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INTRODUCTION

My quest to create this anthology stems from a conversation I had some years ago with Calvin Herndon, author of the bestselling Sex and Racism in America, who told me, shortly before I attempted my first erotic story: “When Black people are allowed to indulge the usual sins, the customary fetishes, and all the regular vices humans are permitted, then they will have achieved total sexual citizenship. Otherwise, they will remain trapped in the usual stale stereotypes and labels the world has assigned to us.”

I never forgot that statement. With this collection, I sought to expand and broaden the psychological and sexual terrain of the Black community. The reflection of the Black sexual being, as Professor Herndon added, should be just as creative and innovative as the soulful simmer of singer Nina Simone, the barely concealed bite of bluesman John Lee Hooker or the electrified muted moans of jazz trumpeter Miles Davis. As sexual beings, our people should be able to reflect joy, pleasure and other blissful emotions in their lives besides rage and bitterness. It’s there in our music, our walk, our sense of fashion, our art, our literature, everything: that hip element of sexy soul.

When I sent out the call for submissions, I noted that I was  “looking for edgy, stereotype-busting erotic stories with sizzle and soul…. No baby daddies. No tireless studs with anacondas between their legs. No hotties or chickenheads with ‘motordriven coozes.’”

The stories poured in from all over the world, sexual yarns that were not about the Other or the Outsider, but people of color redefined and redeemed in sensual terms. Writers took risks, embracing themes of tolerance, acceptance and worth, as if the erotic world wanted to be rid of unpleasant generalizations and sexual bugaboos and just get on with the natural business of living and loving.

These stories feature lovers and partners on a wide range of emotional and sensual adventures. The characters retain their dignity while communicating with and even submitting to their partners’ feelings and needs.

These stories show lovers and partners going for it all despite the reality that they may not get much in return, that circumstances may lead to separation. That’s what I like about these tales. They insist that lovers and partners reach out again and again to move beyond the loneliness, isolation and boredom. As they take risks and make substantial changes in their lives, they sometimes find intimacy that promotes healing.

You will find both old friends and new faces in this tribute to the diversity of our fantasies and the potency of provocative sexuality in all of its many forms. Tenille Brown’s “Lonnie’s Licks,” has playful fun with the concept of addictive behavior. Monica Elaine’s “Got Milk?” combines both the erotic and screwball comedy. Preston Allen’s “Three Kisses,” features a casino setting and a pair of devious, horny individuals trying to outsmart each other with raw talk, big cash and a trio of sumptuous kisses. British writer Leone Ross pens a mellow yarn of fantasy and flesh in “When the River,” where things have a  way of going awry. A very real river is the focal point where the erotic past is reclaimed in the present in R. Gay’s thoughtful “Strangers in the Water.”

Zetta Brown tells of a juror named Number Nine with good reason in “Hung,” in which a single woman alleviates the tedium of civic duty with steamy activity. In “For Nita,” Jolie du Pre, editor of Swing, tracks the blossoming of a formerly meek woman who flees an abusive marriage and recaptures her sexual self through the ministrations of not one, but two horny men at once in a fantasy come true.

The nature of a fetish life is what concerns Shakir Rashaan in “Welcome Home,” a story of a lusty Master embraced by two submissive women after being on the road. If it’s potent romantic love you want, a trio of stories, Garnell Wallace’s “Sex and Chocolate,” Zaji’s “Lights on a Cave Wall” and Asha French’s “All Day” provide warm kisses, overflowing hearts and glowing embraces. Veteran erotic writer Shane Allison contributes a raunchy encounter between two previously unacquainted moviegoers facilitated by a convenient leather jacket in “Dangerous Comfort.”

Any sexual experience expands our consciousness, especially when unrestricted by money, class or custom. Kweli Walker, Fiona Zedde, Deepbronze, Reginald Harris and Jolene Hui explore those areas outside of the classic themes of lust and desire with skill and imagination.

In Making the Hook-Up, you are invited to fantasize, dream, think and imagine yourself in each story. The stories tell some basic truths about us: how we live and how we love. Enjoy—and put your soul into it!

 

Cole Riley 
New York City






THREE KISSES

Preston Allen

 

 

 

 

 

Docta Love had it bad for this little PR dealer he met up at the Indian casino, and when Docta Love had it bad, Docta Love hadda get his medicine.

Got up that morning, took his customized van to the Handy-Wash, had ’em do the Deluxe Super Duper Special on it—$89.99 plus another $39.99 for the buff and wax.

Motored up to the Indians, parked in the Self Park (another $15.99). Strolled inside. Solid gold swinging on his neck and blinking on his fingers. Looking big and fine in his trademark black Stetson, black polo to show off his tight biceps, and black droop-hip jeans that hung just right on his lean hips to show off his six-pack, his long, strong thighs.

Walked right up to the floor man and slid him fifty. “What she dealing tonight?”

The floor man laughed as the fifty disappeared. “Texas Hold ’em.”

“Then that’s what I’m playing.”

“There’s a long line ahead of you,” the floor man informed him. Another fifty appeared, another fifty disappeared, as the floor man nodded. “But I’m sure I can fit you in.”

The place was crowded tonight. Gamblers on top of gamblers crowding the machines for a chance to lose. Gamblers on top of gamblers waiting for seats at the poker tables.

Docta Love striding past all of them, passing through the velvet ropes as angry heads turned, angry comments hurled under and over angry breaths. Taking the one empty seat at her table, the seat right next to her luscious, lickable Thank-You-Jesus thighs.

Popping his gum at her in greeting. Giving her that Docta Love smile. Perfect white teeth. Handsome broad-nosed black man with a cleft chin and double dimples.

The PR dealer smiled back at him, nodding her head like,  You again? Shit, you can try as hard as you like, brother, you ain’t getting none of this.

But Docta Love had it bad, and Docta Love had a plan.

She dealt him 2-3. He smiled. Folded.

She dealt him 7-3. He smiled. Folded.

She dealt him 4-6. He smiled. Folded.

She dealt him 4-9. He smiled. Folded.

She snorted, “You ain’t gonna play no cards tonight?”

She had that chiseled PR face, with sharp cheeks, the almost square jaw, and the raven black hair pulled back so tight on her head that her eyebrows lifted like McDonald’s golden arches.

“I’ll play…” he said deliberately slow, eyeing her swollen bosom, wondering fake or real, fake or real, fake or real, “…soon as you give me some cards, dealer lady.”

She dealt him AK, big slick, suited. He smiled. Held it. Called it. Raised it. Reraised it. Raised it all in. Won the pot. A big pot. $190.99. Did the quick math. He was ahead for  the night despite the car wash and the greased palms.

He gave her a nice tip. $190.

Kept the .99 for himself.

She liked that. You could see it from her smile. She liked that a lot. But she could also smell the trap. She closed up shop. Gave some kinda signal to her boss. Her shift, she suddenly announced, was over. She got transferred to another table.

He watched her sexy little walk as she carried her dealer’s tray of chips and cards to the next table. Pretty little thing. Thick delicious lips. Her little button nose almost a white girl’s nose, but for the small gentle wings that screamed Africa. Her skin, about two shades lighter than his, screaming Africa too. She couldn’t be no older than twenty-three, twenty-four. Her booty singing swish swish as it swung in those tight dealer tuxedo pants with the velvet seams. Lord, it looked good. He watched until she looked back as he knew she would. Her eyes smiling like, I told you you weren’t gonna get none, brother. Thanks for the money. How you like them apples?

He liked them apples a whole lot. Liked that ass, too.

He called the floor man over. Whispered in his ear, “Why can’t my love and me be together?”

A hundred appeared, a hundred disappeared, as the floor man said, “I’m sure it can be arranged.”

Three minutes later, Docta Love was transferred to her new table, smiling up into her pretty brown-skinned face, his seat right next to her lovely lovable Thank-You-Jesus thighs.

She dealt him 2-9. He smiled. Folded.

She dealt him 4-8. He smiled. Folded.

She dealt him A-A. He smiled. Held it. Called it. Raised it. Reraised it. Raised it all in. Won the pot. Another big pot. $294.43.

Gave her a nice tip. $294.

Kept the .43 for himself.

Oh, she liked that. You could see from her smile. She liked that a whole lot.

She fell into the trap.

An hour later, she was dealing and smiling and talking with him about things a virtuous woman with a good husband and happy children at home should not be talking about—bra size 44DD, all natural just like her mama’s; virginity, lost it when she was fifteen, but regretted it ever since; orgasm, always from oral sex, almost never from the penis, unless it is a really big penis; swallowed, only once, didn’t like it; anal, too painful, does it only to make her husband happy; cheated, no, never cheated on her husband, well, never with a man.

And he whispered, “I ain’t kidding around. You do it for me, baby. I been loving you ever since I first laid eyes on you.”

“But I have a husband.”

“It’s too late for that. I’m too far gone, girl. Look what you done did to me. I got a nice clean van waiting outside.”

“It don’t make no difference to me.”

“Your husband don’t make no difference to me.”

“He does to me. I’m an honorable woman.”

He sighed. Those tits were honorable. That ass—that ass was honorable. He laid his cards out on the table. Or at least he pretended to. “And I am an honorable man. My intentions are honorable. I think what happened was you misunderstood me. It ain’t what you think it is. I don’t want nothing from you, dealer lady, but a little kiss.”

She replied, laughingly, “But I can’t kiss you. I’m married.”

Docta Love answered, “But what if it was a business transaction?”

“I ain’t no ho,” she rebuked him.

He put up his hands. “You misunderstanding me again. What  if the kiss was like part of an arrangement to fix something in your house? You and your husband so young. Young people always need money.”

She shook her head. “We both have jobs. He is a police officer. We got enough money to fix whatever breaks in our house.”

Docta Love splayed his fingers on the table so she could get a better look at his expensive golden rings. Compared to the cheap bauble she wore on her wedding finger. Hubby loved booty, but he was not, apparently, a wealthy man. “You tryin’ to tell me there ain’t nothing in your house need fixin’? So young. How many kids did you say you got?”

“Two.”

“Two young people with two kids…ya’ll live at home with your parents?”

“We have our own house.”

“Two kids and a mortgage. My, my, my.”

“And we can take care of it.”

“I can too.”

“Good for you.”

“You know how much money I won last year?”

“How much?”

He leaned in and whispered the obscene sum into her ear. He was slain by the whiff of perfume. Her soft skin. He whispered it slow.

“Wow,” she said. She was thoroughly impressed. Three hundred thousand dollars ain’t no joke.

“You smell nice,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said.

“You look damned good too.”

He leaned back in his seat, let her check him out real good. Long, strong, lean, and sexy. He looked damned good too.

She dealt a dozen more hands. Even when he got good cards,  he folded them. Just kept looking at her. Making his cheeks dimple. She was thinking it through.

A half hour later, he folded another hand, and she said. “To be perfectly honest, we have a bathroom that needs remodeling.”

He said, “Done deal.”

“But I haven’t told you how much it costs.”

He grinned, displaying those perfect, perfectly white teeth. “Money don’t mean shit to me.”

“Forty-five hundred.”

“Whatever.” He didn’t even blink at the figure, but then he leaned close to her face. “Now let me tell you how we gon’ do this. While you had me sittin’ here, playin’ me with this little waiting game, I been thinkin’ it through. The kinda money I’m offering you is worth more than one kiss. One kiss ain’t enough. I gotta have three.”

The dealer nodded her head. Three kisses. Okay fine.

Then Docta Love added, “Three kisses across three nights.”

Three nights? The dealer, missing the sly smile playing on Docta Love’s lips, considered the expansion but another trivial amendment and she quickly agreed to it.

“Deal?” said Docta Love.

“Deal,” the dealer answered. “Three kisses across three nights, and I want the money in cash.”

Having sealed the deal, Docta Love laughed, folded a losing hand, and got up to leave. He flipped her $500 in chips as a parting tip and strode out of the noisy, crowded casino.

The dealer was thinking, Well, it’s not so bad. It’s only kissing. And at least now we will get our bathroom remodeled the way we like.

And Docta Love left the casino thinking, 44DD, my favorite size.

Naturally, the kisses were to take place in the parking lot  of the casino in Docta Love’s hooked-up customized van, out of sight of management because a dealer, of course, would be immediately fired if she got caught kissing gamblers on casino property.

On the night of the first kiss, the beautiful, top-heavy, and happily married dealer took her ten-minute break outside in the parking lot.

“To smoke a cigarette,” she explained to her friends, though everyone knew she was a nonsmoker.

Docta Love, sitting behind the tinted windows of his van and watching her approach, felt his heart leap into his mouth. She was a Coca-Cola bottle with glorious hair and shapely legs. She adjusted her bowtie as she climbed into his van, after which she closed the door and sighing, turned to him with her lips in a fixed state of pucker.

Lord, they were juicy lips.

But Docta Love said, “No. The first kiss gotta be with you sittin’ on my lap.”

She shook her head vigorously. “I knew you were up to something. I knew this was a trick. I did not sign up to be groped and fondled, sir. I’m a happily married woman and my vows are sacred to me. Open this door and let me out of this van before I start screaming rape.”

Docta Love fanned the thick wad of hundred-dollar bills in his hand, kissing it, waving it under her nose so she could smell it, resting the wad on her ample chest. “I promise I ain’t gonna fondle you and I ain’t gonna grope you, but for forty-five hundred dollars, I gotta at least be able to smell you when we kiss. I ain’t no animal. I’m a sensitive man. So let’s go in the back of this van so you can sit on my lap and kiss me as this kinda cash deserves. My money is honorable, too, girl. As honorable as a wedding ring.”

The young dealer glanced down at the bills in his hand and then peered into the back of his customized van, which was set up like a bedroom.

Draperies on the walls. Velvet paintings over the draperies. Leopards and panthers. Supple, long-limbed black-skinned people in various poses of sexual suggestion. A velvet painting of the Last Supper—Jesus, Judas, Peter, the disciples, all of them, with brown skin, curly hair, and thick noses and lips. There was a long bed with satin sheets and satin covers for the big, soft pillows. Over the bed, a velvet sign that read “The Love Mobile.”

She said, “Okay. I’ll sit on your lap, but no more than that. And hurry up. I only have another five minutes of break.”

With that, she went into the back of the van, the good Docta Love following behind.

She was thinking, For a remodeled bathroom, it’s worth it. Let’s get it over with.

And he was thinking, That ass. Lord, you know I gotta tap that ass.

And she did sit on his lap. And he did inhale her perfumed essence. Closed his eyes. Kissed her. Tongue to tongue. One of those real good kisses. Lips all slopping together. Teeth all crushed together. Tongues wrestling.

After that, her voice was breathy when she spoke—“All right. I did it. That’s kiss number one. And if you were a fair man, you would call that number forty-three or forty-four, as much as you kissed me, but whatever, I see your little game. I see how you’re going to play it. Fine. Just give me my money and let me get back to work.”

She was heated, he noted, and seemed in a rush to leave the van. Her lipstick was all smeared.

Docta Love gave her that night’s portion, fifteen hundred  dollars in cash, and watched her walk back to the casino. Her booty swayed when she walked, but she seemed groggy on her feet, rather than rushed. She stumbled twice.

He nodded his head.

Docta Love went to bed that night remembering that she didn’t like anal, it hurt too much, but she did it from time to time to please her husband. Such a good wife. Docta Love went to bed smiling.

The next night when she got there, the dealer went straight into the back of the van where he was waiting.

She sat upon his lap, as she had done the night before, and he surprised her by placing his hand (the one that was not holding the hundred-dollar bills) upon her bosom.

She sprang up from his lap and cried, “No groping, sir! I’m not kidding about how sacred my vows are to me!”

Docta Love said to her, “For the second kiss, I need to feel you. What good is it to smell you if I can’t feel? I promise I won’t grope you or fondle you. I ain’t no animal. I’m a sensitive man.”

“But my marriage vows!” she roared

“I ain’t no punk, and this is not negotiable!” he roared back. “Now all I’m gonna do is rest the palm of my hand and the tips of my fingers on your tiddies with such a light touch you ain’t even gonna notice ’em there. When they get tireda being on one side, they gon’ move to the next side, but I swear I ain’t gonna fondle you because I was married once upon a time too, and I believe in marriage vows. I can tell you’re a good wife. You believe in your vows and I respect that. But I believe in my money. And my money is sacred to me. I respect your beliefs if you respect my beliefs.”

Sighing, the dealer sat herself down upon his lap, and Docta Love placed his hand on her bosom.

She puckered her lips for the kiss, but he was not ready to kiss yet, because his fingers and palm resting on the right tit had not yet grown weary of the acreage of that great mound.

Long minutes later, when his palm and his fingertips roamed at last to the other tit and began to fondle that new one, and his lips removed themselves from the sensitive part of her long, beautiful neck where they had been feasting, he kissed her mouth with his mouth, tongue against tongue. Fiercely.

When his hand grew weary of the other tit, it came back to the first tit, and she muttered somehow through the warm, wet clench of their twelve-minute kiss, “My break is over,” and he released her.

Still seated upon his lap, the dealer gently pushed the large erect nipples back under the cups. Refastened her brassiere. Rebuttoned her shirt. Accepted his assistance in reattaching her snap-on bowtie. Checked her makeup in the mirror. Stumbled out of the van and began her groggy swishing, swaying walk across the parking lot. She got halfway to the doors of the casino before running back to the van to collect that night’s portion of the money, which she in her drunken haste had forgotten.

“My bad,” she told him.

“Your tiddies are incredible.”

“I told you they were real.”

“I could suck on them nipples all day.”

“Bet you could.”

“I want to make love to you.”

“I’m a married woman.”

“My dick is real big.”

“I got to get back to work.”

“You wear panties or thongs?’

She smiled wickedly. “Thongs.”

“Ohmygod.”

“I got to get back to work.”

Their eyes locked in understanding, and they licked their lips to a great wetness in anticipation of the night to follow.

She raced back to the casino, running through excuses in her mind to tell her shift manager about why she was late getting back from break, and thinking, He looks like he can keep a secret. Maybe I will let him hit it. At any rate, it’s going to be a beautiful bathroom when this remodeling is finished.

And he was thinking, Wait a minute—she told me that night that she had never cheated on her husband with a man. Oh, I see what she sayin’. Oh, my god, honey girl is a freak. She kissed a girl? She ate pussy? She let some other girl eat her pussy? Hahaha. She’s a straight-up freak. I’m gonna spank that ass. I swear to god, I’ma spank that ass.

The third kiss on the third night did not occur in Docta Love’s customized van because it was the dealer’s night off, though that is not what she told her good husband.

The good husband was led to believe that she had been called in to work mandatory overtime.

The third kiss on the third night took place in an anonymous room of an anonymous hotel, and it was accompanied by good wine and digitalized song from the hotel’s vast selection, which could be piped in for an additional $19.99 added to the bill.

Most importantly, there was the application of tongues to all the members of their bodies so that there might be taste.

He had told her, “How can there be smell and feel, but no taste? I ain’t no animal. I am a sensitive man. I need to taste you. I need you to taste me. I know your wedding vows are sacred, girl, but my money is sacred too. What I’m saying is if you want this money for that bathroom you gon’ have to let a brother get some satisfaction. Let me be frank with you. I need to see that pussy. I need to see that ass.”

As he went through his little speech, she laughed, undressing.

She thought to herself, as she unsnapped her bra, releasing her enormous breasts, I guess he has to say those things. I guess some men have to say things like that to convince themselves that they are in control. That they are making you do it. Oh, well, I’ll play along with his little game as long as he has a big dick. As long as he knows how to work it. What a beautiful bathroom it is going to be. Large gothic mirrors. Italian tiles on the floor.

He kept on talking—“I need to see that pussy. I need to see that ass”—as she stepped out of her tuxedo pants, releasing her luscious luscious Thank-You-Jesus thighs and her big brown-skinned booty. She wiggled in front of him, then turned around and bent over. The thong was lost deep down the crack of that enormous ass.

“Help me take this off,” she said.

He reached out a hand to that bounteous booty.

She wiggled and jiggled it, and he heard her say, “Not with your hand. With your teeth.”

The view from behind as he set about rescuing the thong. The twin honey brown loaves. Fresh-baked morning buns. The golden winking eye of her tightly puckered ass. The meaty lips from behind. Seashell red. Pouting, drooling lips. He plunged in with lips and tongue. He licked. He sucked. He bit and chewed. His mouth filled up and he drooled. It was so beautiful. She mewed with lust, and she fed him. Slapped his face with her delicious back end.

The dealer, Docta Love came to learn, tasted sweet in all of her parts.

The good Docta Love, the dealer came to learn, had a weakness for sweetness and a vigor that matched her own.

He ripped off his clothes. Flipped her over. Climbed over her.  Inverted. Placed his dick over her mouth. Placed his mouth over her dark patch of hair curling up her stomach. A golden-brown button of flesh sticking up out of it.

He put his mouth on her clit. He felt her inhale his dick into her mouth.

“Ohhhhh,” he said.

“Uuuuuuhhh,” she said.

“This is the best kiss ever,” he said.

“Your dick tastes so good. It’s so fucking big,” she said. “Uuuuuuhhh.”

“I told you it was big,” he laughed. Lapping at her cunt. Her sweet-smelling cunt.

“Almost as big as my husband’s,” she laughed.

“Bitch,” he said, lapping at her cunt with a fervor. Sliding a finger into that slippery hole. Sliding toward that special spot. Finding it. Rapid rubbing now. Expert licking now. Lap that clit. Rub the basement of that pussy. Rub faster. Two fingers now. Rub faster. Harder.

“Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh shit, uh shit, like that, like that, uh shit, uh, uh watch out, watch out,” she warned. Shaking her thighs. Trying to rub her thighs together. “I’m gonna cum. I cum wet. You better move your face. I cum wet.”

Despite her warning, he rubbed. Rubbed faster. Pressured that clit. He felt her body clench. Knees came up. Stomach tightened. She gum-vised his dick.

“Uh, uh, uh, uh, there it is, there it is, baby, uh, uh, uh, I’m embarrassed. Uh, uh, uh. Uh, shit.”

Her body convulsed. He pulled back and watched with delicious delight as her pussy gushed its river onto the satin sheets of the hotel bed.

She howled. She laughed.

She twisted and rolled. She crawled over him. Kissed his  chest. His muscular arms. His neck. His face. She grabbed his mouth with her lips.

He grabbed her ass. She grabbed his dick. Got on it.

Began to ride.

It was some kiss. It was some ride.

When he came, she said, “I want you on top.”

She gave him a half hour to rest, then she positioned herself on the bed and he climbed over. It was another live fuck. He fucked her like a bull. She bucked like a bronco. He fucked her until she soaked the sheets again.

When he came, she said, “I want to do doggy-style.”

“Hold on, baby,” he laughed. “Gotta rest up.”

“Well, hurry up,” she laughed. “I have to get home soon. I have a husband, you know?”

After his rest was over, she got up on her hands and knees and pushed her delightful booty against him. His dick was having slight technical difficulties.

“Shit,” she said, turning. “Give him here.”

“I can do it,” he said, jacking it like a long wet rope. “I can do it.”

She laughed. “Give him here.”

She took his dick into her mouth. Sucked. It helped. Somewhat. She shoved a finger up his ass. His eyes rolled.

She grinned. “See? I always get mine.”

It was erect, and he got behind her and did his business, and he did it well.

Her pussy was slopping wet. He reached and grabbed a handful of her hair. He did that for about a hundred strokes. Then he reached and grabbed a handful of tiddy in each hand.

She screamed, “Uh, uh, uuuuuuuhhhh, you’re the best, you’re the best, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, you’re making me cum,” all the way through it.

When it was done, she said, “I know what you want.”

“I want to rest.”

She laughed. Reached down and grabbed his dick. She sang it now: “I know what you want.”

He sang back, “I want to rest.”

She jacked his long soft dick. “I know what you want. I know. I know.”

“Baby, you are killing me. I’m only human.”

“I know you want my ass. You want to fuck me in the ass. It is the curse of the woman with the big booty. Everybody wants to fuck her in the ass.”

That ass. Docta Love felt a chill course through him.

She felt his dick grow rock hard in her hand.

“Well, I wasn’t gonna ask you, but since you brought it up,” he said.

She rolled over on her stomach. She still had his rock-hard dick in her hand. He got up on his knees. His hands were on her asscheeks, spreading them. Lubricating the hole with his hungry wet mouth. Probing, first, with a wet finger.

“Just be gentle,” she said.

“Okay.”

“Don’t make it hurt too much.”

“Okay.”

“I trust you. I trust you.”

“God, you gotta big ass.”

“Oh, god.”

“Big ass.”

“Ouch. Ouch. Oh, god. Ouch. Ow. Ow. Ow. Oooohhhhh.”

“Don’t clinch up. Yeah, like that.”

“Ooooohhhh.”

“Like that. Relax.”

“Okay. Okay. Okay. That’s okay. That’s good. That’s okay.”

“Yeah. Relax.”

“Ooooohhhh. Mmmmmmm.”

“Like that. See?”

“Mmmmmmmmmmm.”

At the end of the night, when the dealer came out of the shower and slipped back into her undergarments, all of her lips were quite worn out, so to speak, from “the kiss.”

She dressed wordlessly as he watched her from the bed. His black Stetson rested on a pillow. One of his socks was on the other pillow. The rest of his clothes were all over the room.

She was at the door clutching the last of the money in her fist, fifteen hundred dollars. She looked down at the money as she stood there at the door. Docta Love was worn out, but he had enough sense to know that he had to get up and go to her.

He went to her and put his arms around her. She smelled nice. She felt so good. She was beautiful. Beautiful little PR. He lifted her face and kissed her.

“What are you thinking?” he said.

“I had a good time.”

“Me too.”

“You’re a good kisser,” she joked.

“You too.”

“I need to get home now.”

“Yes. To your family. To your man.”

They kissed again. She was not moving, so he kept holding her. Kissing her.

“What are you thinking?” he said.

“Nothing,” she said. “I guess I’ll see you around the casino.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m a gambler. It’s what I do.”

She touched his face. “Kiss number three was a good kiss.”

“The best kiss of all.”

“I’m glad I did it.”

“Yeah, me too.”

He kissed her again.

Then he blew a kiss after her as she left the room.

As she left the room, she was thinking, I should have told him the truth. He hit my spot. He rocked it. I think I could love him. I should have told him the truth: I have no children and I am not married. I have a boyfriend, sort of, but he does not count because I know he’s still sleeping with his ex. I don’t have my own house. I still live with my parents, but their bathroom is a mess, and I can’t wait to see the looks on their faces after I remodel it. Gothic mirrors. Italian tile. I am going to hook it up for them.

And as he went back to lie down on the mess they had made of the bed in the anonymous hotel room, Docta Love was thinking,  Jesus, what a beautiful girl. That had to be the livest pussy I ever had. If she wasn’t married, I would be all over that. Why is it the good ones are always married? Her husband is one lucky dude, going to bed with her every night. I hope he appreciates what he’s got. It’s gonna be a while before I get this one outta my system. Lord, Jesus, it’s gonna be a while.
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Janice glanced around. Touches of gold paint accented the white ceiling molding—a nice idea for her own apartment. If she could have stolen that framed Greek garden print bolted above the desk, she would. Who likes hotel room pictures? Nobody. But this one was lovely.

She looked down at Derek. Though still asleep, he stretched his body, causing his strong chest to rise a little and then lower. The sheet covered the bottom half of him. Janice wanted to pull it down and take another look.

She studied his face, dark brown, with the longest lashes she had ever seen. He looked peaceful sleeping next to her. That’s how she would describe it, peaceful.

She positioned herself more comfortably against the headboard and tried to block out yet another image of her husband. Charles would kill her if he knew.

Nevertheless, a slight smile crept onto her face. She looked over at the mahogany desk that sat next to the plush baby blue chair. Those would look great in her apartment, too. Her own  apartment, with her own pictures and her own furniture—and no Charles.

Janice placed her hand on Derek’s chest, which was smooth, with barely any hair. He opened his eyes, which startled Janice and made her pull her hand back.

“Hey, girl!”

“Hey, yourself.”

He turned toward her. She lowered herself down, facing him. There was no hesitation as she placed her arms around his frame. He pushed in closer to her and put his lips on her neck, kissing it. The scent she had splashed on her body last night now mixed with the lingering smell of sex and male musk.

Derek was built, every muscle developed. Yet his skin was as soft as the butter rolls she loved to bake. His cock, large and stiff, poked her leg. She reached down and grabbed it.

“Mmmm…you tryin’ to start something?” he whispered.

“Maybe.”

He put his lips on one of her large breasts, drawing the nipple into his mouth, then licking it slowly. Janice closed her eyes.

Another image of Charles invaded her thoughts, and his face was right there. But it faded as Derek’s strong tongue traveled to her other breast.

Charles had grown fond of calling Janice lazy in the last couple of months. It was in addition to the other names he had for her: fat, stupid. “You’re too stupid to leave me,” he’d say.

It was no secret how unhappy she was. And there were many times when she could have made a break, but she didn’t. She stayed and took it, like the victim of a schoolyard bully.

Charles would glare at her, the lines on his caramel-colored face deep with frustration. “Go get me a beer.” “Get your ass in the kitchen and make my dinner.” “Who are you talking to? Get off the damn phone.”

Sometimes he called her “tired looking.” But behind those steel gray eyes, she knew he really saw her as ugly and fat.

Fifteen months. That’s how long it had been since she and Charles had had sex. And even before that, the spontaneity and freshness that they knew before was gone.

The ladies at the boutique convinced her to buy the red negligee. Charles liked red and the color worked well with her copper skin tone. They told her looking sexy helped a marriage.

When she put it on and joined Charles in bed, for a moment, there was sparkle in those gray eyes. But not even an hour later, it was gone.

Derek brought his face to Janice’s. His long lashes framed big brown eyes that were full of lust and desire for her. He kissed her slowly at first, but Janice increased the speed, moving her lips faster and darting her tongue in and out of his mouth.

Janice had been friends with Nita as far back as first grade. She was her closest friend and they talked about everything. Consequently, Nita knew all about her relationship with Charles and the lack of sex. Nita had said fifteen months was too long. Way too long. And she had been right.

“You kiss good,” Janice said.

“Derek is here to please, baby.”

“Just keep doing what you’re doing. Keep doing that.”

“Ask for what you want,” Nita had advised her. “It’s your body.”

It was her body. And right now her body felt damn good. Now Derek’s tongue was firmly against her stomach, soon to explore even lower.

Janice closed her eyes again. Right now, right here, she was happy.

But it was not so long ago that it took everything in her power just to get out of bed in the morning. When she finally managed  to lift herself out, it was only to avoid Charles’s wrath, which usually came anyway.

“Get your ass in the kitchen and make my dinner.”

Charles had insisted she quit her job once they married, better to be home with the children. But children never came.

She’d sit at the kitchen table and stare out of the window, for hours, like a mental patient.

Friends would call, but she rarely answered the phone. Only Nita was brazen enough to come over, unannounced, forcing Janice to let her in.

If there was ever anyone who knew what she wanted out of life, it was Nita. Married, with two grown children, Nita worked as a psychiatrist with a successful practice in the downtown area. She lived in a home suitable for the pages of Better Homes and Gardens and she was fond of the sunflowers that she had planted in her backyard. She was tall, dark and proud, and soon Janice leaned heavily on her for the support she so desperately needed. Sometimes Nita’s advice was so good that Janice felt like she should be paying her, like one of her patients.

One day Nita brought books over. “These will help you get your shit together,” she had said.

One book focused on gaining a positive attitude. Another book focused on diet and exercise. There was one on spirituality. Still another examined how to get rid of fear. Do the One Thing You’ve Always Wanted to Do, it was titled.

While she made Charles steak, fried potatoes and other high-fat foods that he ate every night in front of the television, she prepared separate meals of vegetables and lean meats for herself.

The diet books warned her that she’d have to exercise also. So in the mornings, after Charles went to work, she joined Nita as a guest at her health club.

Then, as the months went on, she enrolled in classes to obtain a degree as a court reporter, a job that had always intrigued her.

“Yeah!” Janice hollered as the first stirrings of an orgasm began to tickle her core. She pushed her thighs tight against Derek’s head.

“I see you two have started without me,” said the other man, who had been sleeping on her right side. His name was Junior, a name that she would never forget. Her first boyfriend was named Junior, only this Junior was cuter.

“You better come on then, man,” Derek said. “We can’t wait for you!”

Janice smiled just as big as she had in the bar the night before.

Charles had thrown the pan of meatloaf on the floor, angry that Janice had burned his dinner. Normally, Janice would have cowered in the bedroom. But this time she dressed and left, leaving Charles to scream, “Where the hell are you going?”

Weeks before, Nita had taken her to a club that catered to African Americans. So Janice had returned to the place, walked in, ordered a diet cola from the bar and then sat alone at an empty table.

Sometime that evening, the two most attractive and youthful men in the club whisked past all the much younger women and stood right next to Janice.

“You sitting here all by yourself?” Junior had asked. He was the tall one, skinny, built like a basketball player, wearing a black pin-striped suit. “Can we sit here, too?”

“Yes.” Normally, she would have been too shy to speak. But that was before she had found enough courage to leave her house and go into a bar by herself. That was before Charles had reduced her to nothing.

Junior grabbed a stool and brought it close to the table. Derek did the same.

Derek was bigger, but still lean. Dressed in a blue business suit and dark Gucci shoes, it was obvious that the brother had money, or at least he looked like he did.

“Can I get you another rum and coke?” Derek had asked, looking at Janice with those big brown eyes.

“No rum, just diet please.” Junior stared at the cleavage she had deliberately revealed once she was out of the house and her sweater was off. She had enough courage to walk out, but not enough courage to walk out with cleavage showing. Interesting.

“Are you two a set?” Janice had asked. “Where are the women?”

“I’m looking at the woman,” Junior responded.

All Janice could do was smile.

Two or maybe three hours later, Derek and Junior were on either side of her. They sat close. Derek had even found her knee. And she imagined his fingers crawling up her thigh. She wore panties, but they were soaking wet.

They talked about a variety of topics. Derek and Junior listened to her. They asked her questions. Even if ultimately all they cared about was getting in her pants, they treated her like a Nubian queen. The attention was nice. She had missed it. She had opened up about her marriage and why she was in a club alone on a Friday night.

“From what I can see, it seems to me that your husband is crazy,” Derek had said. “He doesn’t deserve a fine-looking woman like you.”

The men lived in her city, but on the other side of it, about an hour away. They had rented a hotel room for the business convention that was happening in her neighborhood.

Do the one thing you’ve always wanted to do.

“Take me to your hotel,” Janice demanded

When those words came out, she barely recognized herself.

“You sure?” Derek asked.

“I’m sure. Take me to your room.”

“We can do that,” Junior had said.

She had excused herself to go to the restroom and while there she dialed Nita.

“Girl, they could rape you! Put you in a closet and leave you for dead! I’m coming to get you!”

“Nita, I’m fine. I drove, plus I’ve been drinking diet cola all night. They won’t hurt me. This is something I’ve fantasized about.”

“You’re crazy!”

“I’m not crazy!”

“You just better call me when you’re done with that shit. I need to know you’re okay.”

Why wasn’t she afraid? Why didn’t she excuse herself and leave the bar? Why didn’t she screw up her happiness like she always did?

She thanked Nita for that. Every time she came to visit, Nita dropped off a new book. With each book, with each wise word, Janice had grown stronger.

And now it was morning and here she was, in bed with two of the finest black men in town. Janice screamed in pleasure as Derek and Junior worked on her body. The way she reacted to their touches seemed to turn the men on even more and further ignite their ferocious libidos.

Junior grabbed Janice’s breast, his hold firmer than Derek’s. Meanwhile, Derek continued to devour Janice’s pussy. She opened her legs wider. Derek was working her hard, her juices flowing heavy on the sheet. She was so wet she could hear his every slurp.

Derek was on her clit, but soon Junior moved down and took  over. He did more than just lick and suck. His fingers moved deep inside, pulling her pussy lips apart as he stuck his tongue in as far as he could.

“I want you to fuck me, Junior!” Janice screamed. “Fuck me now!”

“Fuck her, man!” Derek breathed heavy at the sight of Junior planted between Janice’s thighs.

Unopened condoms, and several used ones, were scattered all over the floor due to the previous night’s tryst.

“Get a rubber!” Janice screamed. Obedient, Derek threw one to Junior. Junior ripped it open and slid the rubber over his swollen cock.

He plunged his dick deep into Janice, harder than he had done the night before. If Derek was large, Junior was obscene. His balls were the widest she had seen, bouncing and hitting her skin with every powerful thrust.

Ravished, Janice looked up at Derek. “Give me your cock, baby!”

He shoved it into her mouth and she held it steady with her hand, working her lips up and down his shaft. Then Derek moved his pelvis back and forth as Janice grabbed his ass and swallowed his cock.

Time seemed to stand still and the only sounds were the various moans that each of them made as Junior pushed into Janice, while Janice gave Derek a blow job.

But it wasn’t Derek or Junior that came first; it was Janice, stronger and louder than she ever had come before.

 

Later that day, she drove home. Charles was there, but he refused to open the door or come outside. He had changed the locks and thrown a large amount of her clothes, shoes and other belongings on the front porch and even on the sidewalk. Had he  discovered what she had done with the two black men she met in the club?

She called Nita. “Did you tell him?”

“Girl, you know I don’t speak to Charles.”

Janice lived with Nita after that and enjoyed the observation, watching the way Nita lived her life and carried on her days, so organized, so in control. Here was a woman who did have her shit together.

Charles didn’t fight the divorce. In fact, soon after the papers were signed, and barely after the ink was dry, Janice learned that another woman had moved into his bed. He had been seeing her for the past year. As cruel as Charles had been, Janice never suspected.

She continued to go to school to study court reporting and before long her course work was complete. She was such a good student that an instructor hooked her up with a job immediately after graduation. It felt good to get out of the house and work. It felt good to make her own money.

But the relationship between Janice and Nita was changing. There was tension, unlike anything they had experienced before.

“I don’t know why you keep seeing those men.”

“Because they make me happy. I think it’s time I was happy.”

“But you’re acting like a whore! Look at you. You’ve got a new job, a new body, but you’re a whore.”

“I am not a whore! Derek and Junior are my friends.”

It was conversations like these that forced Janice to move out. She had always wanted her own place, and now was the time to go for it before her friendship with Nita deteriorated beyond repair. Nita had never spoken to her harshly before, and she didn’t want to stick around for any more of it.

Janice made sure her new apartment was exactly the way  she wanted it. The gold on her bedspread matched the gold she had sprinkled on the molding. The mahogany desk included a mahogany chair.

Sometimes she fucked Junior and Derek at Junior’s condo, across town on the north side of the city. Sometimes it was at Derek’s fancy townhome on the lake front. But eventually, she convinced them to come to her place—her own place.

“I like this little crib,” Junior said. They grew fond of the Jacuzzi bathtub, a feature that Janice was willing to pay a little extra rent for. Often, they all climbed into the tub and fucked there after having dinner at a local Italian restaurant or that little seafood place down the street.

Sometimes Derek bought ice cream, and they lay naked in the living room, eating vanilla or chocolate, topped with caramel.

“What kind of black men are they? Why are you sleeping with two gay guys?”

Janice tried to explain to Nita that Derek and Junior were not gay. She tried to explain that they were two black men who treated her well. But no matter how hard she tried, Nita’s mind was made up. Janice was a whore. She might look good and have a job now, but she was still a whore.

One morning, after a particularly luscious evening with Derek and Junior, the sunlight woke Janice. She had stopped reading the books Nita had given her, had moved on to reading other things. But she thought about the last book Nita had brought over, one that said to make peace with those who can’t forgive you.

Later that day, she walked into a grocery store and bought a sunflower. If there was one flower that Nita loved more than anything, it was the sunflower. She also bought yellow paper and bright markers.

At her kitchen table, she created a greeting card, while Junior  and Derek munched on popcorn and watched the baseball game on her flat-screen TV.

When she was finished, she held up the card so that they could see. “Pretty?” she asked.

They nodded their heads in agreement.

Sunday night, after Junior and Derek headed home to get ready for another work week, Janice drove over to Nita’s. She quietly left her car, carrying the sunflower in a vase, the card she had created taped to its side. She placed the vase on Nita’s porch, then returned to her car and drove home.

It was a thank you for Nita, for showing her how to change her life. She might never have Nita’s friendship again, but Nita would always be in her heart.
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