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“I've had it with cheating men!” cried Sadie into her cell phone.

Her friend, Emma, who was on the receiving end of this declaration, tried to calm her down. “Oh, Sadie, honey,” she said. “They're not all bad. Some of them are genuinely cowed enough to know they shouldn't mess around with curvy goddesses like us.”

Neither woman felt such a statement was close to the truth, but it certainly helped Sadie a little to think it was. At least for the moment. Was she ready to give up on men all together? No. There was one special kind she had never experienced before. Tall, dark, and... well more dark. All over. But would it ever happen before she took a vow of celibacy and joined a convent?

Sadie paced her apartment living room. “I don't care to find out anymore. So many games, so many lies. A woman can't get anything honest from someone who owns a penis. They just can't be trusted.” 

She had reason to be angry. Andre, her boyfriend... ex-boyfriend... had just admitted to her, not fifteen minutes ago, that he had been unfaithful to her for the last two months of their relationship. With some waitress at a bar he frequented.

The coward had told her over the phone, too. He didn't have the nerve, or the balls, to tell her to her face. She would have liked to have punched him! Or at least scratched his eyes out. Yet, the snake had the nerve to say she needed to lose a little bit of weight! Sadie considered her voluptuous curves one of her greatest assets. The opinionated bastard.

Emma continued to try and calm her friend down. “Yeah, they're scum. They can't be trusted. Maybe you should just, I dunno, maybe take a break from serious relationships for a little bit. I know this just happened and all, but maybe this was for the best.”

Sadie had paced into the bedroom and caught her reflection in the closet mirror. She was still in a bathrobe, having showered in preparation for going out with Carl that evening. She gave her body an appraising once over. She was hot dammit! Nice curves, large and pendulous breasts, with a stellar smile. Why would any man in his right mind even entertain the idea of screwing around behind her back? Especially this lovely back! She turned and lifted up the robe exposing a pleasantly shaped ass. Nice and roomy, she thought to herself.

No more of this honey-dew for him!

“I know, I know,” Sadie said. “It just hurts. I thought we had something truly meaningful. But I guess it wasn't meaningful enough.” She gave her own ass a smack and was pleased with the way it shook. “Maybe I should just pick up some random piece of meat at the bar and screw the hell out of it.” Preferably a big and black piece of meat. God, did she need to get fucked by a big dick for once. Andre, although admittedly skilled, certainly lacked in the size department.

She needed to trade up, dammit!

“Yes!” Emma shouted. “Nothing better than cheap meaningless sex with a stranger to help you get through times of trouble. Maybe you should get yourself a good healthy dose of dark chocolate, if you know what I mean.”

“Chocolate is good for your health, you know?” Sadie said.

“Nine out of ten sex therapists recommend a good dose of chocolate daily. Helps with the skin.”

Both women laughed.

Sadie said, “Jesus, do I need to get laid.”

“I ain't arguing with that.”

Just then the downstairs buzzer rang.

“Who's that?” asked Emma.

“Oh, shoot. I was expecting a package delivered today for work.” Andre had called her right after she got the a call-confirmation, asking if she would be home. She buzzed in whoever it was without answering.

“Wait a second, sister,” said Emma, conspiratorially. “What if he's a hunk?”

Sadie scoffed. “No, it's always this little fat guy who smells of sweat and cheese.”

“You should do him!”

“No way!” Sadie shuddered. Just the thought of it made her skin crawl.

“Or, it could be someone different. A moonlighting underwear model.”

Sadie's brow furrowed. “Wow, you have quite the imagination. Well, if that were the case, he'd get one hell of a tip outta me, tonight.”

“That a girl!” cried Emma.

Sadie was only half joking. It would take a lot to get her to indulge in a casual quickie with a stranger.

There was a knock at the door. Sadie took a moment to look herself over in the living room mirror. The robe hung half open, so she cinched it closed. It accentuated her voluptuous breasts.  Her legs were bare for all to see. The robe only just covered her magnificient ass. She hadn't put on any underwear after she  finished showering, and there certainly wasn't any time now to put some on.

I do look damn sexy, though, she thought to herself. At least mister chubby from the pizza place will get a little bit of an eye full.

While she walked to the door, Emma was chanting in the phone, “Hot sex! Hot sex! Hot sex!”

Sadie could only roll her eyes. As if.

She peered through the peek hole.

A tall dashing hunk of a man was standing out there. Holding a boxed package. Her boxed package. And even better, he was dark. Dark all over.

“Uh,” was all Sadie was able to say. 

Emma immediately pounced. “What? WHAT?!”

Sadie found herself whispering, her eye glued to the hole, drinking in the beefcake outside.  “It's not the usual guy. He's...” Gorgeous.

“So? Is he handsome, or just handsome enough?” asked Emma, intrigued with her friend's change of tone. “Either will do for now.”

“Wait,” Sadie said, realization dawning on her. “I recognize him. He's friend of Andre's! We've never met before.” But she certainly noticed him. It was at some sort of fund raising event. He had been standing with some other handsome black men.

“Honey,” said Emma, excited. “This could be the perfect chance for revenge sex! Do your ex-boyfriend's buddy!”

Sadie realized she had been staring at him entirely too long. She took a deep breath and opened the door.

The peephole view did not do this walking Greek God justice. Tall, chiseled features, and perfectly muscled, he gave Sadie a pearly white smile. 

“Hi,” he said. “I have a package delivery for a Sadie?”

Sadie was momentarily speechless. She was also alarmed to feel a dampness grow between her upper thighs.

“Yeah,” she managed to stammer smiling, still a little shocked. She stepped back, letting him inside. She closed the door behind him.

She had forgotten her cell phone was in her free hand, until she dimly heard Emma cry out:  “Do him! Screw his brains out! Give him a tip he'll never forget! Revenge sex!”

Sadie quickly hung up. The courier man... stud, crooked a questioning eyebrow. She managed not to blush. “My friend is being annoying,” she finally said, and immediately felt ridiculous.

He continued smiling politely, “Our delivery service has that effect on folks.” She noticed his beautiful brown eyes glanced down at her robe, and then at her legs before quickly returning to her eyes again.

She was surprised to find herself thrilled at this.

“You're not the usual courier guy.” Thank the Lord!

“Oh, you probably get Peter,” his voice was deep, confident. The kind you wouldn't mind
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