
"That girl knows every single man would ask her for her hand.  
But she says her love is much too deep for them to understand. 

She says her love has been crying out but her lover hasn't heard. 
But what she doesn't realize is that I've listened to every word..." 

---Lyrics from "That Girl" - Stevie Wonder 

They say if you really want to know the truth about someone, go through their 
phone. That's definitely true about her. I should know, because I am her phone. A 
Note 9, android. (She says Apple is a cult.) I am huge, but when she first shopped 
for a phone, she just went into the Sprint store she said, "My eyes are bad, give me 
the biggest screen you got." And they handed her a Note 5, and she's been with us 
ever since. All her truth is here - in the gallery of dick pics she keeps to amuse 
herself, in the trails of Facebook and Instagram DMs from scores of men, and 
especially in her Tidal playlists. 

This Stevie Wonder classic is the last song on her list. More specifically, it is the 
last song on the last list of such songs. She has three lists of these songs - "Tossing 
and Turning, Volumes 1, 2, and 3." The three are a collection of love and sex 
songs. She's strange in that most people keep their romantic songs and their 
passionate songs separate. She does not. Her dirty raunchy "fuck me hard" songs 
are nestled right alongside her "I'll love you for always and forever" songs. The 
only exception to this are Prince slow jams, which get their own list of course. 
Anything else would be uncivilized. She groups songs by how they make her feel 
first and foremost, then by their lyrics. So if a love song makes her feel the same 
way a sex song does, they go together. It made sense to her.  

Tonight she is scrolling through "Tossing and Turning, Volume 2" while she 
spends time with a slightly inappropriate man she connected to a few months ago. 
They are in bed. He is naked. She is too. He is marveling at her skin as he tries to 
open a condom quietly, and she is looking for music to play. I am marveling at 
how rapidly this particular pairing took place. I never saw it coming, and I see it 
all. Men stay in her DMs. All her DMs. So many in fact, many of the messages go 
unanswered, and she is quick to block someone who crosses the line. She is 
typically friendly with people who reach out to her. That's just the way she is. And 
she's a great conversationalist. She is very open – this is the word most of them use 
to describe her. Very non-judgmental. Very calm. Unflappable. Most men find 
themselves revealing their deepest insecurities by the third conversation. Usually 
that's when she'll shift the conversation to less troubled waters, becoming light and 



jovial on a dime, and the next thing you know, the man in question finds himself 
talking to her about sports and artisanal beers. She's not a fan of women doing free 
emotional labor for men, so she's really not down for too much oversharing from 
the randoms, as she calls them. If she really likes the guy she'll recommend a few 
therapists, suggesting that might be the best way for them to deal with the issues 
they shared so freely with her. For the men she genuinely considers friends, so 
with them there is more give and take. They may bring their troubles to her, but 
she leans on them equally to be a sounding board for her. Plus this group of men 
don't send her dick pics, so that helps. This is not to say she isn't a flirt, because she 
is. She is. She is adept at the double/triple/quadruple entendre, snappy retorts and 
witty chatter flow from her easily and freely. She's vulgarly funny yet 
philosophical all at once. So she flirts, and she doesn't necessarily discourage 
flirting, as long as it is strictly verbal. But her boundaries are clear, and she polices 
those boundaries fiercely. A single, even slight violation of them can cause 
banishment from her queendom.  

This traffic increased in her online world, as it did for everyone, once the pandemic 
hit and people found themselves struggling to sleep at night. Random intimate 
discussion became more regular occurrences. People found themselves reaching 
out for something, anything, distractions, reasons to live, reasons to hope, and 
often they reached to slightly familiar faces that became more familiar as these 
exchanges occurred. And she always had trouble sleeping, so the pandemic didn't 
help. Someone was always awake, wanting to talk, craving human connection, 
craving the presence of others however they could get it. And she did too, so she 
often found herself responding to DMs late into the night, and occasional Zoom 
chats, where people bared their souls more freely than they ever had. Being so 
close to so much sickness and death made everyone want to feel alive, to take 
chances. And so they did. And that was how it began to happen.  

It was innocent at first. Brief exchanges. Respectful. Appropriate. They knew each 
other just well enough to be slightly familiar. When I saw the exchanges, I 
chuckled a little. He seemed nice enough, and didn't seem to want anything from 
her. But I noticed when their exchanges became more frequent. I even noticed the 
first time he said "fuck" to her during one of their marathon chats. He typed to her, 
"I want to fuck and be fucked." In most cases, when "fuck" shows up in one of her 
DMs with a man she didn’t know well, the discussion immediately dwindles. The 
subject matter pivots. Suddenly the word "Ravens" shows up in the conversations a 
lot. It's funny to me. In some cases the block comes shortly after. In other cases, 
the dick pictures come shortly after - as soon as I get the notification that a jpeg is 
coming to her DMs, I sometimes wish I could tell the man to not do it. I want to 



tell him this is not the way. But I'm just her phone, and I can only deliver the 
messages that are sent. I can't stop the block when it happens either.  

But they both jumped into each other like they had been waiting to do it all their 
lives. Their chats got longer and longer. They would last for hours. Sometimes I'd 
be down to ten percent before she'd remember to charge me, and she always 
charges me. That's when I knew this was going to be a thing between them. The 
pictures would go back and forth, back and forth. The first dick pic he sent didn't 
result in a block. She actually responded in kind with a rather revealing photo of 
herself. Even I was shocked. She didn't do that. She hadn't sent that kind of pic to a 
man since her ex from years ago. But, like I said, the two of them were on some 
other thing. Maybe even some other planet. A COVID-free planet where they 
could roam more freely. They talked about going out to lunch one day when 
COVID didn't limit their movements as much. They spoke so responsibly about 
wanted to protect themselves and each other and their respective loved ones in the 
beginning. But I knew that they weren't going to wait. No one ever does once they 
start sending naked pictures to each other. And pandemic be damned, people don’t 
wait even now, though they say they are. We phones know this. Since COVID-19, 
people get to chatting in the DMs with the full intention of not seeing each other 
until the number of cases go down. And they really do mean it at the time. They 
talk about meeting outside, wearing masks, staying apart while seeing each other. 
"We can pack a picnic lunch and eat in the park" they say. They check the weather 
reports faithfully, looking for days that are warm enough to be outdoors 
comfortably. But we phones always know the truth, which is the more they chat, 
and the more pictures they exchange, and the more the words "I want to see you" 
appear in their chats, the more they talk about figuring out how to meet and be 
safe, the faster the definition of "safe" changes. Or sometimes they throw caution 
to the wind, like these two. I remember the days when they wore their masks 
religiously the entire time when they were together. I remember the first time he 
asked if he could kiss her, and though he wanted to kiss her lips, she directed him 
to her cheek, and he nervously removed his mask to plant a long, soft kiss on her 
face, nuzzling it slightly and resting there, inhaling her scent before pulling away 
and putting his mask back on. But one thing I know, human interactions are never 
safe. Pandemics just make them more dangerous. Makes me glad I'm just a phone. 

And as she ran her fingers across my face, perusing the selections that were part of 
"Tossing and Turning, Volume 2" list, he watched her with so much lust in his 
eyes, it made me uncomfortable to see it. His lips were slightly parted, and his 
breathing was ragged. He was staring at her breasts as she considered what musical 
selections would be best for this moment. I was worried about their pandemic 



judgment when it came to each other. Plus she could be impulsive at times. She 
didn’t listen to her brain when it came to these things, so why would she listen to 
her phone? Something about him had gotten under her skin, had gotten past her 
defenses quite quickly. I had never seen anyone accomplish in such a short time 
what he had done. It was like they wanted to be vulnerable. Like they were aching 
to be, longing to be. Waiting for each other in a way. But I knew it was because of 
the pandemic. It has intensified everything for everyone. If it weren't for the 
pandemic, I promise you they wouldn't be together now. I was certain of this. They 
were strangers mostly, only slightly acquainted, with a decent number of mutual 
friends on Facebook, and occasional public exchanges on social media. And that's 
all they would have continued to be, would have ever been. She would have never 
spoken to him beyond those public exchanges, and there was no reason for him to 
step into her DMs either. He would have assumed she wasn't down. But there they 
were, him staring at her, waiting to pounce, and her knowing but pretending to be 
oblivious. She lay down upon the bed, on her stomach, me in her hands, scrolling 
and scrolling. He watched her hands move across my screen almost jealously. She 
stretched and scrolled, and his erection jumped up, trying to move towards her. I 
saw him tear the condom open and roll it over his intensely hard dick. As soon as 
she decided on "Moments In Love" and touched me in the place that made the song 
begin, he quickly moved toward her, lying across her back, calling her name and 
pressing the head of his dick between her pussy's lips in one fluid motion. It paused 
there a moment, and he inhaled sharply, not quite expecting the tightness he found 
there. He was unsure ever so briefly, but she moaned in obvious pleasure and 
arched her back upwards, sending her pussy out to meet him, and suddenly he 
found myself sliding into her wetness. As I began to play the opening chords of the 
song, she dropped me as she clutched the sheets, and I fell to the carpet. 
Fortunately for them, I fell speaker side up, so they could still hear me as they 
began to give and take all the things they'd promised each other in all the DMs.  

I'll be left to my own devices as they get to know each other. This is their first time 
together, so they will spend time figuring each other out sexually. My role is to 
provide the soundtrack. But I do watch as well, and listen. Humans are fascinating 
to me. These two are especially fascinating.  

As he moves more deeply into her, I hear her say his name. I remember them 
talking about this very moment - the moment when they would say each other’s 
names in this way. I remember her saying she wanted to say his name, and he 
would type her name over and over sometimes. She doesn't say his name loudly, 
but it is still forceful, far above a whisper, but her voice is tight and tender and full 
of pleading. It was a question and an answer at the same time. She repeats his 



name every time he presses the full weight of his body and his desire into her. He 
worries briefly that he may be hurting her. He isn't. She loves it, and he quickly 
figures out, based on how her body responded to him that he truly can be himself 
with her. She brings her hips to him over and over with complete abandon, her 
pussy clutching at his dick for dear life as the waters rose in her. He starts to pound 
harder, and he can feel her getting wetter as he does, and it pleases him more than 
he can say. "Moments In Love" is a long song, and they keep pace with every 
change in the music. When the music slows, they slow their movements to a 
delicious grinding. When the music pounds, they pound. When the pounding ends, 
they stroke with intention. She sighs, and it is as if she is melting into him. She 
hasn't melted in a long time. I wonder if she picked him instead of the others for 
this very reason - maybe she knew his heat would be enough to cause her to melt.  

It is exactly like they described in all those DMs over all the weeks' prior. But even 
more so. They've talked about this for weeks on end. She wasn't like this normally. 
And he said he wasn’t either. So unlike her to be so open to invitation and 
suggestion from strange men. She had always clung to the familiar and known, 
even when it disappointed her. He was just the opposite. Unfamiliar. Unknown. He 
was all the things she feared in men these days, but with him she was wild and 
brave and free. And trusting. So was he. Into the wee hours of the morning they 
talked, dancing dangerously close to today's events in their chat. Sometimes I 
would review their conversations when they were done. She was so explicit with 
him, and he with her. She called his dick "beautiful" when he sent pictures of it. He 
told her about his desire to lick her clit and make her cum. About licking her 
breasts, kissing her lips. No matter how far he went, she met him there, and at 
times exceeded him, and vice versa. Their meeting was like two worlds colliding. 
Boundaries evaporated nanoseconds after they met. Time and time again the words 
"stay in this moment" would appear in their conversations, and that seemed to 
mean keeping each other focused on their time together. It was something a lot of 
phones saw in the COVID pairings that cropped up these days. People meeting 
online, away from prying eyes, colliding together with great force on social media 
because of the circumstances of their lives, then placing themselves in a bubble 
where nothing existed but them. It was easy to spin fantasies these days. The real 
world was especially painful and difficult right now. And truth be told, there was 
risk in them being together when it came to the pandemic, possibly making each 
other sick. "Staying in this moment" was a mantra against all the things meant to 
separate them. Saying that was fine in DMs. But now their connectedness was just 
as undeniable and real as COVID and all the misery they wanted release from. The 
final frontier was being explored right now as I played music for them. Their 
masks were completely off.  



He was stroking her with deeper dedication, feeling every bit of her insides, like a 
parched man finding an oasis overflowing with water. As "Moments In Love" 
reached its crescendo, I heard a sound from him, and then from her, and he 
collapsed onto the bed. They both breathed heavily. I felt her reach for me, and as 
she picked me up, he reached for her, pulling her close. He kissed her. She kissed 
him back, then turned to look back at me. She touched my screen and summoned 
the "Prince Slow Jams" list. She pressed me one last time to cue up the songs and 
dropped me. I fell to the bed. As I looked to see what songs she requested, I 
trembled. 

"Insatiable." "Scandalous." "Adore." "The Beautiful Ones." "Slow Love." 

Now I was definitely afraid for them. Prince songs and these two was an explosive 
combination. They were going someplace that there would be no returning from. 
Not anytime soon anyway. He placed his arms around her, and she did the same. 
He began to kiss her. And I knew he was going to kiss her for a while. She 
returned his kiss, and she touched his face as she did. She moved her fingers 
against his face as she kissed him, so that her hands and her lips could remember 
how it felt to kiss him. It was so intimate, so tender. And as the song played on, 
they continued to kiss, and when their lips parted he would murmur lyrics from the 
song into her mouth.  

KISS. "Tonight we video..." KISS KISS. "No one will ever know." KISS KISS 
KISSING. "We'll erase the naughty bits." KISSSSSSSS. "I'll show my..." 
KISSSSSSSS. "If you show your..." I held my breath as I watched them and the 
song moved along. She traced his lips with her tongue, licking the corners and 
nibbling gently. 

KISSSSSSS. "There's no telling how far I'd go. 'Cause when it comes to you, I 
know. I'm insatiable and I just can't stop." KISSSSSS. KISSSSSS. "Even if I 
wasn't thirsty I would drink every drop." 

She said nothing, allowing him to seduce her with Prince's lyrics and music. Eyes 
closed, falling falling falling under the spell of his lips. I watched him anchor 
himself to her with his lips, his tongue, his mouth. I watched and watched and 
watched as my mistress submitted to his siren song, kissing him back. I realized 
she had kissed him more in those few minutes than she had kissed anyone in the 
last five years. I quickly reviewed all of the interactions she'd had with men over 
the past weeks and months and years. Yes she'd flirted because she flirted a lot 
once she was comfortable with someone. She jousted back and forth with men 



acquaintances, which was fine as long as they maintained the boundaries she set 
up. Many did. It was fun for her. But with those men the outcome had never been 
her kissing, and certainly not her cumming. 

"Insatiable" is six minutes and thirty seven seconds long. I know this because it 
shows up on the song's display on my face. They kissed for every one of those 397 
seconds. 

As "Scandalous" began to play, he lay her down upon the bed. He slid down her 
body and planted kisses along the way. When he got to her pussy, he parted her 
thighs and settled himself there. She opened her legs to receive him and he kissed 
her clit, just as he promised he would. As he did, she covered her face and cried 
out into her cupped palms, hoping he would not see the tears forming in her eyes. 

He inhaled her smell as he kissed her there. I distinctly recall him telling her that 
he was going to put his tongue on her clit. He told her that often, especially 
recently. He told her he wanted to explore her this way. In the three days prior to 
today, the word "clit" appeared in their chat 19 times. And now, he kept his word 
with great enthusiasm. His tongue darted and danced at the entrance to her, kissing, 
licking, sucking in configurations that made her squirm excitedly, moans moving 
through her throat, leaving her mouth, and making their way to his ears. It was as if 
he was reading the messages he sent to her, ticking off each and every thing he'd 
sent to her DMs, making sure he did not disappoint, or fall short, or forget anything 
he'd told her he was going to do. Now he was fucking her slowly with his tongue, 
flicking it as he went deeper into her, curling around her clit and saluting it as he 
did. Drawing slow circles into her skin with his tongue. And she grew wetter with 
every flick. And he felt her happy pussy's weeping fall into his mouth, making him 
crazy and making him want to stay there forever, his face in paradise. 

Social media is an interesting phenomenon. Not too long after they started putting 
hearts and memes and witty commentary on each other's posts in that cute and 
weird way Facebook friends who are more than friends do, her best friend came 
into her DMs to inquire about the activity. "So that's your crush? The one who 
hearts all your stuff the minute you post it?" She denied it, saying that he was just 
friendly and he went all around social media hearting, posting thumbs up and care 
emojis and supportive, empathetic, and even flirtatious words to all his Facebook 
friends. She even showed her best friend examples of him openly flirting with 
other women on Facebook. It did not dissuade her friend. "He might do alladat, and 
he may have crushes on those other women, but he has a big crush on you. YOU," 



her friend responded. She said that it didn't really matter if he did, and was that 
such a bad thing if he did have a crush on her? "Not at all. I'm starting to think 
everyone has a crush on you secretly. But don't think people haven't noticed. They 
have. You know you got eyes on you. And yes I've been asked about him. I told 
people everybody is talking to people more because of COVID." 

Damn people are nosy, she thought. She did realize their mutual, overlapping circle 
of friends and acquaintances would become problematic. She wondered if the man 
kissing her pussy so reverently, as if the answers to all his problems were right 
there in the core of her, understood this. He hoped he would. After all, he was a 
more private person than she, if that were possible.   

She reminded her friend that she was not seeing anyone at all, in any capacity, and 
had been without any significant companionship for nearly three years. She hadn't 
had decent sex consistently in even longer than that. She reminded him that she 
was lucky that she managed to escape the last disaster with her ex that left her 
heart absolutely broken and tattered. Feeling ugly and unwanted and undesirable. 
Not that she was at all interested in this alleged crush, but if she was, if he was, 
didn't she deserve some attention, some flirtatious fun? Someone who at least 
wanted to play around with her in her DMs, even if it amounted to nothing? Even 
from a random Facebook friend serial crusher who liked her and everybody else, if 
that's what it turned out to be? "I know what happened to you," her friend said. "I 
was right there making sure you didn't kill yourself." 

This was true. He was always there, saving her from someone. He kept typing to 
his best friend. "I don't want to have to save you again. You know I always will, 
but that's not what you deserve." There was a long pause as she didn't respond at 
first. His next message said, "You deserve all the good things. And I want you to 
have them. For once I want to see you not hurting, not damaged, not left and alone 
and feeling like shit. Someone being honest, not taking you for a ride with a bunch 
of other chicks." She continued not responding to his DMs as they continued 
rolling in. She couldn't respond. She didn't know what to say. But he kept going. 
"Plus all your entanglements seem to end crazy. Niggas be mad, not speaking to 
you for years afterwards, crying and cussing and carrying on. Violence and 
restraining orders and shit. Always gets crazy. No matter what y'alls situationship 
is. This is one reason why we will always just be best friends. I ain't eva fucking 
you. I've seen what happens afterwards." Now that was funny, and she actually 
laughed out loud, sending three laughing gifs in rapid succession to him. He sent 
two back to her, and a third that was a picture with Babyface from the "Whip 
Appeal" music video, him clad in the iconic pristine white suit, with the words 



"Keep on whipping on me" below his face in white block letters. She laughed at his 
joke out loud as she sat at her desk. Then he typed to her, "You deserve so much. 
More than some random Facebook dude with a random Facebook crush on you 
along with all his other random Facebook crushes, collecting pussies like 
Pokemons.” 

Coincidentally, the man with her, literally devouring her pussy from the clit to the 
ridges on the walls as she clutched at his head, speechless with delight, often said 
the same thing. The phrase "you deserve so much" appeared in their chat 52 times. 
He said so many things to her, as if he knew those seductive words and phrases 
would lead him to exactly where he was right now - face embedded in her juicy 
wet pussy, happily learning all the things he had always wondered about her pussy 
and what it liked. The phrase "you are beautiful" appeared 100 times in their chats. 
The word "love" appeared 117 times. "Please you" showed up 108 times. 
Adjectives and adverbs littered their conversations, especially from him, as he 
seemed to enjoy telling her exactly what he thought about her, how he felt about 
her. And when she asked him directly, because she loved to hear his compliments 
(and even believed them at times), he would type line after line about her eyes and 
her lips and her smile and her skin and her hair and her thighs. It was if he knew 
someone's words had destroyed her confidence, so he brought his words to her in 
the hope that she would use them to build herself back up somehow. She often said 
that she appreciated that he "reminded her of who she was", and it made him happy 
to hear that. Another thing that made him happy was how she smelled. It wasn't 
perfume. It was just her. And he wanted her scent to cling to him. 

"Stay in the moment," a voice inside her said. 

So she did. She grabbed his face and rubbed her pussy into it, soaking his facial 
hair even more thoroughly and completely. He encouraged her, nodding his head 
as he continued to eat her pussy as completely as is humanly possible. I played 
four songs, long ones at that, as he lay between her legs. Even I was impressed, 
and to show my approval I made sure I played "Dive" by Usher. That seemed to 
really inspire and motivate him, because when it played she became more intensely 
vocal, saying his name and making noises that expressed her pleasure even more 
clearly. Her hands would rapidly pat the sheets when she became excited, nervous 
energy moving through her hands, rhythmically patting the sheets faster and then 
faster. The action somehow kept her from screaming. When the song ended he 
raised his head, and she immediately moved away from him, grabbing the covers 
and curling up in a fetal position on one side of the bed. It was as if she were afraid 
of him for a second. He immediately positioned himself behind her, putting his 



arms around her, cuddling her and putting his still moist lips on the back of her 
neck. She smelled herself on him, and smiled. She stretched her body out to allow 
his to enfold her. Their legs intertwined and he held her tighter. Now she felt safe, 
and he was glad. 

They both briefly wondered what this thing between them would look like when 
the world opened back up. They wondered if they would have grown tired of each 
other, or discovered all of this had been some kind of pandemic distraction that 
didn’t have a place in a less constricted world. As they lay there recuperating, I 
played Sade's "Kiss Of Life." 

 


