trying to do, Ajay moved his face slightly to the left so that it would intersect with Michelle’s hand as it extended to It’s full reach. Michelle’s outstretched hand first came in contact with his full lips and wide mouth. Her thumb traced a path from his cheekbone, to his ear, and down his jaw line, coming to rest on his chin. She held his chin between her thumb and forefinger and turned back to Karsem. “He’s cute enough,” she said, the pretend smile coming back to her face. “Both of you come on in.”

Michelle released Ajay’s face and he stepped forward, prepared to step over the threshold of the doorway. Karsem brushed Ajay backward, using his forearm like a toll arm. He spoke to Michelle but looked at Ajay, who had a confused look on his face. “Did you put that dog away in the other room?” he asked, still holding Ajay at bay.

“Come on in, Base won’t bother you,” Michelle said.

“You mean Base won’t bother you,” Karsem corrected her. “Last time I was here he was looking at me like I was a pork chop.”

Ajay had not spoken yet, but he took the moment to look over Michelle’s shoulder and into the apartment. He saw the dog they were speaking about. He saw Base stir and as their eyes met he was glad that Karsem had stopped him from entering the apartment. The dog seemed to be already sneering at him and it made him take a meaningful step backward away from Karsem’s arm. Karsem laughed at him and nodded his agreement at the sentiment he saw in Ajay’s eyes. “All right, all right, give me a second, I’ll put him in the bathroom,” Michelle finally agreed. She took Base by the collar and he allowed her to lead him into the bathroom. As she closed the door on him she could feel herself getting moist between her legs at the thought of what she was about to enjoy with the two men who waited at the door.

Michelle went back to the door and opened it again. This time she didn’t say anything, she merely waved in the two waiting men. Karsem came through the door first and Ajay walked close behind him. After a few steps into the apartment, Karsem stopped and waited for Michelle to lead them into the apartment. It was dark except for the light coming through the windows in the other rooms. Michelle locked the door behind them and then turned back toward the two waiting men. They pressed themselves against the left wall, allowing her to pass them and take the lead into the apartment. Michelle passed the two men, allowing her hand to gently scrape against the right wall as a guide into the apartment.

Karsem had been in the apartment at least a dozen times since he and Michelle had met and was no longer impressed with It’s style. Ajay, on the other hand, was surprised by the setting he was stepping into. Even in the semidarkness, he could see that the place was posh. Karsem had told him all about this wild, blind chick who wanted to get fucked by two guys at the same time, but he had downplayed how beautiful she was, and he definitely had not said anything about the bad crib they were supposed to be going to. This chick must be rich, he thought to himself, as he noticed the three original Charles Bibbs paintings hanging side by side on one wall of the dining room through which they were now passing. He saw several other original paintings by other renowned black artists and thought of the irony that a blind woman held these treasures in this dark apartment. Karsem had made him promise not to say a word during the whole time he was to be in the apartment. He had been told that it was one of the stipulations on which the blind woman they were going to have sex with had insisted.

Michelle led them into the living room and unceremoniously plopped herself down on the large, gray mohair couch in the middle of the room. It was the centerpiece of the room and looked like it had cost a fortune. “Make yourselves a drink if you’d like,” Michelle said, allowing her arm to fall backward over the couch and point in the general direction of the small bar that was directly behind her at the far wall of the room.

Karsem looked at Ajay, who was about to help himself to the alcohol offered, and nodded no to him. “No thank you,” he said to Michelle. Karsem signaled to Ajay to sit on Michelle’s right side, as he gently sidled up to the left of her, gently allowing her thigh to come in contact with his own.

Although Karsem had surprised her by bringing along a second person for their “freelove” session, he knew she would be with it. She was the one who had brought up this sexual fantasy the last time they were together. She was also the one who had suggested that the second person involved in this fantasy not have a voice so that it would feel more like she was making love to one person with many appendages, rather than two people. Karsem didn’t waste any more time. He knew that he was merely a vessel by which Michelle fulfilled her need for sex and he was fine with that. She was beautiful and all, but she had too many issues for him to be thinking about making her his girl, he had always thought. This was the final act that would clinch the direction their relationship would always go in. He would never again think of getting into a serious relationship with this woman once she took on two men at the same time.

Michelle sat with her hands in her lap, facing forward, when Karsem took her face in both of his hands and turned it forcefully toward him, only to kiss her gently on the mouth. Michelle answered his gentleness by allowing her lips to part ever so slightly so that her tongue could dart out to lick his upper lip. His lip felt soft and full, tasting of the orange juice he must have drunk before coming to her apartment. It made her want to taste his bottom lip, so she allowed her tongue to trace along the outer edges of his mouth until she could taste the same sweetness on this much thicker bottom lip. Her tongue had already memorized the most savory part of Karsem’s mouth from their previous exploIt’s and searched for it as Karsem allowed her full access into his mouth. Michelle found his tongue and sucked it into her mouth. She let it slip in and out in imitation of an act she planned on performing on his penis after she finished with his mouth. Not one to be ignored, Ajay leaned against Michelle’s back, allowing her to feel the swell of his own massive chest against her back.

Michelle felt the body of the man behind her and from It’s hardness knew that he was in shape. Ajay lifted the hair that hung down about Michelle’s shoulders and kissed at the nape of her neck. Michelle’s breath began to come in short hard gasps as she continued to suck Karsem’s tongue. She felt her blouse fall about her shoulders as Ajay reached around in front of her and undid the final button at her throat. As it fell, Ajay dragged it the rest of the way off one arm, then the other. He tossed the blouse over the side of the sofa and before he could think of what to do next, he felt Michelle’s hand reach deftly for his half-open zipper and jam her hand into it to grab hold of his hardening penis. Not satisfied with feeling it through his underwear, she attempted to reach over the elastic but instead found the spongy head of his penis where she thought the elastic would be. She lingered with Karsem’s tongue for another moment and then made the decision to turn around and focus her attention on getting Ajay’s pants off.

As she turned around on her knees and started fumbling with Ajay’s belt, Karsem took the opportunity to reach around her and undo the button of her pants. Michelle found her pants being tugged off her hips as she was simultaneously tugging the pants off Ajay’s hips. Neither she nor Karsem would stop working on their self-appointed assignments to allow the other an advantage in finishing first. Ajay looked amused as he watched the two struggle. As Michelle got the pants around his ankles, Ajay decided to take care of the underwear himself. He raised his hips off the couch and pushed the boxers down to his ankles where Michelle was getting the jeans off his feet. Michelle felt the underwear touch her hands and ripped them the rest of the way off him in one swift movement. She wasn’t wasting any more time. She could already feel the wetness dripping down the inner part of her thigh.

Michelle used both her hands to guide her up the length of Ajay’s thighs until her head banged against his six-pack abs. Michelle then lowered her face until her lips were touching the spongy head of his dick. Michelle let go of Ajay’s thighs and grabbed his dick at the base with two hands, much the same way you would hold a baseball bat. She knew it would be huge, because she had told Karsem that she preferred men with big penises. She took a deep breath through her nose and let the full weight of her head fall onto the huge penis until the head hit the back of her throat. She didn’t use any up-and-down movement, she simply sucked at the base with her lips and tongue and continued to force more and more of his penis into her gullet.

While Michelle got her professional on, Karsem was busy licking the trail of vaginal juices from her right inner thigh all the way up to her cunny. When he reached the opening that was the origin of the rich-tasting juices he was enjoying, he licked a last dangling drop from her opening before leaning back to admire the thick lips that were hanging open in welcome. He had been with Michelle enough times to know not to dally too long with the oral sex. He enjoyed licking her and she had said she enjoyed it to a certain extent, but she mostly wanted it hard and fast.

Ajay watched Michelle’s hand reach underneath the cushion of the couch they were on, and after a moment came up with a Magnum condom without once letting up on the suctioning she was giving him. The package appeared to already be partially opened so that Michelle had only to pull the condom out, without the struggle of ripping the package open. It meant she was prepared, Ajay thought.

When she got the condom out of the wrapper, she wasted no time in extricating the massive penis from her throat. It was the color of deep dark chocolate and it glistened with the saliva that painted every inch of it. Ajay was very proud of his cock and was disappointed that Michelle could not stare at it in awe as some of his other lovers had.

When Karsem saw the condom in Michelle’s hand he panicked. He did not think things would progress this rapidly. He didn’t have his condom ready. Nor did he have the lubrication out that he knew he would need. Karsem jumped off the couch and started to rip his own clothing off. He watched in fascinated horror as Michelle carefully pulled the condom down Ajay’s long shaft and made no great show of clambering over his legs before settling over the massive head she had sucked on.
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