

[image: Image]




[image: Image]




Dear Reader:


What is seduction? What is charm? What is beauty? How do you define such things? From now on, whenever someone asks you to respond, your answers will be simple. Allegra Adams! Allegra Adams! Allegra Adams! A world-class seductress who leaves men flustered and fulfilled in her wake, in Man Whisperer Allegra shows us all how to really have men falling at your feet globally. How to bring every fantasy—whether realistic or far-fetched—to life, simply by knowing how to control men without them realizing they are being controlled.


Throughout history, there have been women who are remembered as the greatest seductresses of their time: Cleopatra, Helen of Troy and even Eve. Now comes the story of Allegra Adams, the modern-day siren/courageous beauty who will not take no for an answer when it comes to love, and everything else that her heart desires. She is brilliant, tempting, and charming. So get ready for a whirlwind tale of what romance should really be about.


As always, thanks for the support shown to the Strebor Books International family. We appreciate the love. For more information on our titles, please visit www.zanestore.com; and you can find me on my personal website: www.eroticanoir.com. You can also join my online social network at www.planetzane.org.


Blessings,
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Zane
Publisher
Strebor Books
www.simonsays.com/streborbooks
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Dedicated to Safe Sex, Warm Hearts and Passionate Love


Thank you to my brilliant Sara Camilli
and Steve Camilli for his insightful, fresh eyes.
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If they truly knew their power, we would be doomed.
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“My toes curl when I’m aroused; especially when I forget to wear panties,” Allegra whispered into the ear of the muscular TAM Airlines captain as their bodies purposely brushed, then lingered, igniting a magnetic force field between them in the galley of the Boeing 767-300ER. The bushy eyebrows of the striking, chisel-jawed, Afro-Brazilian stud arched in anticipation of their erotic dalliance, as his throbbing penis swelled behind his navy blue, starched pants.


During pre-boarding for first-class, his proud strut captivated every woman in the international concourse of Rio de Janeiro Galeão International Airport, causing them to rubberneck as he passed. Ignoring the swoon of his female admirers, the captain, pulling his black monogrammed flight case, tipped the brim of his cap, finger-waved and winked at an occupied Allegra. Though Teofilo Branco, the Governor of Rio de Janeiro, held her soft waist, resting his head on her shoulder, Allegra returned the captain’s brazen gaze over the rim of her Giorgio Armani tinted sunglasses. Amused by the captain’s bravado at ignoring the presence of the clutching Governor Teofilo, Allegra clucked her tongue against the inside of her cheek. The pilot was familiar to Allegra, and together they harbored unfinished business. During her last layover in Argentina, the two had flirted in the sky lounge before jetting off to their respective international destinations.


Flanked by his embarrassed bodyguards, Teofilo, unable to face the inevitable, murmured, “Perco-o já. O meu coração quebra! (I already miss you! My heart is breaking.)”


The airport terminal intercom system pierced the din of travelers swarming the terminal corridor. “Good evening, passengers. This is the first-class boarding announcement for TAM Airlines flight 782 to New York City’s JFK airport. We now invite our first-class passengers to begin boarding at this time. Please have your boarding pass and passport ready. General boarding will begin in approximately ten minutes. Obrigada!” The blonde TAM gate agent repeated the announcement in Portuguese.


Allegra gently separated herself from Teofilo’s reluctant grasp. “I must go, Teofilo, my sweet.” Teofilo dove his angular face toward Allegra’s full, red lips, hoping for one last kiss. Instead, Teofilo received her cheek. His mouth frowned in disappointment. Teofilo should have known by now that Allegra required her permission to be granted before any sexual overture.


“Peço desculpas. Perdi a minha cabeça. Por favor perdoe-me, Allegra! (I apologize. I lost my head. Please forgive me, Allegra!)” Teofilo pleaded when Allegra backed away from him.


“Ciao, querido. (Goodbye, darling.) Keep me posted on your hearings. Everything will work out for you,” Allegra whispered, stroking his cheek with her index finger.


“I will phone you to make sure that you arrived safely, okay?” Teofilo said, hoping to acquire a few extra seconds of time with Allegra.


“That’s okay. I’ll text you when we can Skype, Teo,” Allegra promised, before swaying toward the gate entrance, her shoulder-length, auburn twists bouncing along with her red, Jimmy Choo stilettos, sounding like Latin claves against a marble dance floor. Eager paparazzi frantically snapped photographs of the parting couple, destined to be splashed on the morning cover of O Globo, Brazil’s flagship newspaper.


The red-eye flight reached a cruising altitude of thirty-five thousand feet from Rio de Janeiro Galeão Airport, flying east of the mysterious Amazon River and out to the Atlantic Ocean into the purple and gray night sky. After dinner service, the dimly lit first-class cabin held snoozing passengers sated and satisfied from the delicious feijoada carioca ca riocan, bombocado and mousse de maracuja and caipirinhas (stew of pork and black beans over rice; Brazilian coconut dessert, fruit mousse and Brazil’s national cocktail: cachaça sugar and lime.)


Slowly sipping Merlot, letting the fleshiness of the grape flavor swish inside her mouth, stimulating her senses, Allegra closed her eyes and reminisced about her Brazilian adventures over the past two weeks. Something about Brazil kept Allegra’s juices flowing, from the intoxicating beaches to the beautiful bodies and the open expressions of love between men and women. There was something about this country, located in the southern hemisphere, a nine-hour flight from New York City, that had captivated Allegra five years ago, when she was there attending the wedding of a family friend. To her, Brazil was everything the rest of the world was not—wild, enchanting and mesmerizing. Brazilian culture was layered and complex due to its racial diversity, history, landscape and music. The people of Brazil placed first importance on family and the relationship between a man and a woman.


Aside from Teofilo, there were other worldly men who aggressively pursued Allegra. This woman from Harlem had unearthed passions within themselves that they had never known. These domineering, charismatic men ruled nations, industries and of course, other women who were unlike Allegra. Women who were assertive in their careers but who became passive birds with these men and after a short time, uninteresting, causing the men to move on in search of a bona-fide challenge; an anointing of their souls.


Tearful goodbyes, persistent invitations for Allegra to return, requests to visit her in Harlem to establish domestic partnerships, or marriage proposals always followed her departure. From anywhere. Her lovers desired, sometimes demanded, to be at her beck and call, which Allegra thought was endearing. But no matter what Allegra gave, her lovers were insatiable, inconsolable and eager to forget the life they had to return to after her departure; that is, unless she permitted otherwise.


Teofilo failed to meet with the Canadian Prime Minister, who had specifically traveled to Rio de Janeiro to formalize an agreement to export oil to Montreal. “The Governor is missing! Victim of A Kidnapping?!” the newspaper headlines read.


Disappearing from the Palácio das Laranjeiras, the official residence of the governor of the state of Rio de Janeiro, the paparazzi were alerted by a political rival that Teofilo was having his sensory perceptions drained by Allegra’s plump lips alongside the tranquil reflecting pool in the lush presidential suite of the Iberostar Bahia hotel. Teofilo was so delightfully incapacitated, his competence to continue to serve as governor was daily called into question by influential political media commentators. Members of Teofilo’s cabinet gossiped about just who was this mesmerizing African-American woman who had the governor embarrassingly distracted and missing, causing a delay in critical legislation and the cancellation of meetings with various heads of state. Other cabinet members strategized to remove Teofilo, so they could take over his office. Oblivious to the scandal, Allegra eventually convinced Teofilo that he had to face his constituents, but she asked him to please leave her out of the controversy.


“Teo, let’s not kid ourselves. I’m not the first scandal you’ve been embroiled in, and I won’t be the last. You’re a man who loves drama. Long after your people forget about this so-called episode with me, I’ll be back in Harlem, where my life is,” Allegra repeatedly explained to him, to no avail.


Two days before her departure, Teofilo followed her wisdom and announced that he would face the Brazilian people. “As senhoras e cavalheiros, membros de imprensa (Ladies and Gentlemen, members of the press), I deeply apologize for disappointing the citizens of Rio de Janeiro by my sudden absence. No apology can condone my actions, but sincerely, I have no regrets for what I have done. You see, meus amigos, since my wife and I separated three years ago, I have become unhappy, frustrated and lonely. This may surprise those of you who saw me so elated, so joyful when we won the 2016 Olympics Games or when I debated with Presidente da Cruz over different issues. However, inside, though I buried myself in the affairs of restoring our economy, I was a very lonely man. I never thought that I would feel the passion of a woman’s love and embrace again until I recently met my amor belo (beautiful love). Please do not think that I have not been honored to serve you, but I am only a man. With God’s will and your support, I will continue to serve you, meus amigos maravilhosos. But now I have been blessed to be able to love again and for the first time in a very long time, I feel free and alive.”


Teofilo’s eyes sparkled as he beamed at Allegra, who crossed her arms uncomfortably, and cowered behind his lanky deputy and adoring aides, standing on the side of the noisy press briefing room. In their attempt to appear supportive, Teo’s aides clapped their hands like hungry seals whenever he paused. Onlookers rubbernecked to stare at Allegra, the woman whom the Governor of Rio de Janeiro adored. Some reporters rolled their eyes and snickered behind their notepads.


I didn’t sign up for this. I had no idea that Teofilo was going to put me on Front Street like that. We fucked at some memorable places. So what? That’s all that it was. Next thing you know, he’s going to say something crazy like I’m going to be the next First Lady of Janeiro or some shit, Allegra thought. The Rio de Janeiro press corps salivated, eager to take a bite out of Teofilo’s political flesh. Reporters frantically scribbled on notepads; shouted their accusations, and demanded to be recognized by Governor Teofilo Branco. Elevated television monitors on walls around the press room aired the live broadcast throughout Brazil, interrupting regularly scheduled programming further south, near the border of Argentina.


“The people deserve responsible leadership! Governor, resign now! Resign, Governor,” hurled a short, dark-haired television journalist, standing on his chair in the rear of the room. A stern-looking captain posturing behind Teofilo gestured to a First Sergeant, who promptly removed the man, kicking and screaming, from the crowded room, causing a hush to sweep over the press corps, as they did not want to be ejected next.


Though seething inside at the insolence of reporters’ questions, Teofilo remained composed, ignoring the commotion, and continued—“and it may be too early, but after my legal personal affairs are in order, and if God will bless me, I pray that my beautiful Allegra might become the next First Lady of Rio—” Teofilo announced, extending his arm, motioning for Allegra to join him at the podium. Cameras flashed and the hordes of reporters and Teofilo’s supporters and naysayers turned toward Allegra, who waved her hand as if his public declaration of love was an irritating mosquito. Three aggressive reporters surrounded Allegra, who faked a smile, and then ducked out of the side security entrance to make her escape.


On subsequent days, Allegra refused Teofilo’s telephone calls and visits to her hotel. His secret security force was stationed in the hotel and ordered by Teofilo to shadow her activities, in an attempt to encourage her to see him before Allegra departed Brazil. “Teo, I’m not going to be able to see you before I leave tomorrow. My symposium at the Steven Biko Institute and consultations thereafter will run until late. So why don’t we say our goodbyes now,” Allegra advised him, when he encountered her inside an antique shop in the neighborhood of Santa Teresa.


Though Allegra had future aspirations, she loved the life she was now living. A former international chief purser for American Airlines, Allegra had switched careers, deciding to pursue her long held desire to earn a master’s degree. Now an anthropology doctoral candidate and senior teaching fellow at New York University, Allegra was invited to present the keynote address “The DNA Psychology of African People” at the annual African Diaspora Conference in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. Attendees consisted of bearded intellectuals from the Caribbean, groups of university psychologists, reparations activists from Canada, black professors and social workers from Detroit and a Liberian New Deal Movement delegation, all adorned in variations of cultural attire ranging from dashikis, to kente ties, tie-dyed kaftans, aso-oke kufis and headscarves.


Teofilo hosted the conference coordinators and speakers at a VIP reception in his plush, private villa on the island of Praia do Forte. Accessible only by yacht, the burnt-orange colored estate sat on a bluff overlooking the desolate Manguinhos Beach surrounded by acres of organic vegetable gardens and tropical fruit trees. Nude statutes by Auguste Rodin bordered the impressive estate’s cobblestone grand entrance.


Flaunting her cinnamon brown complexion with pouty lips, shoulder-length twists, ample breasts and buttocks, Allegra walked with the sway of a hula dancer and the sensual authority of Isis. Arriving after the other VIPs, Allegra made her own grand, yet demure, entrance. A male attendant greeted her at the sixteen-foot iron door. “Boa noite, Senorita.” Allegra smiled in return and was immediately enamored with the decor of the inviting foyer: floor-to-ceiling windows, textured suede wallpaper, twenty-four-foot-high cathedral ceilings with a Swarovski Spectra chandelier radiating sparkles of light throughout the expanse. The stone and cherry staircase with forged, black iron panels lay in the distance leading upstairs to a brightly lit extension of the mansion.


“Senhorita, I take you to the others,” said the attendant, in broken English, beckoning Allegra to follow him. Allegra did a circular turn as she made mental notes of decorating ideas to complement her Harlem brownstone. That cherry staircase would be the shit in my house, she thought, swaying behind the attendant down a long corridor of mahogany floors toward loud voices and gales of laughter. Allegra sauntered into the living room as Teofilo raised his champagne flute to make a toast. “Meus amigos, bem-vindo a minha casa goza! (My friends, welcome to my home!)” he said, in a baritone voice, with his palm flattened over his heart. He stood six foot five with a glistening blue-black complexion, brilliantly white teeth, a large Roman nose and broad chest. His tailored, white shirt was unbuttoned to reveal curly black chest hairs that matched his facial hair. Teofilo’s booming laugh rose and fell over the other spirited conversations in the crowded estate.


“Obrigado!” the guests replied, some with heads angled, directing their curiosity toward Allegra, the self-assured woman gone solo. Assorted women did a who-does-she-think-she-is eyeball roll at Allegra, whose ample brown breasts sat like ripe melons on top of her low-cut, tangerine-colored blouse. A fitted, electric white pencil skirt framed her hips in a curvaceous silhouette, while strappy, open-toed, four-inch heels accentuated her supple, manicured toes. Female guests claimed their territory by gripping the forearm of their male companions, praying that Allegra, an obviously dangerous woman, would not notice them. The men grinned slyly, like eager pups, at the alluring woman who stood alone in their midst without companion, inhibitions, or purse. She radiated freedom, not needing anything or anyone to validate her presence. Allegra’s face held a spirit from mythical times; Egyptian one moment, Grecian the next. Like a queen, her presence caused conversations to stall while curious bodies moved aside to clear a path for her passage. Allegra was a defiantly free woman who lived without the shackles of societal constraints. Men saw what they craved and needed in her. She was a snow-covered volcano. Allegra stood motionless, and allowed them to drink in her energy, and either love or loathe her. She became joined with their dreams. Allegra properly returned every nod, every glare, wink or lust-filled stare to its sender.


An erotic coup d’état had taken place. This was Teofilo’s estate, but Allegra’s domain.


“Welcome, Senhorita!” Teofilo bellowed, a throng of female admirers surrounding him as he stepped toward Allegra with his raised champagne flute. Allegra, glancing around, returned his greeting with warm eyes, and murmured a soft, “Hello. Lovely estate.”


“Muito Obrigado! This estate is one of many that I own. My villa in Salvador is slightly larger and is where I raise show horses, just as my fat—”


Instead of listening to Teofilo boast about his estate holdings, Allegra moistened her bottom lip, dismissed him in mid-sentence, and whirled to stroll throughout the living room, admiring the striking and priceless works of Brazilian art.


“Bela (beautiful),” Teofilo whispered, gulping the remainder of his liquid courage, while silently watching Allegra’s derrière saunter away.


In her absence, Teofilo’s female admirers immediately flocked back to his side, with hopes of being chosen to perform any number of erotic pleasures and erase the memory of this female intruder. Allegra ultimately found her way through the triple glass panel door and onto the cobblestone terrace overlooking the haunting beach where powerful waves crashed on the slate rocks below.


“How do you know this Americana?” asked the angular blonde wearing a gold halter dress.


“Hmmm?” Teofilo replied absentmindedly, continuing to stare at Allegra’s wake.


“Who is she?” the blonde repeated, not realizing she was being ignored.


“Please, Bianca. I’d like a refill,” Teofilo replied, handing his flute to the blonde without looking at her.


The air on the terrace was hypnotically healing, with the ocean waves below sounding a robust symphony. Allegra had needed this temporary solace long before her chaotic arrival in Brazil. Her class “Traditional Indigenous Sexuality Patterns” had the highest enrollment of any class at New York University. Up until two hours before her flight, Allegra had had to prepare next semester’s curriculum, hire an assistant, grade term papers, make progress on her dissertation, and supervise the renovation of her brownstone. Allegra had always vowed to live by two rules: One—never go shopping without a grocery list and two—never travel horny. To do either can leave a woman vulnerable to food she doesn’t need and dick she really doesn’t want.
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Allegra believes that every woman must have a committee of men, on call, to serve her needs each day of the week, whatever those needs might be, so the men in her life never sense desperation or urgency for their company, but see only that she follows her whims, and chooses to be with them. A new committee member to Allegra’s circle was a familiar voice in urban talk radio.


Thunder Poole, news director and host, the voice of WBBC-FM for nearly a decade, Allegra had heard his radio program on occasion and was attracted to the bass tone of his voice; accepting, measured, confident. Even while interviewing the most corrupt of politicians, Thunder never revealed that he knew where the official’s skeletons were buried, until it was necessary. During last November’s heated City Council campaign, Thunder interviewed the unscrupulous challenger to a popular incumbent for her Brooklyn council seat.


“Maya Jean is being controlled by rich, white, real estate developers in this city. Elect her and the people who are in dire need of affordable housing will be forced out of the city. You think it’s hard to find affordable housing now? Vote for Maya Jean and see what happens.”


“Is that right?” Thunder answered, already knowing the truth.


“Absolutely! She supports giving real estate developers big tax subsidies, so that they can price out more low-income people of color.”


“Hold on, Brother! Hold on! None of that is true, and you know it.”


“Well, according to my, um…” the challenger ventured, shifting nervously in his chair.


“Councilmember Jean has consistently opposed the gentrification of downtown Brooklyn. In fact, last spring she introduced a bill in City Council opposing eminent domain. Meanwhile, my research indicates that your five top donors are rich, white real estate firms! Now why would you come here, my brother, and deliberately attempt to mislead my listeners and me? Disrespect this radio station and this microphone? Tell you what, why don’t you let the brothers and sisters know what your payback will be for the generosity of their vote, Brother? And I want specifics,” Thunder scolded, turning the challenger into a bumbling fool in front of five million listeners.


Allegra was impressed with the way Thunder publicly destroyed the delusional credibility of this corrupt candidate, and how he stood up for Maya Jean, a beloved Brooklyn community servant. During the exchange, Thunder never raised his voice, but maintained control of the interview and handily gave notice that he was not going to tolerate any candidate intentionally duping his listeners with rehearsed talking points. During his ‘Open Hour’ segment, his loyal followers, mostly adoring women and longtime radio revolutionaries, expressed their admiration, with “You’re sounding sooooo good, Thunder! I have the radio right here in my bed!” and “Keep speaking truth to power, Brother Thunder! The Boogie Down Bronx has you on loud and strong, Big Thunder. Make no mistake. This black woman always got your back!” and “We’re streaming you live in the ATL.”


Still, as mesmerized as his flock of women were, Allegra surmised that he was just another radio vigilante, a man who used his powerful microphone, rallied the comatose and disappeared back to his life in an upscale New York City suburb. “Radio vigilantes always talkin’ shit, raising hell, causing confusion and then no one sees them again until the next crisis,” Allegra often quipped to her friend-girl, Luisa, when they would talk politics, while on the treadmill at NYU’s faculty gym.


Allegra’s groundbreaking research on sexuality and DNA landed her appearances on CNN, the three major networks, quotes in Cosmo and Essence and a television agent pestering to become her media representative. When the WBBC-FM producer phoned to book her, Allegra was intrigued to see if the voice matched the man. Traditionally, most male broadcasters have perfect faces for radio, and the less their adoring public saw of them, the better.


Thunder was definitely attractive, but in an ugly-manly sort of way. He stood at an even six-foot-three inches tall, with a thick football player body and a strong jawline. The shadow of his beard had not decided whether or not it was going to grow in. His pillow soft lips and chocolate brown skin were sexy as hell, and Thunder was the perfect muscle to protect you in an alley fight. His wide, open face and tired, greenish eyes reflected a weariness of late-night studio work and marathon broadcasts. Tastefully attired in a black silk, tailored shirt, exposing a strong Adam’s apple, Thunder wore a stylish gold chain and black trousers, which hung perfectly to accentuate his broad hips.


Sitting in the corner, observing the activity in the studio, was a regal, impeccably dressed, elderly gentleman, wearing a black pinstriped shirt, with a bow tie and herringbone vest, black trousers and classic black patent leather shoes. He twirled a satin-lined black fedora, while appreciating the presence of Allegra.


“Pops, this is Allegra Adams. Sister, Pops. Legally known as Thunder Poole I, my granddaddy; the man who raised me.”


“Pleasure to meet you, Sugah,” Pops replied, tipping his fedora with his customary name for all women whom he found attractive.


Remembering her manners, Allegra rose, crossing the studio, shaking Pops’ hands. The men in the studio froze their activities as their eyes trailed Allegra’s movements until she returned to her chair at the polished console.


“Pops was the founding member and drummer of the Rhythm Quartet, a jazz group that did their thing back in the fifties,” Thunder boasted proudly as two attractive women with plunging necklines entered, carrying a platter of Chinese take-out food, a pitcher of iced tea, plates and plastic forks. Each woman poured the sweet and sour chicken, calamari salad and shrimp fried rice and broccoli on the paper plates. Serving Thunder first, the shorter of the two women, with a distinctive black mole on the right side of her thin lip and a shoulder-length weave with bangs, placed his food on his console, the aromatic ginger and garlic flavor filling the studio.


“We’re still doing our thing, Thunder; except when Melvin’s arthritis is flaring up,” Pops asserted, still keeping his eyes on Allegra over the rim of his wire-framed glasses.


“Before he died, my father revered his jazz collection; Sarah Vaughn, Dizzy, and he had a protective seal around all of your albums. Nice meeting you, Mr. Poole,” Allegra replied. “He’s smiling from heaven that his daughter met his jazz idol.”


“I been telling Thunder here that he needs to play some Lena Horne if he’s serious about increasing the ratings,” Pops quipped.


“Don’t get him started,” Thunder said. While Thunder appreciated the exchange between Pops and Allegra, he spoke to shift her attention back to him. The short woman serving his food remained close to Thunder, leaning her hip into his right shoulder.


“You want ice in your glass, Thunder?” she whispered close to his ear, luring him from fascination with Allegra.


“Huh?” Thunder answered, his eyes darting from Allegra to his food. “No ice. And what’s up with the plastic fork? You know I don’t get down with no plastic!”


“Sorry, Thunder,” the woman said apologetically, snatching the plastic fork and running out of the studio, followed by her companion.


“Can you scoot a little closer...to the microphone, Sister Adams?” Thunder asked with a rich, urban accent as he reached across the console to push the microphone closer to her pale peachy-beige lips from his throne on his black leather, swivel-back chair. Allegra’s allure was not lost on Thunder and Luther, his chubby, cork-barrel eyeglass-wearing engineer. Both men were distracted by Allegra’s sensual manner as she signed the talent release form with delicate, manicured fingers.


“How long will this segment be?” Allegra whispered. Chuckling and speaking louder than normal, the rest of the WBBC-FM crew dug deep in their arsenal to draft Allegra into their obvious flirtation. “The segment will be about twenty minutes; but I anticipate a lot of listener telephone calls, so do you think you could stay for the hour? That is, I don’t wanna make your man angry or nothin’…” Thunder chuckled at his own corniness and feeble attempt to elicit information about Allegra’s personal life.


“Let’s just keep it at twenty minutes, please?” Allegra answered lightly, sliding the release form across the console toward Thunder. The crew raised their eyebrows, scratched their temples and brainstormed another strategy to get the attention of this woman. The two women reentered, carrying steel forks that they distributed to the crew. The shorter woman carefully placed Thunder’s fork, wrapped in a napkin, before him.


“Then in that case, I won’t take any listener telephone calls. Maybe I’ll include a couple of tweets and Facebook messages, but other than that, I wanna keep you to myself.” Thunder flirted brazenly with Allegra’s blank stare, while ignoring the woman with the fork, who lingered for a few moments until she realized that Thunder was paying her no heed.


“Very well,” Allegra replied.


“You from New York, sister?” Thunder asked quietly.


“Clinton Hill section of Brooklyn and now Harlem; so, yes,” Allegra replied.


“We’re looking at broadcasting from New York University in the spring. Doing a town hall meeting and what not.”


“Hmm, that’s nice.”


“Is that something you could help set up?”


“No, you should go through the normal channels. Contact the facilities department. They should be able to direct you,” Allegra replied, absentmindedly.


In defeat, Thunder thought, waited, and exhaled. Chatting up a woman had never been this difficult for him. By now, Thunder would have gotten a woman’s telephone digits and her panties. The studio on-air light sign shone on the wall above the engineer. The imaging for the program sounded with a female voice, “You’re listening to WBBC-FM and the voice of the community, the Night Rider, Thunder Poole.”


“And we’re back. This is Thunder Poole, the Night Rider. And in studio is our very lovely and special guest, Ms. Allegra Adams of New York University. Thank you again, Sister, for being on the show.”


“Thank you for having me.”


“Now in the last segment you were just about to share with the listeners about your research and the conclusions you’ve reached.”


“Yes. I was explaining that my research concludes that DNA reveals more than paternity and a proclivity toward certain illnesses. DNA is the foundation of one’s sexuality, whether or not it’s…” Allegra paused to moistened her lips and reconsider her thoughts, before continuing.” DNA is the foundation of one’s sexuality and your sexuality is in your DNA. It defines your behavior, your urges, your preferences and most importantly, your soul’s sensual desires.”


Thunder and his engineer leaned toward Allegra, mesmerized by her seductive persona as she described to his five million listeners, the mystery of sexual DNA. “The more I hear black people protest against racism or succumb to life’s rollercoaster, the more I hear their sexual souls scream for nourishment, healing, or at the very least, recognition. And until that occurs, the yearning that each of us has will continue to seek, I dare say, demand, satisfaction. The lack of sexual healing is the fundamental cause of war in the world. We all need sexual healing, don’t you agree, Mr. Poole?”


Allegra’s round, brown eyes and soft whisper hypnotized Thunder, so that he could not wrap his brain around a question to attempt to challenge her. He could only mutter, “Uh huh.”


Allegra continued with her thesis, just as she had done while teaching her students. Her intent was serious, intellectual, but her naked charisma spoke another enticing language.


Thunder and his drooling engineer swallowed, their nostrils flared, subtly. “Um, wow, Sister,” Thunder said, rubbing the side of his nose and chuckling to hid his nervousness. “That’s um, pretty deep. So how does one do that?”


“Do what?”


“Um, how do I…? I mean, how does one nourish one’s sexual soul?”


The producer hid his face behind his closed fist to stifle a snort. Thunder glared at the producer, who quickly gathered himself and resumed answering listener telephone calls, and then placing them on hold. Allegra uncrossed her legs and sat with her knees slightly apart as she reached down to rub her calf, revealing her cleavage.


“My book Unleash Your Primal Scream will be out this fall. I trust you’ll have me...you’ll have me back to discuss it,” Allegra continued.


“Oh, absolutely! You’re welcome to come; come back on the show any time you want, sister. Any time at all,” Thunder giddily replied, departing from his normal laid back, on-air persona. “So, um, I want to thank my lovely studio guest, Dr.…”


“Allegra Adams.”


“Sorry?”


“My doctorate has not yet been granted.”


“Excuse me. Sister Allegra Adams. Thank you for joining us this evening.”


“Thank you for having me.”


“Okay, brothers and sisters, this is Thunder Poole, your Night Rider. Until next time, family, keep your loved ones safe and your enemies close. Sleep tight. WBBC-FM New York.”


The on-air light on the studio wall became dark. Thunder exhaled, leaned back in his chair and stared at Allegra, who rose to leave, gathering her purse and research. Thunder leapt to his feet, adjusting his pants, and lurched around the console to assist Allegra with her already empty chair. “I-I I’ll—lemme, lemme walk you out…out to the elevator...get you a cab, to your car. I can drive you; which way you headed?”


“Thunder, your food is gonna get cold,” one of the women advised, her words falling on deaf ears.


“I can drive her!” the producer volunteered.


Thunder swiftly raised his hand, silencing his producer into silence. After ten years of working with Thunder, he should have known that the Night Rider always had first dibs on all of the gorgeous females who daily visited the radio station. Thunder, in an instant, had claimed his territory, and anyone who violated his authority risked the threat of professional death.


“Pleasure meeting you, Allegra,” Pops called as she left the studio.


“You as well, Mr. Poole,” Allegra said, turning to shake his hand before the studio door closed behind her. In her absence, the men dissolved into a juvenile fraternity, slapping five, bumping their fists, and shaking their heads. “Man, oh, man, where did you meet that sister?” the crew asked simultaneously.


“Humph, Humph, Humph! You don’t see many women built like her today. Now that’s a woman, Son. Reminds me of Lena and Dorothy Dandridge all mixed up in there together. Humph!” Pops reminisced.


“With all due respect, Pops, that sista is more Jennifer, with those…” The producer jumped to his feet, zigzagging his hands to form the shape of a woman’s body.


Thunder killed further comparisons of Allegra with any female celebrity, past or present, with a grunt of his voice.


Allegra’s hired black Town Car merged into northbound traffic on Greenwich Street. Reaching Allegra on her BlackBerry, her friend, Luisa, exclaimed in her Boricua accent, “You were great, Allegra!”


“Thanks, Girl! It would have been interesting to chat with his listeners though. The lights on the switchboard were completely lit, his Facebook page was blowing up, and he received so many tweets, he had to turn off his BlackBerry. He wanted to extend the length of the interview, but I believe less is more. So Thunder decided not to cut the chat and open the telephone lines for whatever reason...said doing so would take too much time away from the focus of his interview. Humph, whatever.”


“So, what does he look like?”


“He’s alright. Mannish in the face with starter locs. Nothing soft about him. Looks like he can do a little sumptin’ sumptin’. And any man who can handle himself will never get kicked out of my bed. That is, if I ever let him in my bed. Apparently he runs things up there at the radio station and knows it. But you know….”


“Seems like there were times during the interview when you caught him off-guard, Allegra.”


“And I’ll never understand that, Luisa. Big, bad men like Thunder Poole ruling the world, claim to be speaking truth to power and running up every skirt from the Bronx to Long Island. But when little ole me wants to discuss something as natural as fuckin’, these same brothers get tight-jawed.”


“There you go, Allegra, rattling the cages again.” Luisa chuckled. “Thunder Poole. Wow! Whenever there’s a major controversy in the community, everyone looks to him to lead them out of the wilderness!”


“Calm down, Luisa. He’s a man, Luisa. Just a man. You’re always left starry-eyed by a little testosterone.”


Allegra and Luisa had been sister-friends since meeting during undergrad at Columbia University. The two women deepened their bond while pledging Tau Omega Sorority and later earning their respective master’s degrees. Allegra’s degree was in anthropology and Luisa focused on broadcast journalism. Fortunately for Allegra, American Airlines’ liberal employee education policy subsidized her tuition, while Luisa held a full-time gig at a Washington Heights nonprofit domestic violence shelter to make ends meet.


“You gotta man, Allegra?” Thunder asked one night, after she finally returned his telephone call, secretly wanting to be told an improvised erotic bedtime story.


“A woman always has a man, Thunder.”


“What I mean is, one brother, who takes care of you, provides for you,” Thunder explained. “I come from a stock of men who believe the purpose for our existence is to provide and protect women. Even though my pops and even his father were rolling stones, both of them made sure that none of their ladies were ever wanting for nothin’. Made sure the women knew each other and that their children—my half-brothers and sisters—knew each other, too. Maybe that’s why there are a thousand people with my last name out in Brooklyn and Long Island. If you ever run into somebody named Poole, more than likely we’re related.”


“Even though there are also rolling stones in my family, I don’t think my father left any children around,” Allegra responded.


“You never know, what you never know. The reason why so many black folks look alike ain’t no accident.” Thunder chuckled. “Still and all, my pops made sure that he kept a close connection with his grandkids. That’s my road dog, even to this day. We’re more like brothers than grandfather and grandson.”


Thunder was adopted by his grandfather soon after the New York State Family Court decided that his crack-addicted parents were unfit to raise him, discovering him one night foraging for food in a neighbor’s garbage can. Thunder “Pops” Poole I, still touring with the Rhythm Quartet, bundled six-year-old Thunder, taking him wherever the group was scheduled to perform. When most children were tucked in bed by eight o’clock, young Thunder was transfixed, sitting on stage near his grandfather, watching the band’s performance. As he grew older, Thunder assisted the musicians by polishing their instruments, arranging playlists, running errands. Thunder also witnessed the ugly side of the music industry: promoters who cheated his grandfather; band members struggling with alcohol issues, often failing to appear for gigs. Thunder, sleeping on a small cot, would witness his grandfather’s sex orgies with streams of willing, jazz-loving damsels. Thunder boasted of his endearing relationship with his grandfather. Pops, though older, willingly became a single father, an accomplished artist, and was later awarded for his body of work. Thunder proudly accompanied Pops to his induction into the American Jazz Hall of Fame.


Allegra shifted in her bed, exhaled a quiet yawn, during Thunder’s long yarn about his family tree. Though she was attracted to the deep bass in his masculine voice, Thunder could sense her retreat and returned to his original question. “So like I asked you earlier, you got a man? A real man to take care of you. This is a cold world to be out here by yourself.”


“I know what a real man does for a woman, Mr. Poole.”


“Well, tell me this, then. Do you need a man? I hear so many sisters out here today always talking about the fact that they don’t need a man. Is that you?”


“You’ll never hear me say that. I will always need a man, sometimes more than one. My sexual urges are just too powerful to deny the satisfaction I get from being in the arms of a man.”


“Hmmm, that’s pretty deep. Never heard a woman put it down like that.”


“Well, I have a well-earned reputation for walking the road less traveled. Now enough about our family trees, and what man is protecting me from the cruel world. Tell me a bedtime story. That’ll scratch my itch, and take care of me. For now.”


“For now, huh? What about the future, Allegra? Do you ever think about your future?”


“I live in the power of now, Mr. Poole,” Allegra replied, rubbing her breasts, around her erect nipples.


“Oh, so it’s like that, huh? I don’t remember the last time I told a bedtime story. Maybe to my Goddaughter, when she was two years old.”


“Yes. It’s like that. All day and all night. So tell me, Mr. Poole. Tell me a story so I can fall asleep.”


“Wouldn’t it be better for me to come over and tell you in person?”


“Soon come,” Allegra answered softly.


“We been spending all of this time on the telephone, but still you won’t let me come over? Shoot, I’m ready to give you a key to my crib, Sister. I’m feeling you just that hard,” Thunder explained.


“You talk a lot.”


“Say what?”


“Soon come. Now tell me that story again...the how-you-would-do-me story...once upon a time,” Allegra replied, drowsily coaching Thunder from her bed, with her lace panties pulled down around her arse. Remnants of her dissertation and poster boards were scattered on the hardwood floor, and a dimly lit lamp on her nightstand cast a warm glow. Allegra squeezed a pillow together to form a ridge. She straddled it, pressed her vagina tightly against it, and began a slow, easy grind.


Lying in his own bed, nursing an erect cock, in his Jersey City state of the art condo, overlooking the Hudson River, Thunder cleared his throat and began: “Once Upon A Time, a beautiful, alluring sister named Allegra knocked on my door. I couldn’t believe my fortune to see such a queen, as lovely as her, on my doorstep. She stepped into my embrace and I held her hand, poking her with my hard, thick and long dick. I led her over to sit on my leather sofa, where romantic candles, Miles Davis music, and wine lovingly chilled, awaited her visit. She crossed her legs so that her honey-colored calves perfectly accentuated her raised skirt, making me delirious, like the first day I met her at the radio station. Licking her lips, she stared at my pants, and moved her hand tenderly up and down my leg, until finally she reached to squeeze my manhood, as I massaged her shoulders. We kissed deeply, our tongues doing the tango, while she unzipped my pants and firmly stroked my cock. I squeezed her nipples and licked them hard. She moaned as I reached between her legs, fingering her clit until she was extremely wet. Instinctively, I knelt and placed her legs over my shoulders and buried my lips into her pussy until she moaned uncontrollably. I lifted her up and held her tight against the wall, gazing into her brown eyes and slid her onto all of my eight inches. My dear Allegra enjoyed every inch until she sank all of the way to the bottom, rolling her eyes, as she trembled, calling my name, ‘Thunder.’ For many hours, over and over, Allegra screamed for mercy and joy. Long after the mood had faded from the night sky, we found ourselves fucking on a chaise longue on my patio. And without giving a shit about waking the neighbors, together we unleashed like a tidal wave. As the sun began to usher in a new day, we laid together in my king-sized bed, wanting more. And the Queen Allegra was happy once again and lived happily ever after, until she needed Thunder again.”


Allegra rapidly stroked her clit and climaxed just as Thunder said, “And Queen Allegra lived happily ever after, with King Thunder at her beck and call. The End.” Allegra returned the telephone receiver to its cradle, and Thunder was left to get off on his own.


“Allegra, you’re going to drive him away! Just watch. You keep teasing him like that,” Luisa warned her the next day over lunch at a Greenwich Village outdoor cafe.


“Luisa, I’m not trying to keep Thunder or drive him away. I’m having my fun, like I always do. And if he wants to give me a little telephone bedtime story, what’s the problem? On the other hand, you sweat Virgil, 24-7, and he acts like a fool, thinking you’re his little show piece. Yet still you sleep with him. He still got you dick-whipped?”


“Oh, now why you gotta go there, Allegra,” Luisa said, pouting slightly.


“My point is,” Allegra said, leaning closer so that the Asian couple, examining their menus at the next table, could not overhear her. “My point is that I don’t fuck a man to get him. Fucking is for my own pleasure.”


Allegra had a policy of establishing boundaries early in her encounters with men. “Men are naturally territorial. They attempt to nest within five minutes of meeting you, whether or not they are serious about you. It’s the woman’s responsibility to set limits,” Allegra advised Luisa during one of their recent vision board breakfasts. Through observation over the years, Allegra observed her loveless and sexless female relatives allowing men to dominate their homes, their bodies and their spirits within hours of them crossing their thresholds. Not soon after, Allegra would eavesdrop on their loud weeping and heartbreak. And she vowed as a child, to never repeat their lonely, self-defeating behaviors.


When her keynote address was confirmed at the conference in Rio de Janerio, rather than travel horny and leave a whimpering Thunder on her doorstep, she decided to do as he begged and let him come over to eat her pussy before she left Harlem for the airport. While Allegra thought that would be a good idea, her schedule was tight and so were her nerves, with last minute preparations. Thunder, being the reliable and creative time organizer, whined, “Come on, Baby! How you gonna leave a brother hangin’? For two whole weeks? Come on now, Allegra! If I didn’t hate to fly, I’d roll down there with you.” Thunder sounded like a man who was not ready to quit Allegraville cold turkey.


To prepare for their first pussy ritual, Allegra entered the limousine with one suitcase, a laptop case, and wearing nothing but a black leather trench coat and her favorite black five-inch spike heel pumps. En route from Harlem’s Striver’s Row to John F. Kennedy Airport, the Italian limo driver gawked through his rear-view mirror, as cars furiously honked from behind, demanding that the limousine proceed seconds after the traffic light had turned green.


“Oh, my God!” Thunder shouted his great fortune to no one in particular, as he slowly unbuttoned her trench coat to reveal his prize. Kissing Allegra’s entire body, Thunder teased and slurped her nipples with his tongue, while rubbing her toned thighs and supple ass. He gently spread her legs as she rested against the silk pillow in the rear of the limousine. Allegra smiled at the awe on his face, and then closed her eyes in anticipation of her arrival at the door of ecstasy. Crossing the Edward Kennedy-Triborough Bridge, Thunder kissed and licked the outside of her pussy, spreading, and exploring to reveal its beauty.


“Omigod, I’ve waited so long,” Thunder whimpered, his breath quickening, as the limousine sped along the bustling Grand Central Parkway.


Allegra closed her eyes and prayed that Thunder would stop running his mouth. One thing that Allegra didn’t tolerate was a talkative man. It was her fault though; she knew before she finally responded to his telephone calls and text messages that Thunder was a professional talker. It had been about sixteen days since they had first met at her radio interview. Allegra set the boundaries, never allowing Thunder to initially phone her, and she returned his calls only rarely, and late at night, wanting him to tell her an erotic bedtime story.


“Has your sexual soul quenched its thirst, Mr. Poole?” Allegra purred over the telephone, as she pleasured herself, one evening.


“Well, I-I-I…” Thunder ran his hand over his head, trying to get his bearings. He never believed that he would meet a woman who knew her own needs, who spoke so directly to him, so passionately and without any inhibitions. Thunder knew sexy, gorgeous women who stood by, waiting to provide him with his earthly needs, yet none had ever spoken to his soul. None knew of the carnal, rhythmical relationship between a man and a woman. This woman, Allegra, knew. Perhaps more than he did. Thunder became obsessed in his wish to share his soul’s desires with Allegra.


The traffic on the Van Wyck Expressway had crawled to a stop as an ambulance with flashing lights squeezed past the limousine on the right shoulder. Thunder was oblivious, as he had long craved to place his lips on her most intimate of flesh, to taste and smell her aroma.


“You’re such a good eater, Mr. Poole. I thought you would be, so I brought a special treat,” Allegra cooed, massaging the back of his neck. Knitting his eyebrows together, Thunder raised his head to see Allegra reach into her carry-on bag, revealing a container of whipped cream. Together, Allegra and Thunder cackled.


“You’re some woman,” Thunder mumbled, layering the whipped cream around her clit, then flattening out his tongue, licking Allegra like an ice cream cone, then smashing his head into her wet vagina, as she trembled and moaned. The limousine continued into the traffic congestion on the Van Wyck Expressway, as Allegra clutched Thunder’s head, her thighs writhing uncontrollably, her lungs gasping for breath and body stiffening, unleashing a stream of desire.


“I’m diggin’ you, woman. I don’t know you like I want to, but I dig you,” Thunder confided, resting his head on her abdomen just as the limousine driver knocked on the door window, signaling their arrival at the John F. Kennedy Airport international terminal. Allegra ran her fingers through Thunder’s locs, letting his confession hang in the air.


“I’m diggin’ you, woman, I said,” Thunder repeated, patting his forehead with a handkerchief.


That’s not what Allegra wanted to hear coming from a man she had only known for his bedtime stories. She just wanted to get her pussy eaten on the way to Brazil. Was that too much to ask? she thought to herself.


“Thunder, don’t go falling in love with me and telling me you’re pregnant,” Allegra said.


Thunder’s face froze, then dissolved in laughter, his baritone sound rumbling inside. “I miss you already.”


“That’s sweet, Mr. Poole. Happy Fourth of July,” Allegra replied, pecking him on his sweaty forehead.


Startled by her abruptness, Thunder sulked, watching Allegra button her trench coat, his emotions somersaulting. Showing his disappointment, Thunder’s mouth curled upside down, as he was overcome with sadness. He did not want Allegra to board that airplane. On cue, after Allegra tapped on her window, the limo driver gallantly opened her limo door, retrieving her wheeled-suitcase, and handing it to a waiting porter. Without glancing back at the sullen Thunder, Allegra stepped out of the limo, tipped the grinning driver, and strutted toward the international airport terminal to check in for her TAM Airlines flight.


Thunder, looking like a cocker spaniel waiting for his master to return from inside a grocery store, waited forlornly until Allegra had disappeared from his sight. His iPhone vibrated, signally an incoming telephone call. The caller ID screen read “Crystal,” to which Thunder clicked “ignore.”


By the time Allegra had arrived in Rio de Janeiro, and she was sunbathing on the balcony of her hotel suite, Thunder had already phoned and left messages twice.


That was three days ago. An erotic lifetime.





[image: Image]



Brazil was beautiful at this time of year. The country had weather patterns slightly opposite those of North America, and therefore was experiencing fall with its warm days and cool, comfortable nights. Allegra leaned seductively over the terrace’s wooden railing, inhaling the ocean breeze, and hitched her ruffled skirt up around her shapely hips, revealing her muscular legs. A male waiter served her another flute of champagne as Teofilo peeked out onto the terrace, relieved to have found her. “Here you are, Senhorita!” he exclaimed, striding toward her, joining her at the railing.
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