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BRIANNA
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I REALLY DIDN’T WANT to come to work today. I had to drag my butt in after dealing with Andre late last night. I need to do better. Of course, he called me at midnight asking if he could come through. 

I hadn’t been with him in a while and I needed to have a little fun, so I told him to come over. After going a few rounds in the bed, he was gone. 

Just like that. Like it never happened. 

I need to do better. I know I’m worth more than what I’m getting. 
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“HEY BRIANNA,” ERIKA said as I walked in the office.

“Morning girl,” I chimed in as I sat at my desk across from her. “So how’s it going this morning?”

“Creeper is back,” she said. 

“Here we go with this shit again,”  I rolled my eyes and sat down at my desk. 

I work as a customer service representative for an answering service. We handle thousands of calls daily for clients of our company. And every once in a while, we get ‘Creepers’.  These are guys who have nothing better to do than to jerk off over the phone as you are trying to answer the calls for clients.

“Which one is it this time?” I asked as I placed my headset on and turned my switch to ‘Available’.

“It’s the sexy one,” Erika sang as she turned around. “He sounds like he’s about to bust at any moment,”

“I don’t know why you egg them on,” I said, shaking my head.

“That’s because we ain’t got shit to do until we get another phone call,” 

“Whatever,” I said just as my phone rang.

“Hello and Thank you for calling Mr. Precision Tube and Lube, how can I help you today?” I stated the basic answer phrase. 

“I need some help,” The sexy male voice said over the phone. 

“How can I help you Sir?”

“I need you to help me,” he whispered in a low and deep tone that resonated with my pelvis. It awakened the thought of last night's interaction. 

“How can I help?”

“I need to feel you,” he begged softly. It was like he was talking directly to me. I would love for someone to tell me he needed to feel me.  Just hearing him made me curious as he moaned softly.

“Oh really,” I responded. I wanted to hear more as I found myself getting aroused this early in the damn morning. This guy had more game than Andre did last night.

“Yes baby, please...,” he said as he reached his climax. Usually we are supposed to disconnect the call but this time I turned up the volume to my headset. 
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I LISTENED TO HIM MOAN with pleasure as he released himself. I thought it would be amazing to see him in action. I started to fantasize about what he might look like given how sexy he sounds over the phone.

As he got quiet on the phone, I still didn’t hang up. I could hear him breathing.

“Thank you baby,” he said and disconnected. My mouth hung open.

I needed a visual. I needed to find this man. 
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BRIANNA
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LUNCH COULDN’T COME fast enough because a bitch was hungry.  Me deciding to sleep in a little extra after dealing with Andre, left me no time to grab breakfast. Erika came with me as we stopped at a restaurant around the corner from our building. 

“So did you hook up with Andre last night?” Erika asked. I knew she would be mad if I told her I did. She was always telling me I could do better, but better ain’t came around when  a bitch got an itch. 

“Naw girl, you know I stopped fucking around with him the last time,” I lied. Erika looked at me, squinting her eyes and pursing her lips up to the side. She gave me some straight side eye - she knew I was lying. 

“Bitch you lying,” 

“How do you know?’

“Because you always look back at me when I stare at you. You hooked up with him last night, didn’t you?”

“Shut up, you don’t know nothing,” I said, throwing a wadded up paper towel at her.  

“Is the sex that good?” she asked as she stuffed a fork-full of cheese fries in her mouth.

“Sometimes, when he takes his time. Lately, he’s been like a damn jack rabbit pounding on my shit like he drilling for oil,” I said bluntly. Erika wasn’t ready.

“Damn, he be like that?”

“Girl,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“You need someone better. You don’t need someone who’s gonna beat it up every time. I mean, you want someone who is gonna take care of it and make sure that it is happy.” Erika smiled and I just shook my head. 

“I just need somebody that knows how to take care of me, period.”

“This is true.” 

I know I deserve so much more, but it’s hard out here for a thick chick. Guys usually look at me like a quick fuck and nothing to attach themselves to. I know I deserve more than a quick fuck in the middle of the night. 

“Well, why don’t I set you up with someone then,” she said. 

“I’ll pass,” I quickly said before she even got a chance to describe anyone. 

“Why? It can’t hurt,” 

“Would you fuck them?” I asked. She looked at me and said nothing. “Question 2, would you be seen out in public with them?”

“Yeah, I have two who are really nice,” she said. 

“Ok and what do they look like?” I asked. 

“One is really smart, he works as an engineer,”  she started.  I shook my head and interrupted her. 

“Yup see, you went to his characteristics. I’m not shallow but I need the brotha to look at least a little bit cute,”

“I feel you.”  Erika gulped down her drink and looked at her phone. “Let me catch up with you later, I need to go and take care of something.” she said, grabbing her things and dumping her tray. 

“A’ight girl, I’ll holla later.” And she was gone.  I figured I could take a quick walk outside for a little bit and get some fresh air. 
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OUTSIDE WAS NICE FOR spring day in Chicago. The air was crisp but it was actually very mild that I could stand outside without a jacket for a change. It was getting close to summer and I couldn’t wait. I wanted a thick, hot girl summer and I was determined to get it one way or another. 

As I was checking my messages outside my building, I noticed this fine as white guy staring at me.  He was fine as hell. He had dark brown hair with matching eyebrows. His eyes were hazel and he had a nicely trimmed beard. I usually don’t give guys with a beard a second look but I loved the way he was taking me in. He paid so much attention to me, he wasn’t even talking on his phone anymore. 

I  watched him watch me. He looked as if he was about to come over and introduce himself when my phone rang. 

“Hello,”  I answered. 

“Hey girl, they want us to learn about another account that will go live today, so they called a quick meeting,”

“Okay, good looking out, I’m on my way in.” I said disconnecting the phone. I turned and headed into the building. I looked back quickly to see if he was still looking, and he was! I turned on my best walk, swaying my thickness left and right. He looked mesmerized. 

If only. Man, seriously, If only. 
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MALACHI 
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TODAY WAS A NICE DAY to take a walk outside during lunch. It’s rare that I get a chance to get outside for lunch, but today was different.  I decided to walk around the entire block and on my way back around, I saw such a light that I never knew she existed. She was beautiful standing in front of her building, her braids hanging down her back, laying against her voluptuous figure. She was not the typical kind of woman that I usually attract, but she seemed like the type of woman that I needed. 

Her milk chocolate skin covered every inch of her irresistible shape. She had all of the curves I’ve longed for quite some time, my mind got lost in her thickness so much, my member moved in my pants. I needed to find out who she was and if I could meet up with her later. She smiled at me as I watched her talk on the phone, she was every bit the type of woman I wanted.  Right before I planned to approach her, she turned and hurried into the building, but not before looking back to see if I was still watching. Yes. I. Was. 
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I SMILED AS SHE TURNED and walked into the building. As I started back towards the office, I smiled as I knew where she would be, hoping that was her place of work. I just needed to make sure I made my presence known around here,  in order to make sure I ran directly into her. I needed to know her name. 
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AS SOON AS I REACHED my office, people were pulling me in different directions. I love my job, don’t get me wrong because I’m good at what I do. It’s just that there are so many expectations outside of work that people have for me, that I didn’t want to oblige.  My mind was completely filled with the gorgeous woman that I saw during lunch so much that I didn’t notice Amanda had arrived in my office. 

“Malachi!” she screamed my name to get my attention. I blinked hard and came back to reality. 

“Amanda,” I said, acknowledging her presence.

“Something or someone must have your attention, you didn’t notice I walked into the office. 

“No I didn’t.”  Amanda was a good friend of mine. We went to the same school together and landed practically the same job at the same financial firm. 

“So who piqued your interest,”

“I don’t know her,” I said thinking about her. Her curves made me bite my bottom lip as I thought about caressing every inch. 

“So you did meet someone?”

“Not technically. I saw her, but I didn’t speak to her,”

“Well why not?” she asked, sitting on the side of my desk. 

“The same reason you haven’t asked Miranda out on a date,” I said. She pressed her lips together and got off my desk. 

“That’s not the same. She is so beautiful that I don’t think she swings my way,”

“You do know there are beautiful lesbian women right?”

“Yeah, but she’s way out of my league,”

“How do you figure?”

“The same way you figure you won’t be able to attract a full figured black woman,” she said, hanging her head back over the back of the couch in my office. “They won’t think we are serious.”

That was my one dilemma that I have a hard time facing. I don’t approach the type of woman I want because they don’t usually take me seriously.  I’ve approached plenty of women but I get anxious when approaching a thick, beautiful, black nubian queen. For various reasons I believe; she may not date outside of her race, she may not see me as attractive at all, or she thinks that I’m just trying to hook up with her as a taboo kind of thing. 

I know what I like and I  know what I’ve had and what I am attracted to. The women that I have been dealing with are beautiful and smart, yet they cling to me because of who I am  and I’ve been used to it as well. With me being a wealthy, attractive eligible bachelor, women of all ethnicities throw themselves at me. A majority of them are superficial and materialistic. I know it can be intimidating for someone who does not fall into the category of supermodel, heiress, or a member of a high profile family, to approach me, yet I’m a very approachable person. 

I’m tired of going with the ‘norm’ because the women I’m attracted to don’t hang out in the same circles as I and it is what society expects of me, but I don’t care. I know what I like and I know what I want, regardless of what others may think. If they have an issue, it would be their problem as they dare not voice their opinions to me as I won’t tolerate it. 
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“SHE MUST HAVE BEEN the one,” Amanda said, drawing me out of my train of thought. I blinked at her after realizing I was lost in my thoughts.

“What was that?”
“I said, she must have been the one to have you, zoning out at the office. That’s a first,” she said smiling. 

“What are you so giddy about?” I said, trying to change the subject and looking over a few documents on my desk. 

“Oh don’t play like you don’t know what I’m talking about,” 

“So are you going to at least try and find out who she is and speak to her? You never know, she might be into you,” she giggled. I shook
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