


FRESH WHET INK PUBLISHING 

If It Isn’t Love…? © July 2018 by Sable Jordan  

Second Edition 

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No 
part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information 
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. 
This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of 
the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual 
persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All 
sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older.   
This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit 
scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please 
store your files where they cannot be access by minors.  

Fresh Whet INK Publishing 
PO Box 3043 

Fairfield, CA 94533 
 

Cover design © 2012 by Sable Jordan 

First Edition January 2012 
Second Edition July 2018 

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is 
illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, 
is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of 
$250,000. 



 
 
 

IF IT ISN’T LOVE…? 
-A Sable Jordan short 

 
 
My hands slid over her smooth brown skin, guiding Zaria on the bed as I 

kissed a path between her bare breasts. Her skin smelled of patchouli from the 

soap she always uses – sweet and earthy. I love that scent, love tasting her, too. 

Her fingers threaded through my dark hair, clutching me to her chest like she’d 

never let me go.  I didn’t want her to – wanted to remain in her warm embrace 

long after we were both sated and shaking with bliss.   

I dragged the flat of my tongue over a perky nipple before sucking the dark 

bud into my mouth, making her gasp.  Her back arched when I bit down on the 

hard peak, and she writhed beneath me with delight.  I couldn’t wait to slide the 

jeans off of her silky body and sink into her. 

Zaria trailed her hands down the sides of my neck and gripped my 

shoulders. “I love you, Derek,” she whispered, her voice all light and hazy.  It 

always sounds like that before things get down and dirty, and things were 

definitely about to get down and dirty. 

I slowly kissed my way over the slope of her breast, then up her neck and 

nipped her chin.  “Ditto,” I breathed, perched above her, moving to her face again 

to reconnect with her soft, full lips.  That’s one of the reasons why I like dating 

black girls – they know how to use those lips.  And my girl Zaria is a pro.  Kissing 

her is like watching the Dodgers play the ‘Sox.  The boys in blue are down three 



at the bottom of the ninth and out of nowhere, with bases loaded, two outs, and 

two strikes, Manny Ramirez sends a fastball over the fences at Fenway…Magic. 

Just as I was about to make contact with her luscious mouth she pressed 

her hand to my chest and pulled back, stopping me.  Bright, almond-shaped 

brown eyes searched my face. 

“What’s wrong?” I finally asked, running through what I could have 

possibly said to interrupt where this was headed.  If I didn’t act quickly the mood 

would change, and that’s the last thing I needed right now.  My brain replayed the 

last four seconds: I love you, Derek…Ditto…she pulled back…WTF?  I drew a 

blank.  

Her eyes became focused and sharp, like she was realizing something for 

the first time.  Still angled over her, I balanced most of my weight on my arms, 

hands on either side of her naked torso and sinking into the unstable softness of 

the mattress.  She hadn’t answered my question, and I needed to save my 

strength for when this love train got back on track.  By the way Little Derek poked 

against my zipper, I hoped it happened really soon.   

I straightened and sat next to her on the bed, starting to get a bit 

concerned by her silence.  “Z, are you okay?” 

Let me tell you, Zaria’s not the type to hold her tongue.  Even in this day 

and age we get gawked at for being an interracial couple – her friends’ll call me 

white chocolate on occasion, although now I know it’s a term of endearment.  But 

if anyone says something negative they catch one helluva tongue lashing from Z.    



We were at the movies in Oakland once, and a group of girls made the 

mistake of calling us zebras.  It wasn’t the cleverest slur I’ve heard, but the 

ignorant can’t be expected to be clever, now can they?  At first we ignored them, 

but the girls started getting louder and louder, snickering and pointing.  Not only 

did Z give them a piece of her mind and send them cowering away, she did it 

with class, grace, and a ton of words that fell into the eight-letters-or-more 

category.  There’s nothing like being told off by a veritable genius.  I’ve been on 

the receiving end of her intellectual diatribe a time or two and ended up feeling 

like twice the ass; first for what I’d done and then for not understanding half the 

shit she’d used to explain my error.  You heard that bit about being in a battle of 

wits unarmed?  Well, Z’s always locked and loaded with a round in the chamber 

and a spare clip or two on her belt. 

Z continued to sit there, brown eyes searing my green, looking exactly like 

she did when she was trying to work out a complicated math equation in her 

head.  Since she hasn’t said a word I guess I can tell you how we met.   

When the school year began eight months ago, I was out on Sproul Plaza 

–lounging instead of learning as I often did– and Zaria swept by in a gold hoodie 

and tight jeans, headphones in place, moving like a woman on a mission.  I’d 

never seen her before –UC Berkeley’s pretty big, so that’s not really a surprise.  

But just the tiny glimpse of her I’d had was breathtaking; mocha brown skin, 

shoulder-length dreads, tight little body –I had to have her.   

I hopped up from the concrete stair I’d been sitting on, grabbed my near-

empty backpack and jogged to catch up to her.  The crowd seemed to swallow 



her up, and I practically lost her in the swell of students going to and fro.  A man 

wearing a bulky sandwich board and preaching about the end of the world almost 

collided with a skateboarder swerving on a long board, both of them crossing my 

path and blocking the route to my target.  I spun, averted the wreckage and 

righted myself, searching for the hot girl with the dreads.  

A flash of gold between a small gap in the crowd had me heading left, 

weaving in and out of the erratic flow of bodies going everywhere and nowhere.  

Z carried on in a direct path to her destination, oblivious to the havoc she left in 

her wake.  The crowd thinned the farther from we moved from the Plaza, and I 

had a clear view of her gold-and-blue-dressed form. Slightly breathless from the 

chase, I took a couple seconds to compose myself while enjoying the rhythmic 

swing of her curvy hips.  I tapped her shoulder and when she turned to face me, 

she plucked one of the buds from her ear and frowned like I was a useless 

interruption in her life.  She kept marching; stride purposeful while I stumbled 

along beside.   

“Hi. I’m Derek.”  She didn’t even acknowledge that I’d spoken.  Needless 

to say, when I asked her out while en route to whichever big building she was 

headed, she glanced sidelong at my flip-flops, boarder shorts, and vintage tee 

and said, “Sorry. I don’t do white boys.”   

“We have something in common, then,” I enthused to which she giggled – 

a feminine lilt completely unexpected from someone with such a husky tone.  It’s 

one of the most beautiful sounds in the world.   



Z climbed the steps of the building and disappeared behind the glass 

doors of the science department without so much as a backwards glance, leaving 

me standing on the footpath.  The following day I walked with her again –to a 

different location on a side of campus I’d rarely seen– and watched her enter 

another big building.  But that time I learned her name.  Progress. 

The next day on our trek uphill to her class (I really had no idea there were 

so many buildings at Cal), Z told me she was there working on her Ph.D. in 

Bioengineering and didn’t have time to date.  I think it was prudent of me to not 

mention I wasn’t interested in dating– well at the time I wasn’t.   

What can I say?  I’m a guy.  Little Derek does ninety-three percent of the 

thinking for me and the other seven percent is divided between my stomach, my 

bladder, PlayStation 3, and whatever sport is in season.  And not always in that 

order.  At least I’m honest.  

So anyhow, at twenty-four Z’s finishing her Ph.D.  At twenty-five I’m a 

super-duper-senior, working part-time on my seventh year of college and trying 

to get my internet gaming company off the ground.  I’m no dummy, but learning 

isn’t my thing.  I was only doing the college bit so my parents would stop 

comparing me to my perfect baby brother and wouldn’t think I was such a 

disappointment.  College or not they still do, but that’s a story for another time.   

Getting back to me and Z –or is it Z and I?  I told you, learning’s not my 

niche– I followed her around campus for almost three weeks before she would 

give me more than the cursory glance.  And one day I finally wore her down, 

which I deduced because she actually stopped walking long enough to groan, 



“Fine, Derek, you wore me down.  One date, then leave me alone.”  Well, you’d 

think that would have crushed a man but as I said, ninety-three percent of my 

thinking comes from where?  So you know her snide remark never even made it 

to my brain.  It was probably on its way up there when my dick took over and 

heard Yes!  She said yes! 

In a nutshell, I took her to a football game –Go Bears!– then pizza at Fat 

Slice, and after one kiss she was hooked.  What can I say?  I’m a stud.   

All right I’m lying.   

I did kiss her and she didn’t look too thrilled about it.  Probably because 

she wasn’t expecting it.  Or maybe it was the pizza breath.  Who knows?  But 

she did give me a second date so I guess she liked me, too.  We’ve been 

practically joined at the hip since - when she’s not studying and I’m not working 

hard at mastering PlayStation, that is.   

So here we are on her bed, seven months later, dab-smack in the middle 

of things getting hot and heavy, and she’s still staring at me like I’m the largest 

conundrum –her word– on earth.   

“Z, what’s the matter?” 

“I’m not feeling too good,” she finally responded, and I wish she’da said it 

sooner.  Little Derek hates standing up for nothing.   

“Is it something you ate?” 

She hopped up, bringing my eyes to those perfectly rounded breasts, dark 

nipples erect.  Two supple mouthfuls of chocolaty goodness.  Damn but she’s 

gorgeous.  Her back to me, my eyes took in the shape of her body.  Z has a nice 



athletic build; flat stomach melding into a narrow waist that flares into curvy hips 

and ass.  I love her ass.  Well-rounded globes excellent for gripping in the 

moment - or any moment for that matter.  Mesmerized, I watched her jean-

painted hips sway on her way to the bathroom.  Never a good sign.  A couple 

minutes later she emerged, clutching her belly.   

“You all right?” 

“Umm… No, actually.  Cramps.” Her beautiful face was distorted in a tight 

grimace.  “That time of the month.”  She dropped onto her bed and curled into a 

ball. 

Shit.   

“So that means…” I trailed off, hoping she understood my inference.  

“’Cause I don’t mind if you don’t.”  Don’t blame me; blame Little Derek.  He’s in 

total control right now – to be followed a little later by my stomach, my bladder, 

and my PS3 in that order.  It’s almost ten at night so too late for sports. 

Z eyed me from her fetal position and cringed.  “First…eewww.  Second, it 

means right now I need you to do me a favor and go to the store.  I’m out of 

stuff.” 

Guys, pay attention.  When a woman says she’s out of “stuff” it means one 

of two things.  Either she’s out of birth control and you’re not getting any, or she’s 

out of feminine crap and you’re not getting any.  So grab the lotion, ‘cause you’re 

not getting any. 

I felt Little Derek slump a bit in defeat, but he’s an optimistic guy and the 

thought of lotion had him back in fighting form in no time.  



“Would you go to the store for me?” she asked again, all sad.  I hated 

seeing her in pain, but the thought of going for her… stuff made me shiver.  

There are some places where a guy’s gotta draw the line.  I mean, what’s next?  

Drinking triple venti sugar free, non-fat, no foam, extra caramel macchiatoes with 

heavy whip while we do mani-pedies and watch Lifetime?  Plus, I’ve never had to 

get… stuff for anyone before. It’s like being a girl and buying condoms.  Sure you 

could do it, but you don’t want to ‘cause the cashier’s gonna look at you weird.   

“Please?” she moaned, batting those huge eyelashes of hers.  “I’d go but I 

can’t move right now.” 

The groan got swallowed in my throat and I reached for my shirt.  I 

shrugged into it and pulled on my sweatshirt before standing from the bed and 

grabbing my keys, phone, and wallet off the dresser.  Still half naked, Z rolled 

onto her other side, clenching her eyes shut in pain.  I had to go.  There was no 

way I could let her go without her… stuff, right? 

I shoved my feet into a pair of sneakers and left her house with one 

location in mind – the Target on MacDonald Ave.  It satisfied the two criteria for a 

store run of this sort – open late and far enough from campus that no one I knew 

would see me buying the dreaded… stuff.  There’s a store closer, but I couldn’t 

risk it.   

Fifteen minutes later I pulled my little green Honda into the first space I 

found and sat.  You can’t rush into these things; you have to prep yourself, and I 

was starting to sweat some even though it was colder than a snowman’s pecker 

outside.  Eventually I stepped from the car, and as I walked into Target with its 



bright lights and fire engine red décor I kept repeating in my head you got this, D; 

you can do this. 

An overly cheerful girl bombarded me at the door and chirped, “Welcome 

to Target!  Is there anything I can help you find?”  Had it not been for the bobbing 

blonde ponytail high on her head I’da missed her completely ‘cause the red and 

tan uniform made her blend in with the walls. 

“Uhh…no. No, I’m good,” I stammered, ‘cause how do you say, “Where 

are your feminine products?” without feeling some of your manhood shrivel up 

and die?   

I snagged a cart –of course it had a squeaky wheel; they all have a 

squeaky wheel- and hurried to the electronics department.  Like I said, you gotta 

prep yourself. 

I spent a few minutes looking over the latest video games.  If my online 

gaming company was gonna make it, I had to check out the competition.  

Imminent Death IV was out, but I’d already played and beaten the beta version. 

They should have stopped at ID II to be honest.  If you haven’t played yet, save 

your money. 

The game’s loosely based on the blockbuster movie of the same name.  It 

centers on a CIA operative who was so deep under cover the Agency decided he 

needed to be dealt with, so they pin a murder to him that he didn’t commit, 

making him a fugitive of the law.  Level after level he’s killing “good guys”, 

making deals with bad guys, and all the while trying to clear his name so he can 

be reunited with the woman he loves but left behind so many years ago.   



Aside from the storyline being trite, the graphics suck major and there’s no 

option to play online against people around the world.  The backdrops were 

cheesy, the lead character in the game didn’t even slightly resemble the guy from 

the movie, and you could only play from one point of view.  And don’t get me 

started on the blood spatter.  Original 90’s era Nintendo games were more 

believable.  So yes, as the name implies, the death of that little morsel of gaming 

fuckery is imminent.  

I flipped through a few more titles and saw that Runnin’ Bitches II was also 

just released.  It’s like the pimp version of the wildly popular computer game 

SIMS - only with blowjobs, rim shots, and golden showers.  It’s amazing what 

they let kids play nowadays!  Incidentally, Runnin’ Bitches I kinda reached the 

franchise’s pinnacle. There are only so many ways you can bitch-slap a 

simulated hoe.  Plus the simulated moans were too digitized and the simulated 

pimp in the yellow zoot suit yelling “Where my bitches?” gets on your nerves after 

a while.  Yes, I played the game.  Don’t judge me. 

Refocused on my purpose for this late-night adventure, I made my way in 

the general direction of the womanly aisle –that faulty wheel screech, screech, 

screeching out my location– until I got sidetracked by the automotive department 

on the opposite side of the store.  I looked at a new steering wheel cover for my 

ride.  Not that I needed one.  What I needed was an affirmation of my manhood.  

For the love of all things masculine I was in the store in the middle of the night 

buying… stuff for my girlfriend!   



I dropped the pink leopard print steering wheel cover back into the bin 

where I’d found it.  (I know, there’s nothing manly about that but I panicked and 

grabbed the first one I saw.) Then I pushed the cart an aisle over to the camping 

equipment.  Camping, that’s manly.  

Surrounded by fishing rods, lanterns, coolers, and electric stoves, I could 

feel the rush of testosterone surge through my veins.  In that moment, I was 

capable of anything; starting a fire with nothing but two wet sticks, wrestling an 

alligator, swimming upstream to escape a raging waterfall.  No feat was too 

dangerous to overcome.  The urge to climb a tree and beat my chest and then 

pluck a salmon barehanded from a freezing river overwhelmed me.   

 I. Am. MAN!  

 I stood there a moment in front of camping equipment I wasn’t going to 

buy, contemplating the merits of the tents with five-foot poles versus those with 

the eight-foot poles.  It didn’t give you more space on the ground in terms of 

square footage, so I wasn’t too sure of the benefits when the cost rose 

exponentially from the five to the eight.  This really had me stumped, and it was 

my duty at that exact moment to try and puzzle it out.  Why on earth would you 

buy an eight-foot tent pole for almost double the cost of the five and not get more 

ground space?  I should write a letter to someone and complain.   

I was busy sketching out a rough draft in my head when a voice over the 

PA system announced, “Good evening Target shoppers.  The time is now ten-

thirty.  The store will close in half an hour.  Please bring your purchases to the 

front for checkout.” 



I’d better get this over with. 

Testosterone onslaught waning, I drove my buggy over to aisle seventeen, 

the doom and gloom of Beethoven’s Death March playing in my head keeping 

perfect time with the creaking wheel.  I stared at the sign as I approached – 

FEMININE CARE.  That’s it?  On the grocery aisle the sign lists what you can 

get, like cookies, candy, and chips.  But this just had feminine care.  There’s an 

entire aisle for these things?  How many choices do women need?   

I made the turn and was officially on the aisle, face-to-plastic with a wall of 

colorfully packaged sanitary napkins.  I turned to find the same thing on the other 

side.  Aahh!  I’m the stuffing in a stuff sandwich!   

My palms broke out in a sweat followed by that tingly sensation you get in 

your armpits right after you have a near-death experience; like when you almost 

hit a car while driving or you see a spider.  I hate spiders.  Hate them almost as 

much as I hate standing in the middle of aisle seventeen.   

I tamped down the panic attack very much on the verge of dropping me to 

my knees.  It would have been fine to pass out in the electronics department and 

let everyone believe you had a medical issue.  As a man, what you don’t want to 

do is pass out on the tampon aisle, ‘cause that’s how you end up on YouTube 

with ten million views.    

One calming breath and I’d grab what she needed and get out.  Only 

problem was I had no idea what she needed.  In my rush to come to her rescue I 

completely forgot to ask what type of… stuff Zaria used.  There are some things 

in a relationship that you never need to know.  For instance, Z doesn’t need to 



know that I prefer to use her Jergens lotion when I’m jackin’ off.  Just so we’re 

clear any lotion will do, but Jergens provides the perfect balance of friction and 

lubrication necessary for maximum pleasure while leaving Little Derek 

surprisingly smooth and moisturized.  Not to mention my hands look amazing.  

Jergens for jerkin’!  That should be their new slogan.  I’m already drafting the 

letter.  Anyhow, Z doesn’t need to know about Jergens, and I don’t need to know 

if she prefers Kotex to Always.  Except for right now since it would help a lot. 

I yanked my phone from my pocket and hit speed dial.  It rang three times 

then redirected me to her voicemail.  I hung up and dialed again only to get the 

same result.  I was on my own.   

I tried to remember anything I could about the cabinet under the sink.  I 

don’t look in there much ‘cause that’s where she keeps her, uh…you know, and 

nothing in there concerns me.  But I did look in there for toilet paper once.  And I 

think I remember seeing something in pink plastic and another in some kind of an 

aqua.  I glanced down the aisle and nearly shat myself!  They were all wrapped 

in pink or aqua!  What the…?  How do women tell them apart?  Better yet, how 

do their unwitting boyfriends tell them apart?  I’ll tell you how - they don’t send 

their boyfriends to buy their… stuff.  Clearly I was in over my head.  

I took a tentative stroll down the aisle, trying to get an idea of how things 

were arranged.  I ruled out the generics, so that was half the battle down.  I 

carefully plucked a package from the shelf and read it.  Panty liners.  This might 

be a stupid question but aren’t these all panty liners?  I mean, they all line 



panties, right?  They need to put a scaled diagram on these things.  Maybe I 

should write a letter. 

I grabbed another one from a different spot on the shelf, hoping to 

compare the two.  These were tampons.  Does Z use tampons?  No idea.  I put 

both packages back and grabbed another: Pads for light days.  And another: For 

maximum leak protection.  And another: For heavy flow.  They all said something 

different.  And there was even a package where the leak absorbing dots made a 

picture of a flower!  Okay I’m no expert, but clearly a guy designed this.  Only a 

man would think a woman cared about a flower on her pad.  As I understand it, 

there’s nothing remotely artistic about the process.  It’s not paint by numbers, 

y’know?   

I moved down the aisle and grabbed another: Ultra-thin with wings in the 

new Fresh Scent.  Does the scented pad actually help?  A guy must’ve designed 

these, too.  I put it back and ventured a little farther down where a blue display 

board jutted from the shelf that allowed you to feel the texture of the pad.  

Hesitating briefly, I touched the tip of my finger to the exposed square, lightly 

brushing the fibers then jerking my hand back quickly like I’d been burned.  I 

glanced around to make sure I hadn’t been watched and was relieved to see no 

one else around.  Touching the fem care display is yet another way to be 

immortalized on YouTube. 

A few more steps down and I reached the end of the aisle.  I swear aisle 

seventeen is the longest aisle in this store.   At the end were condoms and lube.  

Now condoms and lube are something I can do.  I turned to look at the items on 



the other side –vag-itch cream and pregnancy kits– and chuckled.  That’s a great 

way to promote abstinence.  Forget the condoms and you’ll be back on aisle 

seventeen picking up a kit and cream.  They might as well sell them as a combo 

pack so you only have to come down here once.   

I tried to reach Z again, hoping she picked up while I pushed my buggy out 

of the aisle and headed for the snacks.  I needed something to detract from the 

aqua or pink package I was gonna have in my cart soon. 

The phone rang and rang with no answer. I disconnected and sent a text:  

WHAT KIND DO YOU NEED?  I hit SEND and went over to the chips, tossing two 

bags into the cart followed by some cookies, a bag of candy, and a box of those 

little goldfish crackers.  I like goldfish crackers.  They’re like a party in your 

mouth!   

Minutes later another announcement came over the loudspeaker 

indicating the store would be closing in ten minutes.  Damn.  Zaria had yet to 

return my text and I was running out of time.  I’d just have to man up.  I marched 

back over to aisle seventeen - the tingling sensation returned, but I pushed it 

aside.  Nothing would deter me from my goal - not the screeching cart, not even 

the fact that I had no idea what I was supposed to be buying.  Nothing.  I had to 

forge on.  Hey, I can wrestle gators and snatch salmon from rushing rivers.  I 

would prevail! 

Firm in my resolve I turned the cart and froze, surprised to see someone 

else on the aisle.  A tall older man in a thick gray hoodie was holding a blue 



package.  He looked at me, then at my cart, and laughed.  “You’re on duty, too, 

huh?”   

I glanced at the small hand basket he held.  Empty.   

“You’re a first timer, aren’tcha?” he asked, eyes roving over the amount of 

crap I’d dumped into my buggy to hide whatever package I was gonna pick up.  I 

nodded dumbly and must have looked like a deer in headlights for the way his 

eyes turned sympathetic.   

“What did you say?” 

I ventured down the aisle a little closer to where he stood holding that blue 

pack with all the nonchalance of a seasoned veteran.  

“What do you mean?” 

“What got you on duty?  Did you say something or do something?” 

“I didn’t do or… say anything.” His smile widened like he knew something I 

didn’t.  Trying for the same indifference, I grabbed a pink bundle and looked it 

over like it was a bar of soap with ingredients listed somewhere.  “Things were… 

progressing and then she felt sick.”   

The guy rumbled a hearty laugh as though I’d just told a joke.  “Yeah, but 

what did you say when things were progressing?” he pressed.   

Is it weird that we were standing on aisle seventeen, two complete 

strangers, bonding over maxi pads?  I shrugged.  “I said ‘ditto’.” 

“‘Ditto’?” he frowned.  “Ditto to what?” 



My shoulders lifted and fell.  “She said,” –I mimicked Z’s voice- “‘I love 

you, Derek’, and I said ‘ditto’.”  I put the pink package back and grabbed the blue 

one like the one he held.  Whatever his girl used Z could use, too, right?   

To my surprise he shook his head and clapped my shoulder like we were 

long-time friends.  “Derek, you never say ditto to an ‘I love you’.” 

For some reason that raised my hackles and I turned defensive. “I always 

say ditto,” I retorted.  “I’ve never said anything else.”  This guy had no idea what 

me and Zaria had.  A little male bonding over lady products doesn’t mean he 

knows me, does it?  

All right, let’s assume my new friend in the trenches had a point.  Zaria 

couldn’t have been mad at “ditto”, could she?  It really is what I always say.  Four 

months ago she dropped the first L-bomb on me.  So I responded with ditto 

because it’s, well… ditto.   

“And ditto gets you sent on a store run for tampons in the middle of the 

night,” he said, breaking into my thoughts.  “And since you’re standing here 

searching, I take it she didn’t even tell you what brand she uses?” 

I shook my head slowly. 

“Derek, it sounds to me like your girl wants proof.” 

Frowning, I pointed an accusing finger at the package he’d tossed into his 

carrier.  “So what’d you do, then?” 

He scratched his head and smiled, the bright lights of Target gleaming off 

the gold band on his ring finger.  “I married her.” 

Another blue pack landed in his little red basket and he strode away. 



Alone now, I stared at all the crap I’d dumped into my buggy.  I might eat 

the chips, but the bag of candy I probably didn’t need.  The cookies either.  And 

to be honest, I hate those goldfish crackers.  Need more salt.  You gotta eat 

handfuls of ‘em just to catch some of the cheddar flavor.  It’s like half a party in 

your mouth ‘cause you’re waiting for this taste explosion and then pppfffttt.  And 

who wants to go to half a party?  

The warning for five minutes ‘til closing crackled over the PA system, the 

man’s voice sounding less friendly and more rushed like he wished everyone 

would leave already so he could get the hell home.  I racked my brain, pushing 

aside thoughts video game cheats and chili dogs, digging and digging through 

my memory bank until I finally recalled seeing something with a flash of pink 

plastic and white writing in the forbidden cabinet of Z’s bathroom.  I located the 

item most similar –unscented sans flowers– and decided to give it a go.  

Leaving the cart on aisle seventeen, I jogged to the front of the store.  I 

dropped the bundle on the counter and grabbed a bar of chocolate.  Z likes this 

kind – only chocolate I like is Z.  The guy working the register picked up the pads 

and gave me the requisite weird look before scanning the item and dropping it 

into the bag.  Then he reached for the chocolate bar and repeated the process.  I 

paid and left the store feeling a lot stronger than when I’d walked in. 

I got back to Z’s apartment and headed straight for the bedroom, 

expecting to see her still curled up in a ball on the bed.  Instead she was sitting 

on the couch in the living room wearing an oversize tee and boxer shorts, 

absently flipping through channels on the television. 



Still holding the bag, I pulled my sweatshirt over my head and tossed it on 

a chair at the dining table.  “You feelin’ better?” 

She nodded, shoulder-length dreads shaking a little.  

I took a breath.  “I love you, Zaria.”   

She stiffened before slowly turning her head to look at me with disbelief. 

Now that it was out there I couldn’t pull it back.  Not that I wanted to, but that was 

the first time I’d said the words to anyone who wasn’t a relative.  And even then, 

unless it was immediate family –actually, especially if it was immediate family– I 

used it sparingly. 

 “I don’t know if I got the right kind,” I continued, shaking a little as I 

reached into the bag.  It was really stupid to be this nervous saying something I 

think I knew a long time ago.  “And I got you some chocolate ‘cause I know how 

much you-” 

I glanced up to see Zaria standing before me.  I hadn’t even noticed she’d 

moved from the couch I was looking so hard into the depths of the plastic bag, 

distracting myself with the near emptiness of it.   

“What did you say?”  

“Got you some chocolate.” I dangled the bar between my thumb and 

middle finger, swinging it in front of her eyes like a pendulum.  She grabbed it 

from my hand and tossed it on the dining room table.   

“Before that.”  One arched brow shot up. 

My mouth went dry and I swallowed so hard my Adam’s apple tugged at 

my skin.  “I love you.” 



Z stared at me long and hard with her “calculate the value of pi using 

nothing but the stars and a stick” look, eyes narrowed slightly.  I felt like an ant 

being scrutinized under a magnifying glass, slow roasting in the sun.   

“What made you say that now?” Zaria asked, her expression turning 

thoughtful.   

I motioned at the pads I’d wrestled from the bag and shrugged.  “If it isn’t 

love…?” 

Fixed on the package, she gently shook her head and grinned slyly, brown 

eyes twinkling with mischief.  “Not the right kind, but it doesn’t matter.  I have a 

ton in the bathroom.”   

My face fell.  A heated flush started at my ears and crept into my cheeks.  

“You mean you sent me to the store in the middle of the night for nothing?” What 

kind of game was she playing here?  Not only was the entire experience 

mortifying, I could have been knee-deep in video games by now. 

She took a step back, arms over her chest.  “On the contrary.  I sent you 

to the store to teach you a lesson.  Don’t be mad at me, you brought this on 

yourself, Derek.” 

I glared at her, smiling that cute smile with her big brown eyes all wide and 

innocent.  Try as I might I can never stay mad at Zaria and that can be infuriating 

at times.  Especially since she’s usually right.  Ditto’s a copout, isn’t it?  Yeah, it’s 

fine for when you’re talking to the waitress at the pub after your buddy orders a 

beer: Ditto for me, thanks. It’s not so good when your super sexy girlfriend tells 



you she loves you.  I don’t know why I couldn’t tell Z how I felt before.  There’s no 

deep, esoteric reason, but I’m glad I finally did.   

My lips quirked into a lecherous grin, and seeing the look in my eyes Z 

turned to run.  Too slow.  The bag and pads tumbled from my hands and I 

pounced quickly, pulling her back to me and tickling the life out of her.  Even 

über-geniuses have a kryptonite, and here’s a tip:  If you’re gonna date one, 

learn what their weakness is early on.  Sometimes it’s the only defense you’ve 

got.   

My fingers wiggled against her sides and belly, and she did everything to 

free herself from my grasp.  Her feminine laugh echoed off the walls of the 

apartment intermixed with her cries for me to stop. 

“You promise not to send me to the store again for tampons or pads or 

any other feminine crap?”  I knew she was agreeing under duress, but I needed 

some sort of guarantee.  Secretly, I don’t think going for stuff will ever bother me 

again.  It wasn’t that big a deal, but I won’t tell her that. 

Nodding furiously she gasped out, “Yes, yes! Anything!  Just…please… 

stop!”   

I tickled her a little longer for good measure before finally ceasing my 

assault.  Still gripping her from behind, my arms wrapped around her shoulders 

in a tight bear hug.  Z leaned back against me, smoothing her hands over mine 

as the last of the giggles passed. 

I nibbled her neck and whispered, “So does this mean you’re not on your 

period?” My voice might have been a bit too hopeful, but I didn’t care.  Little 



Derek was lined up expertly between her soft ass cheeks and instinctively my 

hips ground forward. 

“Sorry buddy.  That part wasn’t a lie.”  Z turned around and grabbed the 

waistband of my jeans, pushing me toward the couch, eyes locked on mine.  “But 

I’ll make it up to you.”  She lifted the tee-shirt and unbuttoned my jeans –all six 

buttons, painfully slow– her knuckles grazing my dick as she worked her way 

down.  My brain went to mush as it usually does when Little Derek is at the helm.  

Then the pants were gone along with my boxers, both pooling around my ankles. 

“Wha-what are you…Oh, damn,” I moaned when she dropped to her 

knees and her tongue found my groin, lightly tracing my skin.  She circled my 

length with her warm hand, stroking surely and firmly. 

“Well,” Z started, pressing a kiss at the base of my growing cock, “I 

noticed…” She placed another kiss on the opposite side, making my stomach 

clench.  “I’m dangerously low on Jergens…” This kiss lingered, her tongue 

darting out to taste me while she trailed it up my thick shaft.  Had I not been 

otherwise distracted I might have taken offense at the sarcasm in her voice.  “So 

how about,” –another kiss– “la petite mort” –one more– “by my lack of a gag 

reflex, hmm?”   

Lack of a… Why didn’t I know about this before? Z’s never “stepped up to 

the mic” so to speak, and this was a first, but while every guy would absolutely 

love for his girl to go down, it’s not a point you need to press when you’re getting 

sex on a regular.  This was unexpected, and I was so excited I almost came just 

from the thought of it. 



Z didn’t wait for my answer, not that I could have given a coherent one 

while she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock, nearly sending me air-

born before opening wide to take me in her hot mouth.   

I hissed when she drew back; her cheeks hallowed as she sucked my 

throbbing flesh before releasing me with an audible pop.  I think she looked up at 

me – I can’t be certain since everything on the way to nirvana is blurry.  She blew 

on my spit-shined shaft then shoved as much of it as she could deep into her 

mouth. 

“Aahh.”  Just when I thought I’d reached the back, she relaxed her throat 

and took me deeper.  Bless her; the woman was trying to swallow me whole!  

My hands went to either side of her skull and I tried to restrain myself from 

pumping my hips, but I’ll admit they moved a little.  It’s so soft and warm and wet 

in there.  I looked down to see myself disappearing past her juicy lips only to 

reappear a second later as she built into a frenzied rhythm, her head bobbing 

enthusiastically against my crotch.  Sexiest view ever.   

One hand braced on my thigh, the other snaked between my legs to my 

balls.  Her nails dragged over them lightly before she began kneading them ever 

so gently.  My sac tightened when she increased her pace, and hearing the little 

slurping sounds she made only intensified the situation.   

T-minus sixty seconds to lift-off! 

“Z,” I pleaded, my voice strained as I tried to hold back.  “Baby, I’m close.”  

I’m not sure that last bit actually made it out of the thought stage ‘cause my head 

was thrown back and I was using every bit of strength I had to both remain 



standing and not shoot off into my girlfriend’s mouth.  I am a gentleman, after all, 

and when your girl does you a big favor you don’t repay it by spitting in her eye.  

(Pardon the pun.)   

My body jerked with every nod of her sexy little head, every moan that 

escaped her throat.  The tingle that started low in my groin now radiated into 

tendrils of ecstasy igniting each nerve in my body, one cell at a time, until every 

inch of me was humming with anticipation.   

“Z,” I begged hoarsely.  Any more and I would plunge hard over the edge.  

Ignoring my warning, she tightened her lips around my shaft and tugged a little 

harder on my balls. 

And that’s when I lost it. 

I gripped her head, hips thrusting wildly into the hot slickness of her 

mouth.   

“This what you want, huh?” I growled, almost there, guiding her head over 

my dick.  “Want me fuckin’ your mouth, don’t you?” 

Mouth full, Z Mmm-hmmed her response, her hand abandoning my balls 

to grip my other thigh and pull me to her, moaning louder, sucking faster. Deeper. 

Faster. Harder. Faster… faster…faster until, “Oh! Oh! Ohhh fuuuuucckk!”   

One final thrust and my body locked, a river of hot, sticky cum shooting 

straight down her throat.  Z slurped and swallowed hungrily, bringing her hand 

back to my balls to wring every last bit of tangy nectar from me, managing not to 

spill a drop.  Every inch of my body was on alert and zinging by the time she 

finished milking me dry. 



Satisfied and soaked, Little Derek slid from her mouth, and I collapsed 

onto the couch breathing hard.  Z seductively licked her lips, dabbing daintily at 

the corners of her mouth with her finger. 

“Damn, that was incredible,” I panted, eyes half closed, head lolling on the 

back of the couch.  She rose from the floor and dropped down on the couch 

beside me, draping her legs over my lap, and I loosely held her in my arms.  

“Had I known you were that good at givin’ head I’da told you I loved you months 

ago, baby,” I mumbled.  Smiling lazily I let my eyes slide closed. “Now you’ll 

never get me to stop saying it.”  Knowing her gaze was on me, I waited for the 

retort to that little jewel. 

“You’re a jerk, you know that?” she stated, her tone playful. 

Happily exhausted, I forced open one eye, then the other.  Things were 

still a little hazy, but her gorgeous face was clear as day.  “Yeah, but I’m the jerk 

who’s in love with you, Z.”  I’d never meant anything more in my life.   

A corner of her mouth tilted up and I hugged her close.  Head snuggled 

against my neck she whispered, “Ditto.” 

 

~ The End ~ 
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