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Authors Note

Before getting into this know that y’all already know how I rock ‘n roll — I love a good short little shit ! I feel as if alot of my loyal readers love that about me, that I can write so little but still give you life from what I’ve written — that they can finish me in one sitting. I love sex and sex is to the point it’s quick which is my niche. If short sexual, nasty, freak ass stories ain’t yo’ type of tea don’t sip ! ‘Cause that’s exactly what this is — SEX ! W|W, Cheaters, BDSM, Dark, etc — all this shit wrapped into one. BUT this is only season look forward to more of my rants.

WARNING

These stories may or may not be true….I mean some are and some ain’t use your imagination on which is which — but some of these stories are true.


I

I’MA SLUTZ

Here’s 2 Season One Of The Slutz


1

#Slut4ABBW

Dasia had always been a big girl, and being a big girl came with its issues like feeling like you weren’t worthy of being fucked. But tonight her insecurities meant nothing, She had a tall drink of water before her named Quincy, and the whole night he’d been doin’ nothin’ but giving her that look. That look of lust, and she knew she had to take that and run with it.

It started off slow, he didn’t rush into it like most men did, no. He took his time guiding her toward his master bedroom and let the silence write his character.

Once they made it into the bedroom his lips found hers, their tongues fought each other for dominance and in the end his won.

In a swift motion she was off of the ground and in his arms, He gently laid her on the bed before sliding her out of her clothes, then his own.

“You are so fucking sexy.” Quincy uttered, his dick thumping against the fabric of his boxers.

Dasia’s cheeks flushed at his words. She’d never felt so desired, so worshiped. She bit her bottom lip, her hands fumbling with his boxers desperate to free his throbbing member.

His dick sprang rock solid hard just staring at her.

“Hold your legs up” He told her, his voice demanding and rough.

Dasia did as told, her legs now behind her head.

Quincy positioned his himself between Dasia’s spreaded thighs, his dick just inches away from her pussy. “Hold them legs up for me, baby. Lock your arms around ya’ knees.” He directed, his voice low.

Dasia listened, locking her arms around her knees afterward her eyes found his again resembling a doe-like contact.

He grabbed his dick, rubbing it’s head in an up and down motion on her clit teasing her before very gently sliding in.

With a slow deliberate thrust Quincy entered Dasia’s pussy stretching her open around his thick girth. His hand made it’s way to her throat, “Look at me” He demanded, pausing allowing her to adjust to him.

Then he started moving, withdrawing almost completely before slamming into her. Dasia’s head fell back at the pleasure, Her moans filling the the room “F-Fuck.”

Quincy’s strong hands gripped her hips to keep her from running.

He picked up the pace, his dick going deeper with each stroke. “This pussy feel so good. Fuck she feel so good.”

Dasia’s breathing stopped, overwhelmed by the pleasure. Her body responding to Quincy. “T-thank you,” she whimpered, her walls fluttering around him.

“Shit….my motherfuckin’ pleasure,” Quincy groaned, his grip tightening. He started to fuck her even faster, he could feel the nut being to ooze out of him and with a pussy like Dasia’s there was no fighting it.

“F-f-fuck,” Dasia screamed in pleasure. “You gonna make me cum—.”

Quincy cut her off ,“Me too. Me too, baby just let it out.”

His pace started to slow up almost as if he was teasing her, she instinctively pushed his stomach in an attempt to release herself from such an overload of pleasure. But he caught her hands, pinning them above her head with one hand.

“Unt Un. Where you goin’ huh? Tell me where you’re going?” Quincy questioned, beginning to smash into her gushing wet pussy. The wetness starting to trickle down to her asshole.

Dasia’s moans grew loader, her body trembling from the climax that was coming. “N-No where” She manages to get out.

“That’s right, now open yo’ mouth.” he demanded, leaning down to her as she opened her mouth his spit flying straight into it watching her swallow it made his dick start to throb inside her he dug deeper into her it was almost as if his dick had a mind of it’s own — it was hungry to feel all of her.

“You so nasty.” he whimpered.

Her orgasm hit hard her juices started to fly from her pussy soaking his lower stomach completely. Sending her arching off the bed as she screamed Quincy’s name. But that didn’t stop him he wasn’t finished, he continued to fuck her.

The room smelling of the apple cinnamon candle that rested alongside the TV.

As he continued to slide in and out of her soaked folds his strokes started to slow down without thinking he took one last dig deeper into her pussy coating her pinkness white with his nut, waiting a minute before pulling out exposing the mess she’d left on his dick.

“Fuck.” They said in unison.
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#Slut4TheProfessor

Tasha had been stressing over her final grade for weeks. The professor, Mr. McAllister was known for being a tough one and her grades were barely scraping by. She had one last chance to change his mind.

She sat in the back of the classroom, listening to him lecture on about something she barely paid attention to. All she could think about was that damn grade. She needed it. No, she wanted it. A better grade could mean a scholarship, a chance to stay in school and not have to worry about her future. She couldn’t let it slip away.

When class ended, Tasha walked to the front of the room, her heels clicking on the tile floor. Mr. McAllister was packing up his things, his back to her, tall and broad in his button-down shirt. She had been eyeing him for months, admiring his professional demeanor, the way he carried himself like he owned the space. But today, her focus wasn’t on his lecture—it was on what she had to do to make sure he gave her the grade she needed.

“Mr. McAllister,” she said, her voice low but confident.

He turned, surprised to see her standing there. “Tasha, what’s going on?”

“I need to talk to you about my grade,” she said, her tone smooth, but with an edge of urgency.

He nodded, setting down his briefcase. “Alright. What’s the problem?”

Tasha took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. This wasn’t going to be easy, but she knew what she had to do. She tied her weave up into a neat ponytail, ensuring she looked presentable but still fierce. She was going to use everything she had to get this grade.

“I just don’t get why I’m not passing,” she said, her eyes locking onto his. “I’ve been doing my best, and I know I can do better. I just need a chance to prove it.”

Mr. McAllister folded his arms, looking down at her. “I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way, Tasha. You can’t just ask for a better grade. You have to earn it.”

Tasha felt the heat in her chest rise, but she didn’t back down. “I know I can earn it, Professor,” she said, stepping closer to his desk. “But maybe I can show you how hard I’ve been working.”

His brow furrowed, clearly not expecting her to approach him like this. “What do you mean?”

Tasha hesitated wondering if she was really doing this but then she said fuck it. She leaned closer, rested her hand on his thigh and slid closer to his dick each time she slid.

Her eyes never left his, and that smirk appeared on her face.

She unzipped his pants and before he could protest, she lowered her head and took his big dick into her mouth, letting her tongue explore his length and taste.

“Mmm… Mr professor,” She moaned around his head of his dick.

She was truly an expert, her tongue swirling around the head of his dick. She treated his tip as if it was a Popsicle.

She sucked him deeply, taking all of his inches in her throat.

One hand played with his balls while the other she used to play with herself, rubbing her swollen clit while spit gargled out of her mouth and onto the floor.

“Fuck- w-wait-,” he groaned, as much as he tried to protest it didn’t work. “This is highly inappro—.”

Tasha kept up her pace, her thick lips still wrapped around his long length.

Moaning against his hard, wet dick — her fingers starting to create a gushing noise, feeling herself on the brink of cumming she removed her fingers and started swiping her pussy until she squirted all over the floor.

Mr. McAllister couldn’t hold back anymore. He lifted her up from the floor and flipped her over onto his desk.

His pants had now completely fell to the ground, his hard dick springing free. He couldn’t wait he placed himself at her entrance sliding in easy.

“Your pussy feels fucking amazing.” he groaned, gripping her hips so tightly that his fingers prints would be visible later.

Her back arched at how deep his dick was digging into her pussy, so long it was gently hitting her cervix.

“Fuucckk..,” he grunted, his hand finding its way to her swollen clit rubbing it as he fucked her.

“Professor.. I’m gonna cum!” she warned, her voice weak.

Mr. McAllisters hand slid to her chin making her lean back and look at his expression while he slid deeper and deeper into her wet pussy.

He could feel her tightening around him.

“Me too,”

They came together, their moans were music to the ears of the walls and memory of the pleasure that just washed over them.

Mr. McAllister filled Tasha up, his nut coating her insides.

“That was incredible.” He murmured.

She cheesed weakly, “So do I get that A?”

“You deserved it” He responded with a chuckle.
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#Slut4AStranger

Rell dribbled the basketball down the court, his mind focused on winning this game he’d bet $400 on. So focused that he didn’t notice the petite figure behind him until he came crashing into her, sending them both to the ground.

“Oh shit, My bad!” Rell said, helping her up off the ground.

The girl smiled, her hazel eyes lighting up with lust. “It’s fine.”

He smiled his eyes drifting over her body. Although she was petite she still carried a nice plump sized ass on her.

“I’m Qu’Rell.”

“Fatima,” she replied, just as he stuck his hand out to shake. The shake lasted for a good minute then he released her going back to his business disappearing into the semi crowded gym. She watched him from afar, paying attention to the way the ladies reacted to his presence. She couldn’t deny the attraction; he was beyond fine as hell.

She continued watching him, daydreaming about what that dick would be like. I bet it’s long and thick, she thought to herself.

After the game, she watched the dudes simmer down, including Qu’Rell. He had taken off his sweaty tank top, revealing his muscular toned body and tattoos. Fatima bit her lip, her mind clogging with dirty-ass thoughts, so when he ducked off to the locker room you know she had to follow.

Once inside, Fatima locked the door behind her, her mind racing as she heard him approaching. Once she visibly saw him she practically leaped his way.

“Mmm,” she purred, putting her face into the crook of his neck. Her tongue darted out, tasting his salty sweat that glistened on his skin.

He groaned, his hands instinctively gripping her ass as she started to grind into him. “W-Wait, hold on,”

His protest didn’t last long before Fatima got on her knees, her hot breath hitting his erection.

“Shush just let me handle it,” she cooed, her fingers undoing his shorts freeing his dick. “Oh, he’s so juicy and big.”

Fatima smiled wrapping her lips around his swollen fat tip gently sucking on it as if it were a popsicle before taking him deep in the back of her throat. He leaned his head back against the wall, letting the sensation take over.

“Fuckkk…you gon’ make me nut all in that pretty ass mouth,” he moaned.

He felt his legs start to shake, his climax being reached as he continued to thrust into the back of her throat. Just as he was about to cum Fatima pulled back her lips glossy with slob.

“Not yet,” she told him, giving his sensitive tip a kiss.

She stood up from the ground, taking off her clothes with seductive ease. His eyes grew wide as he took in her naked body. “Shit…” he breathed, reaching out to cup her breast.

Fatima shivered as he teased her nipples, pinching them with each touch.

Qu’Rell lifted her effortlessly into his arms he placed her against the wall and let one of her legs go while the other he propped on his shoulder.

“A-ah, fuck,” she whimpered, her nails digging into his lower back as she felt his thick, throbbing dick start to slide inside her stomach. “Give it to me, give it to me.”

He listened, slamming into her at a more quickened pace. Fatima cried out; tears rolled down her face, her head gently bumping against the tile wall as he fucked her senselessly each thrust driving her wilder.

“Take this dick! Take it,” he told her, slamming into her.

“I’m taking it. spank me,” she begged. “Pleaseee.”

He sent a smack to her ass. “Pussy so fucking good.” Qu’Rell told her, his rhythm not changing.

She tried to take it, to not be weak, but despite her efforts, she couldn’t help but moan and whimper, her walls clenched around him.

“N-no, it’s too mu—” she tried to speak, but it wouldn’t come out.

He felt her legs failing, smiling to himself before picking her up completely and wrapping her legs around his waist.

He smashed into her, making her scream loudly. “Shut that shit up!” he demanded; his grip on her ass tightened. “Be a big girl baby. Be a big girl and take that dick.”

Fatima bit her lip, placing her forehead on his. She loved the way his dick felt in her stomach; it was almost as if his dick was giving her pussy a big hug. The dick had her on overload.

His strokes slowed up, and their eyes locked.

With one final stroke, he pulled out, his nut oozing onto the floor. Qu’Rell buried his face into the crook of her neck. She groaned, her body shaking from the ecstasy wave.

Breathing heavily, Qu’Rell withdrew, watching in satisfaction as her juices painted his dick a gloss.

After a few seconds, she slowly put her clothes back on. “Guess I should get goin’,” she uttered, turning to unlock the door.

But before she even got the chance to leave, he pulled her back by the waist, spinning her around to look at him.

“You can’t just put the pussy on me and leave,” he joked.

She raised her eyebrow before laughing. “Is that so?”

“That is so,” he told her. “I don’t just fuck for fun, and the pussy’s good. And that means we gotta do this again, so…..number?”

She rolled her eyes, snatching his phone.

“You lucky I’m feelin’ nice tonight,” she snapped, typing her number into his phone. “Here.”

Qu’Rell grinned. “Thank you.”

Her expression read F-U-C-K Y-O-U.
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#Slut4AForbiddenMan

Ishould’ve known better. Should’ve never let it get this far.

But after months of sneaking around I was still soaked at the sound of his voice, still weak when he got too close.

Daniel. My father’s best friend.

And that’s exactly why I had to end it.

He was my fathers best friend, they’d met through some drug shit as most men in their business do only difference is they grew to trust and love each other like brothers.

We had fun. His hand up my skirt when nobody was looking, the sneaky link-ups at the Rose Heart motel. Shit was wild and nasty, but it was time to let it go.

I had to move on. Be normal. Fuckin’ my dad’s best friend wasn’t normal.

So, I did what any woman would in this situated I showed up to Sunday dinner with someone else. Some corny-ass nigga named Jayne I barely liked, but whatever. Daniel needed to see I was done.

But the second I walked in with Jayne on my hip, I felt Daniel’s eyes on me. That dark, heated stare that always made my pussy throb like she just knew she was in trouble. He was leaned back in a chair, one arm draped over the side the other sipping a cup of Hennessy.

His face was blank. But I knew that look. I knew that tight jaw and flexing hands meant he was pissed.

Good.

I pretended not to notice as I sat next to Jayne, keeping my distance from Daniel. But the second the food hit the table, the petty started.

“So, Jayne, what you do?” Daniel asked, his deep-ass voice all casual, but I heard the venom laced in it.

Jayne sat up straighter. “I work in tech.”

Daniel smirked. “Tech? Oh, you one of them niggas that sit behind a computer all day?”

I shot him a look. “And what’s wrong with that?”

Daniel shrugged, twirling his glass. “Nothin’. Just different. Ain’t what you usually like, that’s all.”

I gritted my teeth. This nigga.

My father laughed, not catching the tension. “Leave ‘em ‘lone D. Aaliyah need a good man. Somebody stable, not these street niggas.”

I felt Daniel’s eyes burn into me. He didn’t say shit. Just took a slow sip of his drink.

He was plottin’.

After dinner, while everyone was outside talking, I went to the kitchen to grab a drink. I barely had time to reach for a glass before I felt him behind me.

His scent wraps around me — he smelled like weed and Prada cologne.

Then I felt his fingers sliding under my dress. Slipping past my panties.

I gasped, my hands gripping the counter. “Daniel, what the fuck—”

“Fuck up,” His voice was deep, low, cocky.

I clenched my thighs I wanted to act like this shit didn’t feel the slightest bit of good but it felt amazing.

His lips brushed my ear. “You really brought that weak-ass nigga in here. Why the fuck—”

I turned to shove him, but he caught my wrist. “Let me go,” I hissed.

He smirked. “Aaliyah—.”

I swallowed hard, my heart slamming against my ribs. “No, You’re a fuckin’ psycho.”

He put his fingers back into my pussy and fuck it felt amazing — so amazing that I gave up fighting and the thoughts of us getting caught.

I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

Daniel chuckled his eyes never leaving me. “Get rid-”

Before I could cut him off and cuss him out, we heard footsteps. He pulled his hand away right before my father walked in.

I was shaking, but Daniel? Nigga was cool as ever. Took a sip of his drink, nodded at my father, and walked out like he ain’t just have his fingers buried inside me.

I couldn’t fucking breathe.

That night, I tried to act normal but nothing could normalize this shit I wanted what I needed to let go of and I was going to… at least that’s what I told myself. I sat on my couch watching a movie stuck in my thoughts until a knock knocked me out of them.

Not loud. Just a soft tap.

I knew who it was before I even checked.

Still, I opened the door.

And there he was.

Daniel leaned against the frame, black tee stretched over his muscles, tattoos peeking from his sleeves, that same dark, cocky smirk on his lips.

I folded my arms. “Go home.”

“Nah.” He stepped inside like he hadn’t heard what I said.

I backed up. “Nigga, I said—”

His lips crashed against mine he began to tongue me down swapping spit with me kicking the door shut while backing us up further into the house. His hands slid down, gripping my ass, squeezing, kneading—claiming.

I fought it. Fought him.

Then—he choked me.

Pinned me against the wall, his fingers wrapped tight around my throat, making my breath hitch nobody could understand how nasty this man made me.

He smirked. “Yeah. That’s what I thought.”

Then he lifted my leg, dragged my panties down, and slid his fingers inside me again—deep.

I gasped. “Daniel—”

“Be quiet,” he growled. “Let me teach you some shit about playing.”

He pumped his fingers in and out slow and teasingly. I bit my lip, eyes fluttering.

Then—he pulled out.

And licked them.

“Fuck,” I whispered, thighs trembling.

He licked his lips. “Open.”

I did as told — his two fingers slid on my tongue allowing me to taste my own pussy juices.

I moaned lowly. “Your so fucking nasty—”

He didn’t respond he just undid his pants and boxers revealing his dick he practically pushed me onto the side of the couch and I had no protest feeling his dick start to fill my insides.

I moaned loudly arching, gripping the couch he was tearing my pussy up so much that I could hear myself getting wetter and wetter.

“This what you wanted, right?” he growled, gripping my hair, pulling my head back. “You wanted to act up? Make me jealous?”

He slammed into me, each stroke knocking the breath from my lungs.

“Ugh—” I choked, toes curling — feeling my eyes roll to the back of my head feeling him hit my G spot.

He grabbed my throat again, yanking me up so my back was against his chest.

“This my motherfuckin’ pussy. All my fucking pussy tell me its mine,” he growled.

I clenched around him. “Daniel…”

“Say it baby, you got it.”

He thrust harder, dragging a moan from deep in my chest.

“Ugh….mmmm it’s your fucking pussy.”

His grip tightened. “Yeah. That’s what I thought, my motherfuckin’ pussy.”

I couldn’t hold it. Couldn’t fight it.

I came hard, my body shaking.

Daniel cursed, burying himself deep, groaning against my skin as he spilled inside me.

For a second, neither of us moved. Just breathing.

Then, he kissed my neck, that cocky-ass smirk back on his lips.

I rolled my eyes, trying to catch my breath. “Your crazy.”

He chuckled wrapping my hair in his hand and pulling me back to his face, “Yeah? I’ll show you crazy if youon get rid of that nigga.”

But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t gonna let him do it again.
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#Slut4AForbiddenManPT2

Aweek.

It had been a whole damn week since Daniel had me bent over my couch, taking every inch like I wasn’t just tryna break it off. Since he choked me, fucked me stupid, and walked out like he ain’t just rearrange my soul.

And yet—I was still tryna act like I was done with him.

I ignored his calls. Left his texts on read.

And kept talking to Jayne like he was really about to be my way out.

Daniel? That nigga wasn’t stupid.

I told him I cut Jayne off. Looked him dead in his face and lied.

And Daniel? Just smirked.

I should’ve known that meant trouble.

Later That Night…

Jayne and I were walking down 125th, my arm linked through his, laughing at something dumb he said. I ain’t even really like this nigga for real, but I was tryna force it—tryna force myself to move on.

Even though I think my heart knew I’d never be able to — as we walked I glanced across the street to be met with a club building and who do you think was posted in front of it talking to some Russians ?

Of course.

Daniel was standing across the street leaning against his black Durango arms folded over his chest, watching me.

No smile. No expression.

My stomach dropped. Oh, fuck.

I quickly looked away, gripping Jayne’s arm. “C’mon, let’s go.”

But I knew better than to believe this would be the end of the situation.

That Night—At My Apartment

I barely made it inside my place before I heard the knock.

No—the bang.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

I swallowed, heart hammering. Shit.

I already knew who it was.

Still, I played dumb. “Who is it?”

“Open the fuckin’ door, Aaliyah.”

My breathing stopped.

I shouldn’t. I really shouldn’t.

But my fingers had a mind of their own, twisting the lock and pulling the door open and there he was.

Daniel pushed past me, kicking the door shut behind him. His whole energy was different—more intense, more dangerous.

“You lied to me.” His voice was calm.

I folded my arms. “What’re you talking about?”

He stepped closer with an irritated look on his face. “You said you cut that weak-ass nigga off.”

I swallowed. “I did.”

Daniel smirked. “That’s funny. ‘Cause I saw y’all tonight.”

I opened my mouth, but he grabbed my throat this wasn’t a sexy grab it was an angry one yet it still my waters move.

“You must think I’m fuckin’ stupid.”

I gasped, gripping his wrist. “Daniel—”

His grip tightened just enough to make my knees buckle.

“Lemme ask you somethin’, ma,” he murmured, his other hand dragging up my thigh. “Do you think I won’t kill that nigga? I will kill him and make you watch.”

I whimpered.

His gaze landed at my dress he slid his hand under it, fingers grazing my already soaked panties.

I hated how easily I folded for this man.

He was into it for a second the anger almost faded but not long before he dragged me to my bedroom and threw me face-down on the bed.

“Got me fucked up” he uttered to himself.

Then—the hand.

I barely had time to react before he sent out the hardest spank.

CRACK!

The first hit landed across my ass, making me yelp.

“Oh, you can scream for me, but you couldn’t scream and tell that nigga you already had a man?” CRACK!

“Daniel—”

“Shut the fuck up.” CRACK!

I whimpered, gripping the sheets.

I was supposed to hate this. Supposed to fight back.

But my body? That shit betrayed me.

Daniel rubbed the red mark he left. “Look at you. Fuckin’ shaking.”

I bit my lip.

Then—he flipped me over, spreading my legs.

Took off his belt. Wrapped it around my wrists—tying them tight.

“Now,” he murmured, unbuckling his jeans. “Lemme remind you who the fuck you belong to.”

He grabbed my phone shoving it in my face to unlock it, called Jayne and dove right inside me when he answered I didn’t even fight his doings.

Balls deep inside my pussy sending me screaming, arching off the bed. He gave me no time to adjust.

“Now tell ‘em say I can’t see you anymore” He pulled out almost completely before slamming back in, making me cry out. “Tell ‘em if motherfucka’s catch him around you again he’s gonna die.”

His hand wrapped around my throat, cutting off just enough air to make my head spin while he slid the phone close to my mouth. I couldn’t even speak I was too busy cumming.

“You can’t speak, baby?” His voice was pure gravel.

I clenched around him. Tried to hold back.

But I couldn’t.

“P-p-p-please.” I gasped.

Daniel smirked, thrusting harder. Punishing. Ruthless. He moved the phone back to his mouth.

“As you can hear she’s a bit occupied but consider this a warning.” he said before I heard the dial tone.

He grabbed my leg, throwing it over his shoulder, hitting deeper.

“—fuck!”

“I wanna hear an apology.”

Then—he flipped me over.

Snatched me up by my hair. Bent me over the edge of the bed.

And fucked me raw.

I sobbed into the mattress, body shaking, legs weak. “I’m so fucking sorry.”

I could barely even take it, but he didn’t care.

He gripped my waist, pounding into me, owning every inch.

“This what you needed, huh?” He yanked me up by my hair. “You needed me to fuck the disobedience outta you?”

I nodded frantically. “Yes—fuck, yes fuck it out of me!”

Daniel groaned. “I know peaches.”

Then—I felt it.

That tight, hot pressure winding up in my belly.

I clawed at the sheets, my body clenching down around him.

“I’m—fuck, I’m about to—”

Daniel growled, slamming in one last time, sending me spiraling.

I came hard, my body convulsing, walls pulsing around him.

Daniel cursed, gripping my hips tighter, filling me up.

We both collapsed onto the bed, panting.

For a long moment, silence.

Then, Daniel rolled onto his side, gripping my jaw, making me face him.

“You mine, Aaliyah,” he murmured. “Ain’t no leavin’ me.”

I swallowed, breath still ragged. “Daniel…”

He smirked, his fingers trailing down to my still-sensitive center.

“Nah. I ain’t done with you yet.”
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#Slut4ThePrisonDick

The clock read 7:00 . The Crook County jail iron gates swung open, revealing Red into the beaming sunlight. After serving eight long years in the pen for armed robbery, he was finally free. But his thoughts weren’t on being free. Nope his mind was on the woman he’d been talking to while locked up. His cellmate Rodney put him onto her ‘bout four years ago thru a penpal website they’d snuck onto.

The prison offered him a taxi to one place he’d like to go to and of course he took the cab to her place, the drive was an hour out — which gave him plenty of time to think of what’d he’d do when they saw each other. Her name was Monique, and from the pictures she’d sent she was a thick-ass, chocolate woman with natural black thick hair and thick full lips.

The clock was now 8:00 when he pulled up to her apartment building. It was on the more uppity side of town—a gated community. Red knocked. The door didn’t stand a chance being swung open with a quickness revealing Monique. She looked just like the pictures she’d sent; her chocolate skin, naturally long black hair, deep dimples, and let’s not forget her sexy, curvy ass body.

“Red! Oh my gawd, baby,” Monique excitedly shouted; she practically jumped into his arms. Red found himself holding her close, inhaling her scent, a mixture of vanilla and candy; sweet scented. “Tol’ you when they opened them doors, you was where I was headin’ for.” He kissed her forehead and stepped inside her spot with her on his hip.

9:47 PM - The night rolled on, and the smell of that good smelling weed moved through the air as Red and Monique sat on the couch, sharing a blunt. Monique’s thighs cradled Red’s shoulders, working on his locs that needed to be re-twisted; it was long overdue.

As she twisted his hair, Red listened to the soft R&B music that flowed from the 70-inch TV before them; it was some new shit. The silence wrapped around them like a blanket, but neither one of them minded it. He rested his head on her thigh while he ate the fried chicken, collard greens, and cornbread she’d made just for him to come home.

After about ten more minutes, she was finished with his hair. Red stood up, stretching his tall figure as Monique grabbed his plate and headed to the kitchen to wash it. Red followed, wrapping his strong tattooed arms around her waist, pulling her into him. Monique released a soft moan, her body reacting instantly to his touch.

“Thank you for holdin’ me down, Ni’. I know that shit wasn’t easy,” Red expressed. “For being my rock, even when I ain’t have shit to give you in return.” Monique turned, her hands slid up his chest. “You ain’t gotta thank me; that’s what lovers do,” she whispered, her thick lips inches away from his.

Without saying much more, Red leaned in placing his lips against hers. Red’s tongue delved into Monique’s mouth, tangling with hers as his hands gripped her ass. He lifted her like she was a feather placing her on the countertop. Without thought, Monique wrapped her legs around his waist locking him in.

Red released her lips and began to place a trail of kisses down her neck, leaving hickeys all over her slowly getting on his knees until he reached her inner thighs. With a sort of slowness he parted her folds, his nose brushing against the wetness. He starts by taking a nice long lick taking in the taste of her sweet pussy his eyes look up at hers as he does so — low lidded. His two fingers slip into her hole as he sucks on her clit her juices are now all over his beard.

Lost in her head, Monique dug her nails into Red’s back, overwhelmed by the pleasure. As Red relentlessly ate her pussy, Monique’s head fell back, her back arched, and she rolled her pussy against his face as he continued to devour her like he hadn’t eaten in forever.

She came; her body fluttered, but he wasn’t done. He scooped her up in his arms, cradling her as he carried her to the bathroom. They both slowly removed their clothes. Red cut on the water and entered the shower; Monique right behind him. Water poured on their heads as their bodies entwined. Red pinned Monique against the all-white tile of the walls in the shower. His thick 8-inch curved dick throbbing inside of her, each thrust sending rivulets of water dancing across their skin.

His hips snapping forward again and again. Monique cried out; one hand of hers attempted to grab the wall, and the other had a grip on Red’s thigh. Her nails dug into him as his pace sped up. Their bodies slapped together, the sounds echoing through the bathroom, overpowering the sounds of the running water.

Red grunted; his thrusts were reaching their sloppy point as he felt Monique start to tighten around him. “Quit hugging me baby. You gonna make me—” he growled, his grip on her hips tightened. Her cries of pleasure only got louder. “Goddamn, daddy, YES PLEASEE!” Monique screamed. Red grunted, slamming into her with no mercy.

“S-S-shit!” Monique stuttered out; the way he had her was like ecstasy; had her on a high. She put her hand back in an attempt to slip out of his grasp. But that didn’t stop him; if anything, it only made him want to fuck her harder. Red sent a hard smack to her ass, causing her to gasp. “Move it.”

The steam from the hot water filled the bathroom, his strokes slowed down, and both their eyes seemed to roll back. “O-oh my god,” Monique moaned lowly; her body jerked as she came hard. Red pulled out and slapped his dick on her ass, his nut oozing out.

Red pulled Monique back toward him, her body still trembling from her intense orgasm. His chest heaved as he stood there, breathing heavy, his fingers trailing down her skin as the hot water cascaded over them. He admired the way she looked in that moment—wet, flushed, and completely at his mercy.


7

#Slut4ARoseToy

The night was quiet Serge sat on the edge of her bed, the cool sheets against her skin, her mind filled with thoughts she hadn’t allowed herself to entertain in far too long.

She’d been stressed. Life had been demanding, relationships had been draining, and all she wanted was a moment of peace—a moment where she could just let go. Tonight, she wasn’t thinking about anything except her own pleasure—the kind that came from within, the kind she could give herself. She deserved it.

Earlier that day, the mailman dropped her special package off. She opened the package, revealing the pink rose she’d ordered. She bit her lip; arousal pooled between her legs. She’d been needing this.

She slid her Fenty-laced panties off, rested her head on her pillow, and opened her legs. “Damn, bitch, we’ve really stooped this low,” she whispered to herself before turning it on. The vibration was on a thousand.

She was ready. The more she heard it, the more her imagination ran wild on how it’d feel on her clit. Serge gasped heavily when the sucking started, sending a million jolts of pleasure through her body. She arched off the bed, her hand squeezing the sheets as she adjusted to the sensation.

She quickly let go, her fingers finding her nipple. Pinching and rolling it between her fingers while the toy buzzed and sucked her juicy clit, the combination had her off the walls. “SHIT…YES! FUCK YES!” she cried out, motioning her hips into the toy.

Serge squirmed around in her bed, her breathing ragged as the rose took her. The vibrations sent waves through her body. She continued to roll her hips against the toy as her climax approached her. Her body soon tensed, and then there it was. She came, crying out loud as ever as her orgasm hit her like a bus.

“Oh my goodness!” she screamed, slowly grinding against the rose as it milked every drop of pleasure from her. She removed the toy from her dripping pussy before tossing it aside as she curled up underneath the covers.


About the Author

Monaye Paris is a voice in urban erotic fiction, writing freaky ass stories for the sexually repressed, sexually free, willing to learn women. With nasty ass stories, steamy ass twist, and unforgettable ass characters. Monaye Paris writes for the freaks.

As she would say—Stay freaky.


Also by Monaye Paris

Monaye Paris is an author who writes for the delusional women and the freaks. Whether it’s a twisted romance or a chaotic love affair, Monaye’s stories hit different, pulling you deep into the nastiness where nothing is ever what it seems. If you’re looking for a nasty sex stay here.
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I Fucked Somebody’s Wife

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.
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Freaked Out: 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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The Weekend Omnibus

What started as something small turned into love. Even if that love is toxic, crazy, and straight-up unhinged

Book 1-3 of the weekend series.
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Dicc’n U Down

Dicc’n U Down.
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Phat Pussy

A handbook in freakology.

I wrote this book for the women in my inbox looking for an out in the sex world. A woman who wants to learn more about her body and mind to fix whatever she’s broken within her self - find her sexy.
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Never Been Fucked

What happens when a 30-year-old virgin finally lets go? Ty’s world flips when her fine neighbor Andre discovers her secret. One intense night becomes passion, teaching her desire, control, and everything she’s been too scared to feel
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