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Intentionally there are no words to say.
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Introduction Stooge's character and thoughts:

The dialogue that Star has with Stooge

Stooge's domineering attitude speaks for itself. "You do not know how to keep your levels constant- nor consistent!" Stooge knows what's best & she's Star's perfect mate if she could be her lover, self love, because she critics everything that goes on with Lotus. Stooge delivers the dialogue sometimes in spoken word prose.

From the Black Harlequin series.

Characters: Stooge, Star, Lotus, Ebony Emystary The introduction of Star, Stooge & Lotus.

Black Harlequin was developed on the romance book series, an erotic series and escapade that is a journey based on two couples.

The story goes back and forth between the two parallel lives and intricate attractions between the two opposites, perhaps alter egos.

Ebony & Emystary

Star & Lotus (& Star's alter ego Stooge)

Personality descriptions

Stooge compliments Star but Stooge has a bold tongued, street attitude, loves to love just as much as Star and even pushes for a more optional atmosphere or a variety character role playing, makeovers, fantasy and a pushy attitude that she sees in Emystary, the buddy, who she mentally coaches sometimes or shares a shoot. Book 3
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The secret in his pants...

The Phenomenal Dick.

The hiatus had to come to an end after she awoke recalling how her back would arch, the palms of his hands under her shoulder blades as she resat her pelvis in the rhythm of heat on his dick in the bed. That really excited him to have the underworkerings of a female mechanic, Moey, Jack-ie & Do-Me (Moe, Larry & Curly), the three stooges working it out from the bottom. That's what kept her coming back, underneath all the smooth talk, con job he was filling her eyes with that went with what her eyes were seeing below his waistline, Phenomenal Dick. Phenomenally, and this morning she woke with the desire to be the Phenomenal Woman. She had capsized on a long wave of night sweat and was dewy, everything she wanted to be with this man in her thoughts. Off to the shower girl before you heat your brain up a lil bit too much without cooling the "blue Jay" (blue balls for women for you in laymen terms) singing down there.

Okay now where were we in this, that was a hot moment of thoughts but a long run between them had ended with her feeling like a jump off, hit & quit and she was too much of an addict to fall off the boat and not be on a wean off plan this time.

JUST LIKE THAT. YEAH. JUST LIKE THAT. SHUT IT DOWN. CLOSE UP SHOP. YOU AIN'T GETTING NONE.

That's how he was with the Ups & Downs.

Machismo.

Too fucking moody or too much going on sometimes to pay ATTENTION.

HELLO this thang, the bird cage holding the Blue jay, Jay Jay, could let off some Dynamite every time she started feeling withdrawal. Damn. Phenomenal.Phenomenal Sex with me. That's what she wanted every time the hands went down on the clock.

You need to clock in.That's right. The Right Dick. The Right Hour. And Right Now!

She was on one this morning and the wavelength was leading her towards him.

What to do? She knew what to do with it but what to do about these thoughts. Damn.

Ok so she asked herself again. Where are we with this? With him. Was she going to continue these rondevue when it was convenient or him? When he gave in to her lust? His lust?

It wasn't irregular to have the natural desire to want him right now in her bed to satisfy her once again. Those gems he majestically wore skin to bone. She loved every bit of his body, the taste of his skin and texture of it under her tongue and teeth. Way too ex-rated was her thoughts at the moment.

CALGON!!!!!!! You know, the good ole powder suds you used jump in the bubbly tub with to ease your mind.

Man are serious? Right now I'm convinced that it's not my mind that needs easing or a good Harlequin Romance story I need to hear on my mp3 player. Or a Love Jones movie.

Shut IT down. Shut IT Up. ReChannel this SHIT this morning cause you tripping on some Dick You Down shit.

Ok we're calling.

THE SIREN 7

Later. Her subconscious kicked in.

What about the last time?

Who gave a damn about last time right now! I've been seeing this practitioner for years and it's not time to change it up!

Learn new rules! Let alone Teach new rules in the bed.

Well It looks like it's another Black Harlequin.

Now Where Were We?
Poetry In Bed

Quicksand the Dick. Bury It. As She got Deeper & Deeper. In His Entangled Web.

Weaving her right B-A-C-K in.

As I think of you pleasing me, I please myself but ain't saying please pass the Dick. Not after a windfall like that. He's gonna have to serve it up like a tennis player. Just like that.

Recognize. He gives good sex, BUT so Do I.

I'm just not ready to close the Chapter. No Not Yet. It's A Good Bestseller.

I'm Not Gonna Give All My Secrets Away.

You see I have this ONE Special Secret In My Garden.

I'm wearing this one tonight. You mean KING MAGAZINE & I know it tonight. I have plans to launch an Astronaut Into Space.

T-A-X-I.

He just launched my Romance Writer Career With an "X" rated move like that.
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The Rap Tune (Stooge)

"...call playboy its on, the Sirens ringing, he come through like Heat in the Night, Sirens on, Mr. Tubbs, she on with the Miami Vice grip...
Jezebel The Sexual Siren.

The hours shadowed against the wall, as the two bodies lay in Star's thoughts.

Star had an enormous appetite, especially when she had held passion back for any length of time.

6 p.m. Boney James instrumentals were playing in the background.

On the bed, Lotus lay blossomed in the hour.

Removed were the lone thoughts Star had rehearsed. The moment holding the two captive as an interlude.

Star arched her back a straddled Lotus' legs as she unbuttoned his trousers and she leaned in towards him and blew across the hairs under his navel before she grabbed a handful of it with a serious face. Lotus loved the shit, he was the canvas and Star could explore every part of his body with no objections. He wasn't confused about a damn thing. Star wanted rough sex with alot of pampering in between to make up for having to wait to have sex with him.

Star inhaled like she was vaping, then slowly blew again back and forth across his abdomen.

That was bullshit. They hadn't had sex in a minute and he knew Star wanted a good dick down.

Lotus came up out of his trousers and lay bare, teasing Star even more with the attraction., now being massaged by Star down into his thighs as she smiled at him. That too was bullshit.

The same unspoken seduction,you better fuck tonight. She was smiling at him alright. How was your day? Star asked.

(Where was Stooge?) Lotus replied.

"I'll be able to tell once we're done having sex. If I perform well, then my day was good. If you treat me like a pornstar, then my day was better than most. If I treat you back like the pornstar that I am, then all is excellent and we can proceed without regrouping or expectations of some type of apology for bad sex, which I can't say we've ever had bad sex, maybe sex that got better." Lotus smiled.

Star smiled and asked Lotus to turn over. Lotus replied. With all this as he gestured towards his erection. "For just a moment," said Star. Lotus turned on his side and held back. Star began rubbing and massaging Lotus' butt, then the sides of his stomach, moving her hands towards his groin (the two looked like an image of nude art) and inner thigh, slowly as if Star was putting her hand into her own pocket, slowly removing a loaded pistol, then she straddled him again. Lotus replied "Come", both hands on each side of Star's waist.
As we were saying, the two bodies laid in her thoughts...

The Special Mirror in Wonderlust

Beautiful beginnings in a romance. How could they begin when they were already so far into the past? The inevitable law of attraction.

It was like waiting for the next page in the journal to unfold. She had already tasted the best of him. Anticipation. This was certainly not a one night stand on her bedside table.

She had made a decision to move past her inhibitions even if it meant waking up to good morning heartache.

She turned towards the floor lassoed in his roping, tattooed in ink. Her skin was on fire, burning with ink and his tools of S E X.

It was the Tat of Tit for Tat, pleasure for pleasure, and the tantrum of a junky.

(Stooge's recaps it with a bit of humor.)

Before my eyes when the ice had broken away, this man had smuggled in the most addictive compound we ladies know, more ounce than he could throw.

Dick. Yes, it was like a term of endearment and now I was singing the blues when I had to negotiate with Star to come to her senses and grab the rock in front of her. Go ahead and make the first move. I'm confident that it was smuggled in for you. Wake Up. Wake Up. I was in the mood and she was waiting for a boat to row ashore the dock? Or sitting here on the dock of the bay? These are millennial times right?

The rap tune Stooge was singing in my head."...call playboy its on, the Sirens ringing, he came through like in The Heat of the Night, Sirens on, Mr. Tubbs, shes
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