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INTRODUCTION 

 

 

 

 
 

It’s been 5 years. And what do I do to commemorate my first 
book? I write it again. 

Some stories from the first edition of The Darker Side of Lust are 
gone. I’ve grown as a writer so it was an easy decision to scrap 
them. If those stories were your favorites—my condolences. I 
hope you will find a new favorite in this collection. 

New to the 5th Anniversary Edition are also versions of the 
stories from my mini collection, Exhaust Pipes and a few new 
erotic adventures that I wanted to share. 

There are threesomes and foursomes. 

There are 2 Morgans – they are not the same person. I guess I 
just love that name.  

Thank you again for letting these characters show you who they 
are and who you are. 
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The Charmed Life 

 

 

 

 

 
  
 
“Good Morning, babe,” she cooed. 
 “Good Morning, Queen.” 
 She smiled half-expecting a kiss or pat on the ass, fully 
aware that wasn’t going to happen.  
 The charmed life – many hope for it. They strive for 
drama-free, sheltered bliss. But every unhappy family is unhappy 
in their own way.  
 They had made love in their king-size bed. She had 
given birth to all five children in their living room. She fed and 
sometimes changed them in the kitchen. Now she was 
showering alone in the bathroom. He placed his wife on a 
pedestal so high that now he didn’t touch her. He suppressed 
daydreams of bending her over the kitchen table and diving into 
her body. He told himself he didn’t need to inhale her scent or 
taste her like he had after her workouts. It was wrong he told 
himself to miss the feel of her warm, damp skin against his after 
she was done with the last rep. He scolded himself for watching 
her heart-shaped ass as she walked their second youngest into 
the house from the car. Instead he trained his gaze on their held 
hands by her hip.   
 The children ran around like chickens without their 
heads but she remained cool. He admired how well she handled 
the children. The three older children were already eating at the 
table. She negotiated with the younger ones about how much 
broccoli versus cheese sauce should be on their plate. The 
children made it to the table without a disastrous mess but did 
have a minor spill. When she bent down to wipe it up he 
watched his wife’s cleavage. Although she wore a bra, her 
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breasts swayed just enough to excite him as she wiped back and 
forth. The memories of his wife pressing her breasts together as 
he rode her chest excited him even more. She wore the 
decorations he left on her warm flesh with pride. They’d joke 
about who could leave the bigger mess on whom because she 
also had the ability to leave the bridge of his nose down to the 
bottom of his chin slippery and shiny. 
 She knocked on the door only out of habit because she 
had no intention of waiting to be let into her oldest’s bedroom. 
They had music playing and their body language screamed that 
they were studying each other and not the AP Calculus they 
were supposed to be. The teens were mortified at her intrusion. 
Why they were shocked at her Mom etiquette was lost on her. 
She didn’t bat an eyelash; they were doing nothing she hadn’t 
done before yet hadn’t done recently. 
 “Ma!” 
 “We weren’t doing anything, I swear!” The boyfriend 
blurted out. The daughter widened her eyes at him. Saying they 
weren’t doing anything just admitted guilt. 
 “Do you have condoms?” she asked the teens. 
 “Ma!” 
 The mother continued, “The extra large seem to be 
popular now, even with the white guys.” Her daughter’s 
boyfriend chuckled a little. 
 Her daughter rushed to the door. “Oh my god! Get 
out!” 
 “Eleven o’clock...” she emphasized the curfew as she made 
her exit. “And make sure that door is unlocked!” Her daughter 
closed the door behind her as she made her way down the 
hallway to the master bedroom. There was no concrete 
evidence, but even her sixteen year-old daughter was having sex, 
or rounding the bases, or merely had someone in her bedroom 
who wanted to get physical. Reality checks like that can make a 
woman wonder where it all went wrong. 
 Her husband got an erection at the sight of her 
undressing after a day’s work or the basketball games, hapkido 
tournaments, capoeira rodas and piano recitals. As she spoke 
about her day, he admittedly had moments where he wasn’t 
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listening because he was too busy watching her lips. He thought 
about caressing her cheek and kissing her. His penis responded 
to his thoughts of her lips on it. How wet and warm they felt 
every time she kissed the head and licked the shaft. Just as 
quickly, he would snap back to reality and listen to how the 
second graders at her charter school were learning the South 
African National Anthem. 
 Yes, his wife loved to share her day with him, but 
spending all day mired in juvenile energy made raw adult 
behavior exactly what she needed to feel like herself again. To 
feel anything. But her husband inquired about the ins-and-outs 
of the expansion of the community arts program she was 
spearheading and wasn’t sliding his body in-and-out of her. She 
appreciated his listening to her but he could shut her up with a 
breathtaking kiss every now and then. He could, but she kept 
talking about her day. And the children.  
 When the couple first bought their bed for their new 
bedroom in their new house, it seemed too small since they used 
every angle of it. Their level of kink dropped after each child. 
The last two were conceived during ten minutes of missionary 
sex with the lights out. Now during their nightly rituals he 
watched her silently as she readied herself for bed. He did a very 
good job hiding his glances and excitement. More nights than 
not, one or more of the kids beat her into the bed, lying in her 
spot next to her husband. She felt guilty for wishing he would 
send the children to their own beds so he could be her lover and 
give them a reason to change the sheets.  
 She learned soon enough that wasn’t going to happen. 
She let him have his playtime in bed with the children and she 
had solo playtime in the shower. Her lengthy showers seemed to 
go unnoticed by her husband. She hoped he would invite 
himself in again and press her back against the slippery shower 
tiles while he thrust up into her. She never locked the bathroom 
door but he wouldn’t know since he never paid his wife a visit. 
The shower massager beat away the tension in her neck and 
shoulders or from her thighs after a long run on the Brooklyn 
concrete. She put her fingers deep inside and did to herself what 
she wished her husband would. Once she aimed the massaging 
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streams of water between her thighs, it was the ultimate release.  
 Yet after her orgasms she still couldn’t sleep because she 
wanted to be held by her husband. Little did she know, as she 
lay looking at the back of his head that he slowly stroked his 
erect body aching to be inside of her. She wanted him inside of 
her. She wanted his gentle rhythm to cause that flutter in her 
belly, his touch to make her thighs open while her inner walls 
closed around him, gripping him with a warm pulse. She wanted 
to lock her ankles around his waist, keeping his penetration slow 
and deep. She wanted her hands to slide in the sweat that beads 
up on her husband’s brown back, her breasts to glisten in 
response.  
 Instead, under the covers, she spooned him, brought 
her belly to his back and draped her arm over her husband’s 
body. She wanted him to feel her nude body against his. The last 
time she climbed into bed without any clothing on was a distant 
memory to both of them. She traced his thigh and hip then 
moved forward to his penis. She maneuvered his penis through 
the slit in his boxers and released it. It was filling with desire and 
hung in the air. Her fingers traced the length of it and it 
throbbed. She ran her fingers up the center of his stomach like 
she was playing a piano, in and around his navel. She noticed his 
breathing getting heavier because his back pressed more firmly 
against her breasts. Her hand found her husband’s penis again 
and she stroked every inch, ran her palm over the head. It grew 
in her hand to its full length. He put his hand over hers and 
brought her massage to a complete stop. 
 “Good night, love,” he said placing his wife’s hand back 
into her space. He climbed out the bed and unlocked the 
bedroom door. That ended the possibility of another night 
writhing on the bedroom floor. The unlocked door meant any 
of the children could barge in. He used to joke that he and his 
wife would have to give their kids the birds and the bees talk at 
some point but didn’t need to give a demonstration. So locking 
the door became their thing, until it wasn’t their thing anymore.  
 She took the cue and threw on a nightshirt. She got on 
her side of the bed creating the usual chasm between their 
bodies. Even if none of their children filled it, it would remain. 
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He climbed back into bed and pulled the covers up to his chin. 
 Sleep lost out to her frustration. She rolled over, 
“What’s wrong with you?” 
 He stirred, but immediately readied himself to go back 
to sleep. 
 “Don’t go back to sleep. We need to talk.” 
 He rolled onto his back. “Now? Now’s not a good time, 
babe. We need to get some sleep. We both have long—” 
 “Fuck the long days. We need to talk about what’s going 
on... what’s not going on between us.” 
 “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He kicked 
himself for opening himself up to more questioning but silently 
hoped she’d believe the lie. 
 She propped herself up on her elbow. “I’m talking 
about what just happened. I was getting things started and you 
stop me? What the hell?”  
 “Everything... it’s... not about sex.” 
 “So what is it then? Are you just too tired? I can get on 
top, that’s not a problem.” 
 “I don’t want you on top of me...” 
 “Well, excuse me, then.” 
 “I didn’t mean it like that, babe.” 
 She sat up straight and crossed her arms. “Point blank, 
I’m horny and I’m tired of fucking myself. I want to have sex 
with my husband. I’m not wrong for that.” 
 “Come on, don’t make a big deal about it.” 
 “It is a big deal!” 
 “Keep your voice down.” 
 “Don’t tell me to keep my voice down. What, you don’t 
want the neighbors to hear that you ain’t doing me?” She turned 
her shoulder to him. “We’re husband and wife. Sleeping in the 
same goddamn bed and you won’t touch me. You don’t let me 
see you. You don’t even look at me anymore!” 
 That made it clear he’d done an exceptional job of 
hiding his lustful stares. 
 “Babe, we really should get some sleep.” He did his best 
not to fidget.  
 She climbed out the bed and locked the bedroom door. 
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When she climbed back onto the bed she kneeled next to him 
and lifted her nightshirt. He kept his gaze trained on the ceiling. 
She grabbed his hand and placed it on her breast. “Look at me!” 
She held his hand on her body and with her other she reached 
into the slit of his boxers again. Her fingers grazed his testicles 
before wrapping around his shaft. 
 “Don’t!” He threw her arm off him. “Just, don’t. Don’t 
touch me like that.” 
 She straddled his hips and slid her hand back into the 
slit of his boxers. If she got started, he wouldn’t be able to resist. 
He pushed her off and jumped out the bed.  
 She didn’t recognize the man standing in their bedroom.  
 He paced alongside the bed. She chuckled before her 
sounds erupted into a full laugh. 
 “Sweetie...?” 
 She caught her breath, “It’s either I laugh or I go 
crazy...” She laughed for a little while longer before the room 
descended into a marked silence.  
 “You might as well just tell me.” she said. 
 He stopped pacing but didn’t speak. He looked at her 
seeking gaze. 
 “Are you fucking someone else?” Before he said 
anything she continued. “Is that it? You’re fucking someone else 
and you’re too tired for me? Are you fucking a man?” 
 “No! Why would you even ask me that?” His eyes didn’t 
drift from hers.  
 “Well what is it then? What did I do?” She took off her 
nightshirt and flung it at him. “It’s me. I’m here. Breasts, ass, 
pussy and you don’t fucking react... and when I touch you, you 
act like I’m fucking diseased.” 
 There she was—breasts, ass, pussy. He shook his head 
clear of the lustful thoughts and resumed pacing. 
 “Tell me! Do I stink? Am I too soft now?” She grabbed 
at her body. A pang of guilt and self-consciousness washed over 
her. She’d developed a taste for dessert since her sex life ceased 
to exist. She no longer fought with her children to finish the 
food on their plate, she did it for them. She ate to celebrate a 
good day at work and when she was faced with a night without 
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her husband’s touch at home. 
 “You’re fine, beautiful... You’re beautiful.” 
 Her rage came back. “Ok, so it’s you.” 
 He let out a short sigh. The sight of his wife kneeling in 
bed was too much to bear. Her nude, brown skin begged to be 
touched. There was anger, yearning and disappointment etched 
on her face.  
“Does it work?” 
“What are you talking about, babe?” 
“Your dick! Does your dick work?” 
“Yes!” he composed himself. “Yes, it works. There’s nothing 
wrong with me...” 
It was too late to change to tone of his statement. 
“Oh, so there’s something wrong with me? I’m wrong for 
wanting to have sex with my husband. Got it.” 
“No, that’s not what I meant...” 
“Fuck you. You know, if I didn’t wanna fuck you, you’d be 
breaking my back right now.” She reached across the bed and 
grabbed her nightshirt. “You know how many men would tear 
this ass up if I said ‘go’?” She backed off her side of the bed. 
“What is that supposed to mean?” 
There was a knock on their bedroom door. “Mommy? Daddy?” 
“Go to bed...” she said over her shoulder at the door.  
“But I wanna come in...” they pleaded from the other side of 
the door. 
“No!” 
“Let’s just let him in.” He walked around the bed and picked up 
an undershirt. 
“He comes to our bed almost every night ‘cause he knows you’re 
gonna let him in.” 
“Why wouldn’t I?” He slipped the undershirt over his head. 
“He’s probably scared.” 
“Who cares!” She was angrier than he’d ever seen her. She stood 
at her side of the bed. “I’m sorry. That’s not what I meant. Of 
course I care, but he’ll be OK. But you know how we got those 
kids? We fucked, baby! We had sex!” 
“Keep your voice down.” 
 She glared at her husband. He noticed her hand was in a 
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fist and so was the one that held her nightshirt. He watched her 
breasts heave with each breath. Those same breasts were 
pressed against his back not long ago and that fist wrapped 
around his warm body. His body tingled. He wasn’t worried that 
she’d hit him but he was terrified of what she might say next. 
The more he thought about whether she’d notice how aroused 
he was becoming, the more awake his penis became. 
 He dipped, bending his knees slightly to adjust himself. 
The front of his boxer shorts weren’t in a full tent but not 
completely flat either. Her gaze dropped to the front of his 
boxers then shot back to his eyes. She took a few steps in his 
direction and he took a few steps back. He adjusted the 
waistband of his boxer shorts unnecessarily and broke their 
gaze. 
“We’re not done. We have to fix this.” 
“You’re tired. You’re irritable.” He walked past her to the 
bedroom door, “I’m gonna go check on him.”  
“I swear to God if you walk outta here...” 
“What?” He leaned in so their son wouldn’t hear, “Force me to 
have sex with you?” He opened the bedroom door and scooped 
up the boy. 
“One man’s trash...” she said to his back and slammed the door 
shut. She was pissed off enough to lock the door and put in her 
earplugs so she wouldn’t hear him knocking in the morning. But 
she didn’t lock the door. She wanted her husband to come back 
to bed. She threw herself across the bed in a tantrum. 
Her husband stayed with his son. They checked his kid-sized 
room for boogeymen. Even when his son was ready for sleep he 
stayed and read him a story. He was in no rush to return to his 
bedroom to argue with his wife or worse yet, have make-up sex. 
 
 When he returned to their bedroom the next morning, 
his wife was laying across the bed in the same spot she threw 
herself the night before. Her taut back and the soles of her feet 
greeted him. One of her knees was bent slightly to the side 
allowing him a view of her bush. He closed the door quietly and 
walked towards the bed. He studied her curves. He thought 
about it for a while before he ran his finger along the back of 
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her thigh, up and down from her knee to her butt and back 
again. She stirred a little in response to the tickle of his fingertip. 
 But he didn’t stop. He pressed every inch of his palm 
against her skin and ran it along her leg and this time spent more 
time on her rear. He pressed harder each time he ran his hands 
up to her lower back causing her cheeks to spread. She glistened 
and he dipped his finger in the pool before he could think to 
stop. Her hips responded, drawing his finger in deeper. He 
kissed her body and licked the crease of her thighs. Once he got 
three fingers inside her, he pulled her hips off the bed and 
buried his face between her cheeks, tasting her from front to 
back. She squirmed and moaned.  
 He blinked and that snapped him out of his daydream. 
His wife let out a rousing sigh. The first thing she saw as she 
rolled over out of sleep was her husband. She smiled before the 
memories of their fight came back. She climbed out the bed. 
 “Good Morning, I... I didn’t want to wake you.” he said. 
She went into the bathroom and locked the door behind her 
without a word. 
 She took a little longer than usual getting ready that 
morning. When she finally joined her family in the kitchen her 
oldest daughter told her mother to “get it” because she was 
looking “right” that day. 
 “Who you tryna look good for, Ma?” 
 “Don’t worry about that. Get your butt to school.” 
They kissed each other on the cheek and off her daughter went. 
 “You have to get them on the school bus this morning, 
remember?” The first words she said to her husband regarding 
their youngest children were icy but he was relieved she was 
speaking to him. 
 “Yeah... yeah, I remember.” He looked at her, taking in 
how polished she looked that morning. She didn’t acknowledge 
him. She said goodbye to her children and headed out.  
 A silver Mercedes-Benz S-class with three passengers 
was waiting for her at the curb. She climbed into the front 
passenger side seat next to the handsome male driver. Her 
husband had to wonder who his wife was trying to look good 
for that morning. Many of the executive staff members at her 
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school were attending a family and early childhood development 
symposium at Rutger’s University. That could explain her 
dressier than usual attire. Hopefully she wouldn’t be “getting it” 
elsewhere. 
 That evening the family of seven sat at the dining room 
table and ate dinner just like any other night. Once the younger 
children were tucked in and the older children were tucked in 
with their iPads, the husband and wife retired to their bedroom. 
 He propped himself up on his two pillows and the extra 
throw pillows while he read. His wife spent her usual alone time 
in the shower. This night she came out the bathroom wearing a 
sheer nightgown and a pair of thong underwear underneath.  
 He looked up from his Kindle. “Wow,” the word 
slipped out. “What are you wearing?” 
 She shrugged, “I bought myself something nice today. 
Figured it’s something we both could enjoy.” 
 “That wasn’t necessary, babe.” 
 “So I should take it off?” she pushed the straps off her 
shoulders and the light fabric fell to the floor. 
 There she stood; her nipples stared back at him. 
 “Babe, you should—”  
Her actions interrupted him. She ran her hands down her 
stomach and her fingers stopped between her legs. She circled 
her clit over the tiny patch of silk. She wouldn’t be told what she 
should or shouldn’t wear or that she shouldn’t want what she 
wanted. “I’m your wife. I’m a woman,” His level of discomfort 
was visible. “I’m a sexual person...” 
 “What are you doing?” 
 “Touching myself. You know I do this. You used to 
love to watch me do this all the time.” 
 “I did... I do...” 
 His wife’s fingers pushed aside the panty and her 
masturbation grew more intense. She squeezed her breast with 
her other hand. His wife self-pleasuring had an effect on him he 
couldn’t deny. It was time he exorcised himself from whatever 
held him back from his wife. Her two first fingers disappeared 
and reappeared shinier. Her toes on the foot she propped up on 
the bed curled. She was in another place. Without him.  
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 He scooted to the foot of the bed. He took her by the 
wrist and sucked the fingers that were just inside her. He ran his 
fingers along her wet slit and tasted his own finger. He placed 
her on the edge of the bed and stood over her for a few 
moments. He leaned down and kissed her and allowed his body 
to react to the feel of her lips and her hand on his cheek. He 
dropped to his knees and spread her legs, throwing one over his 
shoulder. He held the crotch of her panty to one side and lost 
himself in the sight of her body for a long time, for the first time 
in what seemed like an eternity. Going back wasn’t scary as he’d 
made it out to be in his mind. Her scent ignited latent memories 
in his entire body. 
 As did her taste. He tore the thong off her body and let 
it land where it saw fit on the floor. His wife’s hips seesawed 
against his mouth and nose and chin. He hoisted her hips up in 
the bend of his arms to meet his face. He remembered where to 
flick his tongue and with how much pressure. Her reaction was 
as melodious and gratifying as he remembered. 
 Their youngest daughter opened the bedroom door with 
her baby doll in hand. “Mommy?” 
 Her parents scrambled to cover up. “No!” “Sweetie, go 
back to bed!” they shouted. He scrambled off his knees to the 
door. 
 “Why you not wearing your pajamas, Mommy?” 
 “Go!” He ushered her out the doorway and closed the 
door. He looked at his wife teetering on the edge of the bed 
clutching the sheets over her body.  
 “Did you lock it?” she asked. 
 He locked the door with exaggerated flair. After a few 
seconds they burst into laughter. Things were finally back to 
normal. 

 
*  *  *
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She loved to sit at the end of the bar in her favorite bistro when 
they had the sliding garage door open. It afforded her a great 
view of the neighborhood comings and goings. She kept an eye 
on the flirty waiter, fellow imbibers and the people strolling by 
on the street. The restaurant sat at one of the few five-corner 
intersections of the city. Not the Five Points, but close enough.  
 He headed back to his apartment after buying some 
fruits and veggies. His black tank top with the oversized arm 
openings revealed his nipples and muscular lats. He carried the 
signature light red plastic bags city folks are known to get from 
the Chinese or Korean fruit stand. His triceps flexed under the 
weight of his purchased produce.  
 She saw him.  
 He saw her.  
 She became oblivious to what her friend was saying. She 
spun completely around on her bar stool to watch him walk by. 
They eyed each other the entire time until they were out of 
eyeshot. 
 “You know him?” her friend asked. 
 “I want to.” 
 They locked eyes when he took a seat on the other side 
of the U-shaped bar. She did a better job paying attention to her 
friend this time but noticed he was only toying with his french 
fries and didn’t order a drink. He’d changed his clothes in the 
twenty minutes that passed since he walked by the restaurant. 
Less of his brown skin was exposed now that he wore a t-shirt. 
She had on a “laundry-day” outfit. There was nothing flattering 
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about the clothes she wore that day. 
 He stepped outside to greet friends from the 
neighborhood that were walking by. Her friend excused herself 
to go to the restroom. With a few moments to herself she had a 
decision to make—speak now or forever hold her peace. He 
didn’t lose sight of the reason he came to the bistro. He noticed 
she was now alone at the bar. She took a sip of her drink.  
 When he wasn’t looking, she watched as he wrapped up 
his tête-à-tête on the sidewalk. As he reentered the bar, she 
beckoned him with a come-hither. Her woman’s intuition was 
spot on about the American man of European design. He had 
indeed come back to the restaurant for her.  
 He did the gentlemanly thing and entertained the object 
of his desire and her friend that evening. He could wait a while 
longer to get her alone. He added to his stash of stolen glances 
at the bar with a stolen kiss from her after he walked the two 
ladies to the subway station. Their pairs of thick lips melded 
together. Her body softened in his arms imploring him to hold 
her tighter, press every inch of his body against hers. She 
descended the stairs underground on wobbly legs, high off his 
fumes. His kiss and embrace were intoxicating. She knew 
nothing about him but her body, her soul was already attached 
to his kindred spirit. 
 The kiss, the taste, the possibilities fueled feverish 
sexting. The pair made plans to see each other the following 
night. After dinner, he led her to his third floor apartment. He 
pressed her against the wall as they made out. His briefs were 
damp with excitement from grinding against her, feeling her 
nipples on his tongue, and him demanding her to tug on his 
hair.  
 “Turn around.” 
 She did. 
 “Put your hands over your head.” 
 Obeyed without question. 
 He tied her wrists together with her bra. 
 “Don’t move.” 
 She remained perfectly still.  
 She didn’t look over her shoulder to see what he was 
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doing behind her despite how much the anticipation killed her. 
She sized up his apartment and reasoned she could make it to 
the front door in five bounding steps if need be and wouldn’t 
think twice of running out half-naked since it was the middle of 
the summer.  
 Truth be told, she didn’t want to go anywhere. He 
dropped to his knees behind her and pulled her hips away from 
the wall. He lifted her ass cheeks and introduced himself. He 
didn’t even stop to think about it. She stuck her ass out even 
more in reflex, bracing herself against the wall with her bound 
hands over her head. Her breathing quickened. His tongue 
never touched her pussy yet it was soaking and aching to be 
penetrated. Her knees buckled because of the passionate licks 
and swirls from his strong tongue. He held her up because her 
quivering legs couldn’t hold her steady. She didn’t move her 
hands from over her head to wipe the tear of pleasure that 
streamed down her cheek. 
  
 
TWO YEARS LATER 
 
 The rain that had been falling for about fifteen minutes 
was more nuisance than soaker. Most people refused to open 
their umbrellas. She had her hood on while she waited on the 
curb. She looked up from her cell phone to check if there was a 
long enough break in traffic to make it across the street before 
she was given permission by the traffic light. When she looked 
the second way of both ways they locked eyes again.  
 He rode his bike with the flow of traffic. Once he 
recognized her hooded face he skidded to a stop. She took the 
few steps to meet up with him. The excess material of his drop-
crotch pants draped over the banana seat. His fruit sat a little 
under his waistband. During their time apart, they had 
absolutely no contact. But the mere thought of their night and 
morning together produced a physical reaction from both of 
them. Those flashbacks hit them everywhere. 
 Their second meeting was a block and a half away from 
his home. He was living in a different apartment now, on the 
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second floor instead of the third, in an uptown neighborhood 
instead of downtown. And the bistro where they’d met was now 
out of business. 
 He led her into his studio which tripled as his bedroom, 
office and workshop. Images of dragons and hares, his sketches 
and Penthouse tear sheets were layered on his inspiration wall. 
Tools and jewel cases were on one of his many work tables. He 
had an urge to kiss her but before he could act on it she 
dropped out of reach when she flopped onto his leather futon. 
Kissing hello was not their style. That’s what he deserved for 
even thinking about it. 
 He uttered an urgent “hello” into his cell phone when it 
rang and excused himself into the next room. She took a slow 
survey around his room. Her examination was just on the 
surface—photos on the walls and the works-in-progress on the 
tables. Wrappers and takeout containers left clues of his late 
night snacks and meals he inhaled at odd hours. She made her 
way to the window. Windows were her Achilles Heel. She 
wondered where birds flew to or how a squirrel’s den was 
decorated. She’d take quick jaunts into the lives of other New 
Yorkers by watching them through their windows. Most 
memorable are the one penis, the hetero couple fucking doggy-
style and the middle-aged woman on the toilet that she spied.  
 She turned around at the sound of the wheels of his 
computer chair rolling along the hardwood floor and saw him 
pushing the chair tight against the desk. 
 “Explain this to me,” she pointed out the window with 
her thumb. 
 He joined her by the window to see she was referring to 
a neighbor gardening in a backyard of a building facing the other 
block. He’d almost stood behind her and wrapped his arms 
around her waist. He side-stepped quickly. He expressed that 
gentrification and the gentrifiers annoyed him. Some of his 
irritability may have been displaced. She was standing inches 
from him and asking fucking questions instead of touching him. 
His chest was solid and inviting; she could’ve rested her head on 
it. She wondered what the fuck was wrong with her for having 
the urge. She smelled sweet and warm. She insisted on bending 
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over to peer out the window trying to see something around the 
corner. He peered down at her ass that insisted on being so 
generous.    
 “You need to touch this.” He had the waistband of his 
pants down below his balls. If he hadn’t said anything she 
wouldn’t have noticed. He was stealthy.  
 “I do?” She played coy. 
 He waved it at her. Damn if that fat brown dick didn’t 
get her every time she thought about it the last two years. Damn 
if he didn’t know it.  
 She ran her finger from the side of his thumb, down 
along the top, to his head. He was so warm to the touch. She 
taunted him with her eyes letting him know she was only going 
to touch it.  
 “Kiss it.” 
 She licked her lips. She bent over and planted a wet, 
closed-mouthed peck on the base of his second skull. She 
straightened up again.  
 He waved it at her again. Twitches of frustration fired in 
his brow and the corners of his mouth.  
 “What?” she feigned cluelessness, “You want another 
kiss?” She took him in her hand.  
 He expressed his growing tension through his grip on 
her shoulder. He was moaning a few seconds later when she 
engulfed him in her mouth. She got off on having her mouth 
full of his texture and heat and also on the control she had over 
him. Memories of his girth came flooding back to her. He 
grabbed her hair and face-fucked her so gently that she wanted 
more. There weren’t any blinds, shades, curtains, plastic bags—
nothing—over that window. The gardening neighbor would 
witness quite a display if he looked up from the damp earth at 
that moment.  
 He reached over her back and slapped her ass hard a 
few times. She ignored her gag and took him in deeper, her 
hand covered in spit. He suddenly pulled her throat off his dick 
and brought her back to standing by her hair.  
 He stared at her, her lips swollen. Those fucking lips. 
“Fuuuck...” 



186 Double Penetration  

 If he let her at his dick again he wouldn’t be able to hold 
back. She reached down and stroked him with her wet hand. 
 His nostrils flared. “Shit...” He snatched his body from 
her grip and took a few steps over to one of his tables. He 
swatted away letters and magazines, receipts, fur swatches and 
fabric and found gold. He tore the wrapper open with his teeth 
and rolled the condom on hastily while he walked over to her. 
She was only able to open her jeans in the time it took him to 
get back across the room. He spun her around and pushed 
down her jeans for access.  
 Her snug body hadn’t changed in two years. She 
screamed for more and deeper until he was spent and they 
changed positions. He took a spot on his floor and she smiled at 
the sight. She was quite pleased and he was still hard for more. 
She teased his body with her tongue. When she released his sack 
from her mouth she licked his taint. His balls rested on her nose 
as she wrote the alphabet with her tongue. She gave him a 
handjob while she sealed her lips on him and sucked on his g-
spot. Her first finger on her other hand tickled his asshole. This 
was a woman who could walk and chew gum at the same time. 
 “Put a finger in...” He raised his knee a little to prove he 
was serious in his request. She pushed her finger into his body. 
It closed around her first knuckle like a scalding vice. His body 
didn’t trust her as much as he apparently did.   
 She was very careful when entering a man. Being the 
recipient for the majority of her sex life, she was empathetic to 
that whole region of the body. Warming that hole up the right 
way made it a gaping, creaming heaven. She tested his patience 
with her one-finger, two-finger then three-finger dance. He was 
patient with her as she learned what his body liked and what it’d 
allow. He let out throaty sounds that she found melodic. 
 They fought, twisted, breathed, waited, lotioned, and 
nothing—her whole hand couldn’t get inside him. His ass didn’t 
loosen to allow more than the four fingers that struggled to fit 
but his body was still capable of an earth-shattering orgasm. 
 That was the reintroduction that they needed. The 
conversations about gentrification and jewelry no longer had the 
irritating sexual tension underlying them. She was in no rush to 
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travel home with rush hour commuters so they continued to talk 
and laugh as they ate a bowl of strawberries. 
  
 
LESS THAN TWO WEEKS LATER 
 
 She battled with the decision to text him for another 
play date. All she could think about was getting fucked by him. 
The weight of his body, tugging on the curly hairs on his chest 
until he winced, and trying not to give him the satisfaction of 
wincing when he had all of his body inside of her. When she 
finally sent the text, he pinged her back almost immediately 
telling her to come over and bring toys. She filled her backpack 
with dildos, vibrators, lube and condoms. The red satchel which 
held her 9-inch ringer, Mr. Johnson, had gotten stuck in the 
teeth, as if in a last-ditch effort to not be taken along.  
 When she walked into his place she wrapped the longest 
of his free-form locks around her hand and gave it a slow tug, 
tipping his head back.  
   “You’re fired up,” he commented. 
 She responded with a raised eyebrow and biting her lip. 
There was more she wanted to tug on but she’d wait. He slap-
grabbed her ass as she walked farther into the room. It was hard 
not to notice the bag she was carrying. She looked like she was 
going camping. 
 “All that stuff’s for me?” he motioned to her bag as she 
took it off her back and placed it on his futon. 
 “As requested.” She bent over to untie her sneakers. 
The view of her ass took all of his focus. He parked himself 
right behind her. He bit her neck when she stood straight up. 
The pain he inflicted felt good. 
 “You wanna watch a movie?” he sat at his computer. 
 “What kinda movie?” She also wanted to ask if he really 
meant that they’d watch a movie. She came over with their play 
date front and center on her mind. 
 “You like foreign movies?” 
 He began Googling. She stood behind him occasionally 
reaching around to point out something on the screen and 
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eyeing his thighs and crotch too. She played in his hair without 
thinking. She combined some of his locks at the roots. This was 
a different level of intimacy for them. She enjoyed feeling his 
wool on her fingertips. He took his hand off the computer 
mouse. All the tension left his body and his neck could no 
longer hold his head up as she hit the sweet spot in the middle 
of his scalp. He let out a contented sigh. 
 This went on for a few silent minutes. Soothing him was 
soothing her. One minute they were ravenous to the point of 
being rough and then the next they purred and petted each 
other. She ran her fingers along his hairline and thought it’d be 
nice if her lips were against his forehead.  
 The moment was lost when he shrugged her hands off 
as though he were bothered by her touch. He was annoyed at 
himself for sinking into her energy, getting so comfortable and 
enjoying her touch above his waist. He pushed back his 
computer chair to stand up almost hitting her in the gut with it. 
He turned his 30-inch monitor towards the futon. She asked the 
back of his head what movie they’d be watching but he 
remained mum and left the room.  
 He returned with two glasses of water and handed one 
to her. This was the first time she’d seen any kind of house 
wares in his possession. She found herself studying the glass, 
impressed at the set he’d chosen. “I didn’t poison the water, you 
know.” 
 “No, it’s not that,” she smiled, “It’s just—” she was 
talking to his back again so she shut up. He lit incense to kill the 
metallic stench in the air. He turned off the lights in the room. 
She didn’t know what to make of his “bowerbirding”. He’d 
never set any sort of mood before. He made his way back to the 
futon carrying a folded blanket he’d fished out of the closet. “It 
gets cold in here sometimes,” he shook it open and draped it 
over her lap. She hid her surprise.   
 They spoke sporadically during the movie. She glanced 
over at him every once in a while and spotted him out of the 
side of her eye doing the same. She took her hand from off the 
seat and wedged it between her thighs. She wanted to fuck until 
she was sore. But she was melting in the moment sitting there 
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with him. It was dark, her shoes were off; no pedicure on her 
feet. Her pants were open; her soft belly spilled out. It wasn’t 
love but she’d take it.   
  The movie ended and he hit ESC to send the screen 
back to the desktop. That bluish-white glare illuminated the 
room and his smooth brown skin. He tugged her over to him 
and they made out like lusty teenagers. She held out for as long 
as she could before her hand landed on his crotch. He grew to 
more than a handful and his kisses went from sweet to spicy. As 
much as they loved to fuck, they could kiss one another all day. 
The decision had to be made between swirling her tongue in his 
mouth or around the head of his dick. His kisses were more 
intense because of her strokes. She eventually tore away and slid 
off the futon onto her knees in front of him. He took off his 
pants and slid his hips toward her. She ran her tongue along his 
inner thigh from his knee to his sack. He wrapped his hand 
around his balls and the base of his dick. It stood mighty. She 
mentally prepared as she knew a sore jaw was inevitable. She 
slapped his hands away. As she did her job he clenched his ass 
and rocked his hips up. She responded with moans that vibrated 
against him. He responded with another rock of his hips. She 
had him and loved it. She held his hips to still him. She was 
driving now.  
  
 “You wanna start with the small one or the big one?” In 
her right hand she held Mr. Johnson, a few flesh tones lighter 
than they both were. In her left she held a less-lifelike, ornate 
dildo which was ribbed for anyone’s pleasure. 
 He pointed to Mr. Johnson. 
 “You wanna start with this one?” she asked 
incredulously. 
 He shrugged and continued to make the open futon. 
 Maybe it wasn’t that big she considered as she studied it. 
It was a little longer than his dick but the thickness was pretty 
much the same. She’d only spent time with Mr. Johnson a few 
times since bringing him home a few years ago. Her eyes were 
bigger than her pussy when she picked him out of the display 
case at the boutique. 
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 He took off his shirt. She stripped down to her panties 
and smelt how turned on she was thinking about what lay ahead. 
She awaited his primal sounds and seeing him come hard and 
strong again. Mr. Johnson wouldn’t let them down.  
  “You got lube, right?” 
 She squeezed some lube onto the dildo and worked it 
on with lewd flicks of her wrist. She squeezed more lube onto 
her fingers and massaged his pucker, inside and out, while 
swallowing his dick a few more times. There was no denying 
how incredible it felt as his legs rose higher into the air, and he 
pulled his knees closer to his chest. She took her mouth off him 
and slid her fingers into him again. He battled with his pleasure 
and frustration. She knew that look on his face. Spit ran down 
her chin when she wrapped her lips and tongue around both his 
balls. His knees touched his chest, fell to the sides, one up, one 
down—he didn’t know what to do with his legs; every position 
felt amazing. He jerked his throbbing dick hitting against the top 
of her head a few times.  
 She backed her face away from his body with his balls 
still in her mouth until the very last inch, stretching his scrotum. 
His voice was shaky.  
 That’s when she pushed Mr. Johnson against the 
resistance of his muscle. Once the head of the dildo made it past 
his tight ass ring she stopped. The grimace on his face wasn’t 
one of pleasure just yet. 
 “Keep going...” All-or-nothing is how he lived his life. 
 “You sure?” Her forearm burned from fighting his 
body’s urge to push the dildo out. 
 “Push...” He demanded. “I’ll tell you when to stop.” 
 She held her right wrist with her left hand and applied 
steady pressure. Her upper body inched forward as her butt 
lifted off her heels. Less and less of the dildo was visible. She 
felt his end point. He didn’t demand more this time. His 
breathing had a pleasant labor. She slowly pulled the dildo in the 
opposite direction and his face softened. She had a pretty good 
idea of the sensations he was experiencing. Feeling a man 
pulling out of her was equally as thrilling as him plunging into 
her. She pushed the dildo back into him and with a slight twist 
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pulled it out. She slowly sped up her thrusts. His guttural growls 
sounded so pretty. His dick drooled precum onto his belly.  
 “Take it out.” 
 He lowered his feet to the sheets. He flipped over onto 
his hands and knees. The hairs in his crack glistened. They 
propped his hips up on three pillows. She drew a circle with her 
palm on his ass cheek then gave it a good whack. She pressed 
Mr. Johnson’s head to his asshole.  
 “Spit on it.” 
 He turned his head to the side when he heard the pop 
of the bottle opening. 
 “Spit on my ass.” 
 “I’m gonna put more lube.” She squeezed a slippery 
coat on the dildo. 
 He held his cheeks apart and rocked his hips in 
frustration. “No. Spit on me... Spit on my ass.” 
 “I don’t spit.” 
 “Come on, just do it. It’s my fantasy.” 
 “It’s your fantasy to be spit on?” They knew little of one 
another personally but the learning curve of their sexual 
proclivities was exponential.  
 “Do that for me. Just spit on me.” 
 She couldn’t do it. Spit just wasn’t her thing. Seeing it 
done in porn was murder to her lady boner. But she was gung-
ho about pegging him with abandon. She leaned forward 
running her hand up his back and pressed the head of the dildo 
against him again. “I’m not spitting on you.” His body didn’t 
resist the penetration as much as the first round. He quickly 
forgot his demand. His squeals were familiar; she’d made those 
sounds before. He snatched the dildo from her and fucked 
himself at a pace she was probably too afraid to do. Watching 
him was a thing of beauty. Instead of touching herself she 
caressed his ass and his waist and his back and his dangle. She 
kneeled next to him, kissed and sucked on his neck and ear.   
 He pumped the dildo into his ass vigorously. Mr. 
Johnson was covered in the cream of his sweat and pleasure. 
She placed her hand over his to learn his movements. He 
slowed down just enough to drag his hand out from under hers. 
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The swirling flick of her wrist became automatic. She worked 
him over. He fucked her hand back, bracing against the 
mattress. Her pussy was drenched from hearing the sounds he 
made that couldn’t be faked and watching his ass open for the 
dildo, feeling his resistance and give. She tilted the dildo ever so 
slightly and his body trembled. That was the green light. She 
didn’t let up. 
 He came up on his hands and knees and through his 
wheezing and sighing she made out that he wanted her to stop. 
He couldn’t handle much more without coming all over the 
sheets.   
 She pulled the dildo all the way out of him. “I hope you 
have some energy left for me.”  
 He turned to her with that slick satisfied look on his 
face. He noticed the sheen on her chest from a mixture of sweat 
and shea butter. Her nipples were solid. She had a look on her 
face like she’d just been fucked. “You turn me into a fucking 
animal,” he pounced on her like one. He kissed her, sucked on 
her neck and tits. She dropped the dildo in the onslaught. He 
removed her panties from her body, ripping them in the 
process. He roughly pushed her legs farther apart. She granted 
him such liberties with her body. She was on her back clutching 
the sheets and his hair while he ate her pussy.  
 “You taste so fucking sweet...” His words sent another 
flood out of her. She was intoxicated hearing him savor her 
juices, lapping up every drop.  
 She needed him inside her. She tickled his balls while he 
rolled on a condom. He got on top of her and they did what 
they do best. He felt her tightness stretch to accommodate him. 
He hit all sides, went in just-deep-enough. She bit his shoulder, 
scratched his back and dug her nails into his ass.  
 When they kissed it took their union to a whole ‘nother 
level. From the waist down they connected for release. They 
lingered in their kisses sensually, lovingly, vulnerably. She sucked 
on his tongue and lips and felt him throb inside her. He fucked 
her as deep as was physically allowed.  
 He felt her pussy announce she was close to coming. He 
steadied himself on his knees and steered her by the waist while 
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he fucked her. She rubbed her clit. Now he knew for sure she 
was on her way. He threw his head back and squeezed his eyes 
shut to hold back his nut. She pulled the sheets completely off 
one side of the futon. Right when she started to cry out 
incoherently, he stopped. He was breathing heavily, looked at 
her and pulled out.  
 He let out a sharp exhale. “I don’t want this to end... not 
yet...” He sat on his heels. 
 She sat up. “Wanna watch me play with myself?” She’d 
already started. She could put on a great show for him and the 
ending was guaranteed. He couldn’t get enough of her. He 
grabbed her by her damp armpits and pulled her on top of him 
directing his dick back into its rightful place.  
 This leg of their marathon was aggressive. They fucked 
each other with an underlying thread of anger. She rode and 
wined on him and her pussy massaged him in appreciation. 
“Yeah, get that shit, yo,” he slammed up into her. “Come for 
me, aight, I want you to come for me,” he grabbed her hips. It 
wasn’t clear if he was egging her on or himself. He made that 
almost-there sound. Her pussy wonderland felt great but it 
could feel better. He pulled out of her and stripped the condom 
off. He put her back on top of him. She was well aware of what 
he’d done but was too wrapped up to stop. They slammed into 
each other over and over... 
 “Let’s do this.” She didn’t or couldn’t form words in the 
midst of it all. “Let’s go half on a baby.”  
 She’d heard what he said, word for word, but couldn’t 
stop fucking him back.  
 “You ready? You ready? Let’s do it...” He had a vice 
grip on her ass, slamming into her.   
 She didn’t respond to his questions because she was on 
her way to fulfilling his first demand; she was going to come all 
over him. He made that “I’m almost there” sound again. Her 
hips bounced and the slapping flesh rang out. At the very last 
second he pulled out. She snapped back to the present with a 
sense of relief. She straddled him with her hips hovering over 
his gusher, watching his glorious come face.   
 She went into the bathroom after he was done cleaning 
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himself up in there. She was in that combination drained-
energized mode, feeling invincible, tired, happy, taller... 
  He was still naked, sitting on the edge of the futon, 
tapping and swiping the touch screen of his phone when she 
came back into the room. The smell of sex was heavy in the air 
along with the aloeswood and patchouli incense she’d become 
nose blind to. An internet radio station was playing on his 
computer. 
 “How do the trains run around here now?” 
 He didn’t look up from his phone. “I don’t know. What 
you worried about that for? Just catch the train in the morning.” 
 “Oh.” He was still focused on his phone. “Ok.”  
 She took her phone out of the pocket of her jeans 
thrown on a chair. She climbed onto the futon and went behind 
him to the window-side. “Thanks for letting me stay.” 
 “Uh huh.” He immediately felt awful for making his 
invitation seem like he was doing her a favor. He really did want 
her to stay. If he appeared busy, he wouldn’t have to face the 
woman with whom he was so exposed.   
 He walked across the room and turned off the light. He 
climbed onto the futon and they lay there on opposite sides, 
their faces illuminated by their cell phone displays, catching up 
on what they’d missed when they occupied each other. 
 She finished first and turned off her phone display. He 
was done soon after. He let out a loud yawn and stretched out 
on his back. She studied his sex-softened and sleepy profile and 
wondered if his half of the baby would include his round nose. 
She rolled onto her side and pulled the blanket over her. He sat 
up and stretched for his computer mouse turning off the music. 
 “You can leave that on.” 
 “Yeah?” 
 “Yeah, it’s nice to fall asleep to music sometimes...” She 
needed the music to distract her from her thoughts. He didn’t 
want a song to come on that could make him emotional.  
 He looked at the back of her head and her curvy form 
under the blanket. He tucked himself in next to her and threw a 
few more inches of the blanket over her. She smiled to herself at 
the gesture. 
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 Aside from the faint music, the room was quiet. He 
stirred again, moving over to her and rolled onto his side to face 
her. He draped his arm over her as he fit himself to her curves. 
She sunk into his warmth. That moment sure beat having to 
wait on a deserted subway platform or fighting sleep on the train 
to Brooklyn. It wasn’t love but she’d take it. 

  
*   *   * 
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