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My freaky ass readers.


Dick you down, dick you down

Dick you down, dick you down

—KEVIN GATES
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BEFORE YOU BEGIN

Understand this.

And understand this shit good, I write for pleasure.

Pleasure.

My words are meant to make you feel a bit of somethin’ down there, to entertain you.

Not for the women who enjoy slow burns, Disney love, or just any ol’ sweet thang. But for the women who enjoy reading about a man who knows how to turn that ass everywhere but loose at the drop of dime.

That’s my audience. My women. My freaks..

I welcome all…I do. But please note that my work ain’t for everybody and that everybody don’t leave a Monaye Paris fan.

That’s perfectly fine. But y’know what ain’t? those petty reviews. I get you didn’t enjoy and thats fine! but disrespect? No.

My art isn’t meant to be disrespectfully criticized.

PS: This is a novella. So if you hate or can’t stand the thought of a fast paced story or a short novella this won’t be your cup of tea. But for the returning readers? Enjoy.

Much love to all my freaks, MP.


One Mo’ Thang

The plot here is sex.

Nasty ass sex.

A fantasy for my women, a tease.

A sex novella. A short novella.


PLAYLIST

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/5quNxbZs7Pa6D2qk3G37GE?si=QfDp_2IsQTWJA2nRT_V9dw

(IF THIS PLAYLIST LINK DOES NOT WORK IT CAN ALSO BE FOUND AT THE VERY END OF THE BOOK IN THEE ABOUT AUTHOR SECTION)


Prologue

Poet — Side Effects May Include…

A Poem By Monaye Paris

Dick is a drug.

A big, thick, long, hard drug.

A drug that’ll have you shaking like a feen.

I’ve had it.

And baby…I ain’t well in the head at all.

See, they don’t warn you. Ain’t no commercials with the fast talkin’ robots sayin’ “Side effects may include unexpected cravings, sudden questioning in morals, flashbacks, and the inability to walk straight for a few hours.”

Nope.

You go in blind.

Thinking you hold some type of control…bitch please.

Bitch. please.

You have no control ‘cause that voice, those positions, those hands…dammit those hands. The way they roam yo’ body while he talks you through the fattest orgasm you’ve ever experienced.

Whew.

And the worst part?

You love it.

You love it so bad, You start lookin’ forward to the relapse.

So yeah, ladies.

Dick is a drug.

And the right one?

Will have you bouncing off the walls risking everything.

Smile’ll be wider though.

Hell, mine is.
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Sexy Ass Neighbor.

Vivan

Divorce. Divorce is a funny ass thing I tell you.

One moment your with someone who you believe is the love of your life the next? Your thirty seven and alone because he left you for some boney ass white secretary of his.

He swore “it wasn’t like that” that he just wanted something new. So I told his new wanting ass to find a new place to stay.

Today marks a year since I signed those divorce papers. Me and Devin were married ten long years—looking back it shouldn’t have even been that long.

Now’n days it was just me in the condo we brought years ago…Well me and Pinky, my vibrator.

And today was like any other. I came home from work, kicked off my red bottoms, peeled off my prada dress and hopped my thick ass in the shower. Thirty minutes later, my best friend Tanya showed up like she always do—unannounced.

“Girl, open this doggon door before I melt out here!” she yelled, banging like the police.

I let her in, robe on, face still damp. “Damn, come in.”

She had wine in one hand and her purse in the other. We went upstairs to my balcony, cracked open the bottle and got to it like us women do—shit talkin’.

“Girl, let me tell you about this nigga I’m seeing now—”

I tuned her out. I didn’t really feel like hearing about yet another man Tanya was fucking with, I was too busy thinking about what Devin was doing with that white woman. While I was here thinking about why I hadn’t moved on yet and what I’d done to make him move on after ten years.

I heard a huff that made me snap out of my thoughts. “Girl are you listening to me?”

I sighed. “Yeah Tanya I heard—”

The sounds of beeping stopped me mid sentence. Both of us turned.

It was one of those big moving trucks backing into the house across the street and a couple houses down.

The truck stopped and a tall figure stepped out.

Tall. Dark chocolate skin. Thick, sexy ass beard. Shoulders broad with a few stretch marks and tattoos peaking thru his wife beater. And lawd, that walk? Like you could just tell that it had some weight to it.

Tanya whistled low. “Mm. You see that man? whew.”

“I ain’t lookin’,” I lied, squeezing my legs tighter.

She stood up fast. “Bullshit. Lets go over there and introduce ourselves.”

“Bitch. No.”

But it was too late. She grabbed my hand and tugged me toward the stairs like we was some horny teenage girls. I acted as if I wasn’t interested but the truth was without Tanya I would’ve had five hundred fucking cats by now. She kept me young in a way.

“Excuse us!” she called out, all fake shy ‘n shit.

The man turned. And baby when I say his eyes landed on me… not slid over, not glanced—landed.

“Ladies.” he said, voice deep with a slight rasp, like he was tired of something.

It was a brief introduction. “I’m Tanya and this is Vivan. She lives across the street there, we just wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood…..”

“King.” Ooh Whew Lawdt

“Y-you movin’ in or….” I started to ask.

He nodded. “Yeah. Comin’ from the east side.”

Our eyes racked over eachother and for a moment it was pure silence.

I broke it. “Well we ain’t mean to bother you just wanted to introduce ourselves. Welcome to Richmond, King.” I said his name softer than intended.

“Thank you, Vivan.”

I glanced at Tanya noticing her smirk while her eyes went from me to him. Shady bitch.

“Well bye.” I hurriedly snatched her arm in attempt to rush away.

We didn’t even make it half-way down his damn driveway before he decided to start up the conversation. Again.

“I’m havin’ a li’ get-together Friday to celebrate the new spot. Nothin’ big. Just some drinks and music.”

I opened my mouth to decline but Tanya beat me to it.

“We’ll be there!”

I stared at her, blinkin’.

“Cool,” he said, looking me dead in the eyes. “I’ll be lookin’ for you, Mizz Vivan.”

Mizz?

I blushed. Damn that boy.

We walked back to my place. Soon as the door closed, I spun on her.

“Girl….why the hell did you do that?” I half-shouted.

She rolled her eyes. “The boy obviously wants him some of you. So why not just lean toward it, besides when is the last time you got some dick?”

I groaned. “I don’t need a man to make me feel good, Tan—and besides, that boy young as hell.”

“Grown enough to have his own place in Richmond.”

“I’m thirty seven—” I started.

She waved her hand. “Fine. Don’t be surprised when yo’ shit start collectin’ dust though.”

She grabbed her purse, smirkin’ at me as she walked out.

After she left I just sat and thought for a while. The night started to creep on me makin’ me cool down. I ate a little dinner, put on a oversized t-shirt, before ending it all by curling up with Pinky. She buzzed for a second—and as soon as I got comfortable she died.

Right in my damn hand.

“Ughhh, damn you Tanya…”

I stared at the ceiling, pussy feening to be touched, ego bruised as hell.

I didn’t think much when I reached for my phone to call her.

“Fine. We goin’ Friday. You happy?”

She screamed in my ear so loud I had to move it away then bring it back.

“Glad to see you changed your mind.”

I sighed. The only reason I agreed is because I needed the Mario coins knocked out of my shit. Truly.

And if King happened to do so then…so be it.
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Dick. On. A. Friday

All week, I tried to keep my mind on working. Emails. Phone calls.

Y’know work shit.

But all I could think about was Friday. How when Friday came I’d have to someway somehow push myself to be a woman that I barley was ten years ago. I had to be fun and sexy if I wanted to leave with a fish in my net.

I was never the type to get around and have random sex but hell I wasn’t getting any younger and Devin had already moved on. Why the fuck was I still stuck on the same dick.

Friday came quick. Tanya came over with a bag full of outfits ‘sed mines was too old lady-ish. “You gotta look grown and fuck-able tonight. Thick thighs save lives.”

I chuckled, lotioning my thighs in Chanel body cream.

We finally settled on a black mesh dress that snatched all my curves. My titties sat high and heavy, my hips poked out, and the Prada heels topped it all off.

After getting dressed we made our way over to his house. Fantasia played semi loudly in the corners, Red cups of liquor had already flooded the tables and counters.

I spotted him the moment we walked in—he was leaned against the kitchen island, all black outfit, gold chain layin’ perfectly on his chest, and when his eyes found mine? Baby….

He licked his lips slowly which made me smile. ‘Cause obviously you wanna taste me right?

“Y’all made it,” he said, voice deep as a bassline.

“I told you we would,” Tanya said, pushing me forward toward him.

“Mizz Viv. Y’all can come on, drinks back here.”

We followed to get a drink but as soon as we got the drinks is how soon we lost eachother. Tanya was on the dance floor with some dude. They were all close and intimate.

I sipped slowly, tryna calm my nerves telling myself that I could let loose for one night.

I snapped out of my thoughts hearing his voice. ‘You look real nice tonight, Mizz Viv.”

My eyes dipped. ‘T-thank you, King.”

“You nervous?” he asked, eyes never leaving mine.

I shrugged, lips curling into a smirk. “A lil.”

“You safe. I don’t bite…‘les you ask me to.”

My pussy jumped.

“How old are you King?”

He shook his head. “Twenty seven.”

My eyes went wide TWENTY FUCKING SEVEN. I felt like a damn cougar I was ten years older than him. But when he said..

“We both grown Mizz Viv. Don’t pull that card.”

My mind went blank of all thoughts.

We stood there talking, and somewhere in between slow jams and shots, Tanya got gone.

I found her in the corner with one of his homeboys, gigglin’, shoes off, talkin’ bout, “This my song!”

“I should take her home,” I mumbled.

“I got y’all,” he said, already lifting her like she weighed nothin’. “She good?”

“She just drunk.”

He carried her all the way to my place, laid her soft in the guest bed, pulled the covers up. I watched him the whole time. His back muscles stretched under that shirt, the way he moved—like a man who handled things. Knew what to do with his hands.

I followed him downstairs, and when he turned the corner, I was bent over the fridge grabbin’ water.

“Oh,” I gasped, straightenin’ up too fast, nearly slippin’ on the damn floor.

He caught me, arms wrappin’ around my waist, his chest pressin’ into my back. His lips hovered by my ear.

“You good?” he murmured.

“Yeah. I—uh…” I turned in his arms, and suddenly we was face to face. Real close. His eyes dropped to my lips. Mine to his.

All I could hear was Tanya’s voice in my head talkin’ about how my pussy would collect dust and how he was grown so why not. And all that was cool only problem was at this point I was nervous and hell and wanted to run.

His mouth found mine before I could overthink any further. His hands roamed, slidin’ down to grip the fat of my ass.

“You always smell this damn good?” he asked, lips trailin’ my jaw.

I couldn’t answer. All I could do was moan.

He lifted me like it was nothin’, carried me to the couch and laid me down, body between my thick thighs.

“Is it ok if I fuck you?” he whispered.

I nodded, breathin’ heavy.

He pulled my dress up slow, starin’ like he’d never seen pussy before. “She so motherfuckin’ pretty. Ain’t she pretty Mizz Viv?”

I nodded again, cheeks hot.

He stood up, dropped his sweats, and lord… that man was packin’. Eight, maybe nine inches. Thick. Veins like roadmaps. I damn near told him that monster ain’t goin’ in me. But Tanya’s voice echoed throughout my mind.

He rubbed the tip against my clit, watchin’ my face.

Then he slid in.

Sloooow.

“Unt unt… take that shit, Miss Viv.”

I moaned so loud I scared my damn self.

He stroked deep, leanin’ in, forearms holdin’ him above me.

“Cream on it,” he whispered, voice like thunder.

And I did. I couldn’t help it. I squirted, legs shakin’.

“Shiiit, there she go,” he growled, grip tightenin’ on my hips.

He flipped me over, archin’ my back, pushin’ in from behind while his hand held my hair.

“You feel that?” he said.

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

He pulled me back, wrapped one strong arm ‘round my chest, holdin’ me close while he stroked up into me slow and heavy.

“Don’t run. Take it.”

I came again, harder this time, legs tremblin’.

“You so fuckin’ pretty when you cum,” he whispered against my ear.

I melted in his arms.

We went round for round. He wouldn’t let up.

By the time we stopped, the sun was comin’ up.
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You Ain’t Fuck Me?

Vivan

Iwoke up feelin’… sore.

Not sore like gym sore. Nah. This was dick-induced devastation. Legs numb, thighs trembling, coochie thumpin’ like it just survived war. I cracked my eyes open, and there he was—layin’ next to me, fine as ever, smirkin’ like he knew he put me in a chokehold and left me there.

“Morning, Mizz V,” he murmured, kissin’ on my shoulder, workin’ his way to my collarbone. “You sleep good?”

I rolled my eyes, tryna act unbothered. “Mmm, I guess.”

He laughed, that deep ass chuckle that vibrated through his chest. “Guess? Baby, you was snorin’ like you been in a coma.”

I popped him on the arm, cheeks hot. “Boy, shut up.”

He kissed my chin, then my neck. “Nah. I’m tryna wake you up the same way I put you to sleep.”

Before I could respond, I heard the worst possible sound.

Footsteps.

Then a voice.

“Vivan! Where the hell is my phone charger?!” Tanya’s voice rang out from upstairs.

I damn near jumped out my skin. “Oh my God—she stayed?!”

“Apparently,” he laughed, already slidin’ off the couch.

“Shhh! Hide!” I hissed, damn near throwin’ him off the couch.

We rushed into the kitchen in attempt to find somewhere for him to hide until she was out of sights.

He crouched behind my kitchen counter butt naked, smirkin’, while I threw on my silk robe and wrapped my curls in a messy bun.

Tanya came stompin’ down the stairs in one of my bonnets and her lashes barely hangin’ on. “Girl, last night was a movie.”

I forced a smile, heart racin’. “You wild.”

She leaned against the fridge, brows lifted. “And you? You and that fine-ass King? You ever tap that like I told you?”

I waved her off. “Girl, please. Ain’t nobody thinkin’ ‘bout that nigga.”

That was a damn lie.

That nigga was behind the counter right now, slidin’ my robe open, his big ass hands partin’ my thighs. Before I could stop him, his mouth was already on me—warm, wet, deep. I slapped my hand over my mouth.

Tanya kept talkin’. “I hope you did. Even if you never tell me you better have fucked that man.”

I arched involuntarily, eyes rollin’ back. “Mm-hmm,” I shook, shakin’ my head.

He slid two fingers in me, slow and thick, suckin’ on my clit like he was tryna make it talk back. I bit down on my lip to stop a moan.

“Anyway, I gotta go,” Tanya said, grabbin’ her purse. “Work calls. Love you, bitch.”

“Love you too!” I squeaked, voice high as hell.

Door shut. Silence.

Then his voice came up from under me.

“Ain’t nobody thinkin’ about that nigga?” he repeated, mocking me.

I shoved him, but he grabbed my thighs tighter, pulled me to the floor, and climbed on top of me.

“You really gon’ lie on my tongue like that, V?”

“I-I didn’t mean—”

He didn’t let me finish. He kissed me deep, tongue slidin’ in my mouth, and then he spit. Right on my tongue.

“Taste yo’ self, V.”

I gasped, body damn near short-circuiting. He picked me up like I was weightless, carried me to the couch, and laid me flat.

Legs up. Knees to my chest. Feet touchin’ his shoulders.

He slid in again.

Slow.

And baby… I forgot my name.

“Aaaaah—”

“That’s it ain’t it? Mhm,” he growled, strokin’ deep.

I gripped the cushions, eyes damn near crossin’.

“Take it. Take it. Let big daddy stretch this pussy out, baby.”

His hand wrapped around my throat—not hard, just enough pressure to let me know he was in control. His dick curved just right, hittin’ that spot over and over till I couldn’t even hold my legs up no more.

He pinned them down, thighs foldin’ into my chest, his strokes gettin’ deeper, nastier.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

“You feel that?” he asked, eyes locked on mine.

“Y-yeah…”

“You creamin’ all over me, mama. I love when you do that shit.”

I moaned, body tremblin’, squirting without even realizin’ it.

He grinned. “There she go she talkin’ to me.”

I couldn’t take it. My body was done.

By the time he finished, we was both breathin’ heavy, stickin’ to eachother.

I laid there in silence, tryin’ to process it all.

I’d just let this little twenty-seven year old turn my ass out.

And the worst part?

I wanted more.

I was still tryna breathe when he leaned down and kissed me again—slow and nasty, like he was tryin’ to remind my body who it belonged to.

His lips slid down to my neck, his tongue flickin’ the soft spot right under my ear. I shivered, already feelin’ my coochie pulsin’ again like it ain’t just got demolished.

He kissed his way down—between my breasts, over my stomach, down to where I needed him most.

I started to sit up, but his palm hit my stomach.

“Nah. Lay back. I ain’t finished with you yet.”

I let out a shaky breath. “King…”

He looked up at me with that smirk, lips shinin’.

“I love when you say my name like that.”

He licked slow across my clit, then flicked faster with the tip of his tongue. My back arched instantly.

“Oh fuuuck—”

He chuckled, blew cool air on it, then slapped it gently with his tongue again.

Then… he did somethin’ crazy.

He took two fingers, swirled them real slow across my clit—then applied just the tiniest bit of pressure, rubbin’ in tight circles.

My body snapped.

I squirted hard—again. Legs kickin’, back archin’, damn near cryin’.

“Shiiit!” I gasped, fists balled in the couch cushions.

“Oh yeah. There she go,” he said, still rubbin’ slow, watchin’ me come undone. “Squirt all over daddy’s hand, baby. Make a mess.”

And I did. My thighs shook like I was possessed. I could feel the wet all over the couch, all down my ass, everywhere. I was drenched, dizzy, and done for.

He slid up, wiped his wet hand across my mouth, makin’ me taste myself again.

“You still ain’t fuck me?” he teased, slidin’ back in slow as hell.

I screamed, eyes rollin’ back. “Oooooh my God—”

THE END


I Know. I know.

I know. I know.

Your like damn is this bitch ever gonna give us a novel? Is this bitches book ever gonna have some length?

And the answer is yes chile…Just not right now.

Right now? I’m in my short and spicy era. These are for my ladies who enjoy nasty ass sex with no backstory or explanation.

Simply sex.

Simply big dick swangin’ men.


About the Author

Monaye Paris is a bold voice in urban fiction, specializing in urban erotica and romance for readers who crave drama, passion, and unfiltered stories. With gritty plots, steamy twists, and unforgettable characters, MonayeP writes for “the freaks who love a good story.

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] https://open.spotify.com/playlist/5quNxbZs7Pa6D2qk3G37GE?si=QfDp_2IsQTWJA2nRT_V9dw



Also by Monaye Paris

Monaye Paris is an author who writes for the delusional women and the freaks, crafting stories that mix drama, passion, and the raw, gritty side of love. Her words speak directly to those who thrive off intensity and wild emotions. Whether it’s a twisted romance or a chaotic love affair, Monaye’s stories hit different, pulling you deep into the drama where nothing is ever what it seems. If you’re looking for a love story that’s got that hood edge with plenty of spice, you came to the right place.

The Weekend

Invasive. Possessive. Dominate. Kaine takes what he wants, and Ebony? She’s his no matter what she tells herself.

Bold. Attitude filled. Irresistible. Ebony ain’t one to be tamed, but Kaine’s grip has her hooked.

What happens when love and control mix in these pages?

Welcome to The Weekend.

Sincerely, Kaine

The Weekend Part Two

Ebony thought she was done with Kaine. Thought she could move on, raise their daughter, and leave the past behind her. But when he gets out after ten years in the pen, he comes looking for what’s his. Problem is, she ain’t his no more—at least, that’s what she tells herself.

With a new man in the picture and a new life, Ebony ain’t trying to fall back into his arms. But Kaine? He don’t take no for an answer. Love, lust, and a whole lotta drama. Some ties just don’t break, no matter how hard you try.

I Fucked Somebody’s Wife: Obsidian Heights

Janelle had her life set up just right. A husband. A home. A quiet little routine that looked perfect from the outside—even if deep down, she was dying slow. She played her role like a pro. Loyal wife. Pretty smile. Dinner on the table. But beneath all that perfection? A woman who hadn’t been touched right in years. A woman craving more.

Then he showed up. Fontaine Wells. The man she shouldn’t even look at twice. Dangerous, chocolate, and crazy as hell—with a voice that could melt panties and a temper that could get somebody killed. He wasn’t safe. He wasn’t nice. But when he wanted her? She folded.

Now her whole life’s in flames. Her marriage? Over. Her morals? Gone. And her heart? Wrapped around the most toxic man she’s ever known.

Can she walk away before she loses everything—or is it already too late?

Because Fontaine? He don’t play about her. Ever.

FreakedOut: This Is Single

In season one of Freaked Out, Nia escapes a broken relationship to embrace freedom in Miami. What begins as a carefree trip turns into an unforgettable experience. Unleashing desires she never even knew she desired, Nia’s journey explores lust, liberation, and unapologetic pleasure.
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