Chapter 4

Midnight Booty Call?

I’m back at home waiting like a good little puppy for Karisma to call.  Over the past few days I’ve gotten used to talking to her.  She is the first girl I’ve talk to since my trifling ex-girlfriend.  I thought about getting her a present for her birthday, but I don’t want to make any impressions too soon.  I’m still curious about the way this woman looks.  She might be a total gargoyle.  You know the A. K. A’s pride themselves on taking in the most pretty, precious and prestige’s black women in America, but lately I’ve seen some wolves sneaking into the sorority.  So, Lord, I’m praying that Karisma is the right one, because.  I can’t have an ugly flunky on my arm; it’s just not kosher.

It’s 11:59pm and I am waiting for the phone to ring, but instead there is a knock on at door.  “Shoot! Who could be banging on my door this late at night?  I thought very curiously.  As I looked through the peephole, there stood this fine woman and I thought to myself, “she must be at the wrong apartment.”  So I opened the door.

“Can I help you?” I said in my best deep and sexy voice.

“It’s me Kayleel, Karisma!” she said standing there with a sexy tight fitting cut off sweater that reveals her navel which was neatly tucked into a sexy wash board stomach.  The skirt she is wearing hugs her hips and shows off her perfect hourglass shape.  As my eyes travel the curvy lining of her body, I am enticed by these long "go go” boots that come right below her beautiful knees that have no scars or black marks.  I mean this girl is fly.  She smells so divine, like apples and cranberries.  As I stare in her light brown eyes, I am immediately thrown off balance, like a drunk on Saturday.  Her eyes seem to speak to me saying, “I want you.”  She resembles Jada Pinkett Smith, which by the way is my second favorite female in terms of fantasy.  She is about 5’6” with a short hairstyle similar to the one Jada had in the movie Jason’s Lyric.

After drooling, and being and stunned by her breath taking presence, I asked her in and then looked up toward the ceiling and mouthed “thank you Lord”.

“What a surprise, Karisma!  I wasn’t expecting you to come over here.  I thought you were in Detroit,” I said while still checking her out.

“I was, but I was bored so I wanted to come up here and meet you face to face,” she said as she gave me a hug.

I was digging the fact that she came up hear to see me.  I mean she was with her family for the holiday break.  You know this type of stuff has never happened to me before; I always read about it in romance novels, or see this type of thing in movies, but rarely in real life.

After that a long hug, which sent Mr. Bo-Jangles rising out of my silk fruit of the loom boxers, I turned around and stuffed my piece in between my legs, pulled up my jogging pants, and offered her a seat.  She starts walking around my apartment looking all in my bedroom.

“Hey that’s a dangerous place for you to be looking, don’t you get caught up were you might get stuck,” I said.

“Oh I’m not worried about getting stuck,” she said looking at me with those seductive eyes.

“So, are you sure that the bedroom is where you want to be looking,” I said stepping towards her.

“Now that all depends on you,” she says as she grabbed my hand. 

Now at this point, I can tell she’s moving in on me quick, and I’m about two shakes away from offering her my side of the bed, and then she can cook me breakfast in the morning.  This is an expression I learned from my Uncle Nelly Long McGovern, who is a player till this day.

“Listen do you think it’s good for you to be here at this time?” I asked stroking my chin.

“Why? Don’t you want me here?” she asked placing her head on my shoulder.

“No, that’s not it at all; it’s just when a sister comes over a brotha’s house at what 12:00 in the morning that spells booty call,” I said as I turned my body around quickly trying to turn and hide my penis peeking through my jogging pants. 

“Where did it ever say that?” she said rubbing my back in a slow circular motion, not knowing that my back was the spot that turned me on.

As I turned to face her, I hold myself back from laying my lips upon hers, but instantly I hold her tight feeling her breast, which are like two ripe melons, as I responded to her question.

“In the “Players and Pimps Handbook”, Section 9 Subparagraph b,” I said.

“Ha! Ha! Funny! You know you’re cute when you lie?” she said.

Now she’s following me all the way to the bedroom, pushing up on me like a piece of meat.  After a couple of rubs on my back and a long intimate hug.  I embrace her with all the passion that is on the inside of me and kiss her gently on the lips.  Her soft tantalizing lips covered my lips like soft warm pillows.  My hands are grabbing her soft and supple behind as we begin throwing clothes everywhere.  First her sweater, and then my shirt, then her skirt, and then my jogging pants and boxers.  Here standing in my room is Mrs. Karisma Jenkins, fine and butt naked in those “go go” boots.  I stand there erect looking at this woman, who I think is cut like a porno star especially in those black boots, that hug the lower half of her leg like they were specifically made for her.  My penis has now reached full thrust, and I am ready to give her the best night she could ever imagine, but there is a dilemma, I have no condoms.  Both of us are stark naked, ready to do the nasty and I cannot do it.

“Baby if you want we can buy some condoms,” she suggested.

“Naw that’s all right, we can’t do this anyway, it’s just not right,” I said as I slammed the picture of my black Jesus with the tears coming from his eyes, face down on my dresser.  “Just can you uhm… cook me something, I don’t care what it is,” I said feeling horny and frustrated.

“All right baby,” she said looking disappointed. 

Man, I wanted to wax that behind, but it must be a sign from God that I was about to mess up.  I mean I am trying to be saved you know, going to church, teaching the children and all.  I was doing well for along time; abstaining from sex and masturbation. Trying to be a model Christian, but sometimes the funk hits the fan.

I take a shower, having in mind that I have to release this sexual tension.  Some might call it jerking your turkey, or beating your meat, but I call it pushing the emergency button.  There is no way I’m going to the hospital for a chronic case of blue balls.  So as she cooks, I’ll get to know myself a little better, and then I’ll wash my behind, and repent later.





I step out of the shower and go into my bedroom and there she was fully clothed, holding my plate up for me to take and then she tapped the bed for me to sit next to her. As I eat she watches me with this stupid grin on her face.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“Nothing!” she replies, staring at me like she knew I jacked off in the shower or 

something.  I tried to be silent and as quick as I could. 

“What are you thinking about?” she asked looking concerned. 

“Nothing.” 

“Do you want me to leave?”

“No, no… it’s alright you can stay.  I just need to sleep on the couch.  I have to be right for the Lord; you know, I have to stay pure,” I said as I turn over picture of Jesus once again.

“But I won’t do anything to you, I cross my heart, hope to die, stick a needle in my eye,” she says while doing the hand movements.

“Yea I know, but I don’t trust myself right now, so I think I better hit the sofa,” I said taking one more glance at that Jesus picture.





The next morning when I woke up, I was expecting her to be there lying in my bed like I left her last night sleeping like a little angle, but instead, she was gone.  Although she left in a hurry she left me a letter sealed with a lipstick kiss that she made as a signet.

Kayleel,

I had to leave early, I couldn’t sleep knowing that you were out there and I was in here. I didn’t mean to make you go against your moral standards, although I feel a connection between us, and a love, which I hope you feel. Do you believe in love at first site?  Well, I do, and I hope you will excuse my behavior last night, I just got caught up in the moment, I think we both did. Come to my parent’s house for the holidays and spend the evening with me. So if you love me I will see or hear from you soon.  I am looking forward to you and me being together.  I am expecting your call so that you and I can talk about our future together.
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Karisma Jenkins

After reading her letter, I went and soaked in the bathtub hoping I was not getting ready to make the wrong decision.  I’ve fallen “in love at the first sight” before and it proved to be a disaster that I wish never happened.  Besides, I believe in the words that the Lord spoke through my pastor who said to me “you will hear a song of love with in you heart, then you will know who to give your love to.”

