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Dear Reader:

All that I can say is that Cairo is definitely “The Man.” He has outdone himself with this novel, Big Booty, and that is the only person he could ever outdo. He is in a league of his own so he has no competition. Big Booty is something else. One of the most interesting, diabolical characters that I have personally ever read. Trust me, that is saying something. I was on the edge of my seat the entire time, wondering what she could possibly get into next . . . or who would get into her.

Now Big Booty is not the type of woman that most women would ever aspire to be with—she has a personal football team full of kids by a gaggle of trifling men—but there is something very empowered about her. Some people drown in their fate and others embrace it and learn to deal with it. That is what she does. She realizes that she has made some mistakes, that she has her flaws, but she is determined to live her life instead of sinking into depression over her self-inflicted circumstances.

I do not want to give away the book, but it is nothing short of amazing and I guarantee that you will be thinking about this book long after the last page has been turned. Cairo is something else and he has a long, marvelous future ahead of him. The sky is truly the limit when it comes to his talent.

As always, thanks for supporting Cairo and the authors that I publish under Strebor Books. We appreciate the love and we strive to bring you the best, most prolific authors who write outside of the traditional publishing box. You can contact me directly at zane@eroticanoir.com and find me on Twitter @planetzane and on Facebook at www.facebook.com/AuthorZane.

Blessings,
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Zane

Publisher

Strebor Books

    Strebor Books Online
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO:

All the Big Booty lovers who rode it out with me from beginning to the hot, juicy end. Let’s make it bounce. Make it clap. Make it pop-pop, goddammit!
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Aiight, I’ma keep it quick ‘n’ sticky this time. Seven books in and I’m still bringin’ the heat!

To the sexually liberated and open-minded: Thanks for continuin’ to wave ya freak flags, ridin’ this hot, nassy wave with me, and gettin’ down with the juice. Let’s keep it wet, keep it sticky, and always keep it ready! The Cairo Movement is here to stay!

To all the Facebook beauties ’n’ cuties and cool bruhs who make this journey mad fun: Real rap. Y’all my muthaeffen peeps! Thanks for vibin’ with ya boy! Mad luv, much respect, for real for real.

To my peeps, the ATL/Augusta freak master himself, Shamar: Yo, playboy, keep slingin’ the wood, bringin’ the honeys to their knees ‘n’ beatin’ that thing up, my dude! You already know what it is!

A special shout-out to Johnathan Royal and his alter-ego Jayce: Yo real talk, you one of the coolest, realest, funniest dudes I’ve met in a minute. Keep bein’ you, bruh. Thanks for always pumpin’ ya boy’s joints up on ya FB wall, for the reviews, and for the mad luv!

To Allison Hobbs: Whew, sexy ma-ma . . . You already know what it is with you and me! You’re my partner in crime, my peeps, my damn heart! Real talk, thanks for bein’ so special!

To Zane, Charmaine, Yona and the rest of the Strebor/Simon & Schuster team: I hope you all know how much ya boy appreciates the never-ending luv!

To the members of Cairo’s World: Y’all already know how it goes down. Let’s keep it on the low. ’Cause what’s said on the other side, stays on the other side. [image: images] I know I’ve been neglectin’ y’all like crazy. But I promise I’ma make it up to y’all soon, real talk!

And, to the naysayers: It’s because of you that I keep it raw, hot ‘n’ oh-so nassy! Keep juicin’ the haterade, my peeps. It keeps me horny and keeps me strokin’ out that hotness! Lick them fingers or keep it movin’. Either way, I ain’t goin’ anywhere!

One luv—

Cairo




One


Shit. Everyone knows I like most of my men tatted up and on parole. Love my dicks thick, dark, and in Magnums. Love my pussy beat down to the seams. And this fat, juicy ass eaten with a buncha whipped cream and a whole lotta spit. Yes, lawd! The mofo better know how to heat this hole up right if he expects to get a taste of all this dark chocolate goodness. Flick, lick, tease the rim, and you’ll be guaranteed a night of some hot, freaky sex. Big Booty, baby . . . mmph, thought you knew!


Ain’t no shame in my game, sugah-boo. Bend me over, finger it, eat it, toy it, fuck it . . . do whatever you want with it as long as it’s filled. Yes, baby, this ass’s so good. It’ll have a niggah nuttin’ up in less than ten minutes; in less than five if I start talkin’ all nasty ’n shit to ’im. Please, most of these lame niggahs can’t hang with all this golden-brown goody-goody. Once I bounce this juiciness all up on ’em, they get all strung out on it, then wanna fall in love ’n shit.


Knees on the edge of a bed, back arched, ass high up in the air, I’m a horny bitch always eager to feed a niggah this booty, lettin’ him spread open my cheeks, then lean in and bury his face in. His thick nose breathin’ in the heat and steam from both my ass and pussy—both, hot and horny for a good fuckin’. Yes, baby! Do me right, goddammit! Give me a niggah who kisses my sweet hole, runs his tongue over and around it, then along the seam of my crack as he squeezes a chunk of asscheeks in his big hands and gobbles up this booty; his tongue lappin’my tight, hot spot, slowly wedgin’ its way in. Oooh, my pussy’s gettin’ wet just thinkin’ about it.


Yes, Lawd! I live for wigglin’ my ass up on a dick. And I love poppin’ a niggah upside the head with each booty cheek as he indulges in sloppily eatin’ it out. Big Booty, baby, likes to be ate out right, okay? And I have a whole lot of it to gobble up. Always have; always will. And not one of them nastyasses with a buncha stretch marks or crater dips in it either. Oh no, sugah boo, this ass is smooth, sweetness wrapped around twenty-pounds of hot goodness. And any niggah who gets his tongue up in this knows he better eat it up like sweet potato pie, or get his face clapped the fuck up.


And if he wants to run his dick up in it, then he definitely better bring his tongue game correct. And his dick stroke better be legit. Bitch, what? Fuck what you heard, baby. Big Booty don’t play! I love, love, love it in the ass! Love bein’ fucked deep in it. I know, I know . . . many tricks and hoes and niggahs think ass-fuckin’ is dirty. That it’s downright nasty. But, baaaaaby, don’t get it twisted. Takin’ it in the ass is eroticism at its best. Whew, yes Lawd! Some of my best orgasms have been from anal, boo. Mmmph, you better ask somebody. This asshole sucks in a cock like a Hoover vacuum. Sluuuuuuurp! And you best believe. I bring a niggah to his knees and shut him down every time. Big Booty don’t play, okay?!


Oooh, wait, sugah-boo . . . just so you know. My birth name is Cassandra Beulah-Ann Simms. But don’t tell nobody that shit. Beulah is my old evil-ass grandmother’s first name. Ann is the name of the junkie who gave birth to me; my grandmother’s daughter. And since the sperm donor’s name was Cassidy, she called herself namin’ me after his triflin’ ass. Then tossin’ in everyone else’s fuckin’ names. Personally, I think the bitch was high when she did that shit. Why the fuck else would you scar your child for life with some goddamn middle name like Beulah-Ann?


But whatever! The damage’s already done. So movin’ right along. Anyway, the bitches and hoes closest to me call me Cassie. But, everyone in the streets knows me as Big Booty. A name I was given in sixth grade ’cause I had more ass than all of them lil’ young-ass hoes put together. At first the shit bothered me. A buncha lil’ niggahs callin’ me some goddamn Big Booty and always sniffin’ ’round me like lil’ dogs in heat, always wantin’ to feel it and grind up on it. Mmmph! But, baaaaaaaaaby, once I learned exactly what this big juicy ass was worth to them lil’ horny bastards, I embraced it with pride and started poppin’ ’n bouncin’ these hips and collectin’ their lunch money as payment. Climbin’ up on this bootilicious badonkadonk wasn’t gonna be no free ride. And it still ain’t. Oh, no, baby, Big Booty gets paid and stays laced, okay. Hair did, nails did, and everything else did; I’ma real fancy bitch. Shit, I’m thirty-six and got the niggahs thinkin’ I’m twenty-six ’cause I’m hot like that. And I’ve been turnin’ heads and stoppin’ traffic since I was eleven years old.


See. Unlike these trick-ass hoodrat bitches ’round here, I don’t give out free pussy and I ain’t gobblin’ down dicks for peanuts. Oh sure. When I was young and dizzy and sizzlin’ in the drawers, and didn’t know any better, a few times I slipped and let a niggah run up in me—sometimes raw, most times wrapped—and didn’t collect them dollars, but that wasn’t no regular-type shit with me. And it ain’t now. A niggah wanna dick me down or want some of this throat work, then you best believe he’s diggin’ in them pockets, deep. Shit, I got kids to feed.


Okay, okay. Hold up, boo. I’m real with my shit. So, yes, even now . . . every now and then my pussy does the talkin’ and thinkin’ for me and I gotta jump down on some cock and give out a little sampler-pussy or do some charity-dick suckin’ when the need arises. Hell, sometimes givin’ out a lil’ free pussy goes a long way. You never know when you might have to cash in on a favor and do some things to get somethin’ handled, if you know what I mean.


Still, I ain’t dumb with it. I stay tryna school these young hoes ’bout fuckin’ a niggah up off’a his paper. But, they ain’t tryna hear me. Here’s my motto: If you can’t feed, fuck, and finance me . . . and I do mean all three . . . then Big Booty ain’t got shit for ya.


Shit, even my homegirl, Dickalina, don’t get it. Look, don’t even ask. I already know what you thinkin’? What the fuck kinda name is that? Baaaby, puhleeeze. I’m not one of them gossipy-type bitches who runs her mouth and tells everything. But, boo-boo, listen up . . . her momma, Lina May—God rest her raggedy soul, used to do a buncha dope and spent a lot of time on her knees suckin’ a buncha dick. And there you have it! Anyway, Dickalina lives in buildin’ three over in my old buildin’. And for years I’ve been tryna get her ass to upgrade her niggah picks.


But, noooooooo! That dumb bitch ridin’ the short bus on four flats. She’d rather ho-it out with them bum-ass niggahs who can’t even pass a driver’s test to get their L’s. Like that niggah, Knutz, she’s fuckin’ with. Mmmph. She’s been fuckin’ that niggah off and on—although it’s more off than on ’cause he can’t keep his no-good ass outta jail—for almost four years. And when he is out all he wanna do is fuck, drink, and control her ass. Sorry-ass niggah don’t even wanna work. His thievin’ ass would rather go out and knock a niggah in the head and snatch his shit, instead of goin’ out there and slingin’ a few packs to get his paper up. No, he’d rather stomp in a niggah’s head and run his shit. What kinda bullshit is that? You don’t wanna sell drugs, but you’d rob a niggah. Coon, boom! If you ask me, that’s one dumb, backward-ass niggah! But, he ain’t my headache, so movin’ on.


I pick up my ringin’ cell. Mmmph, speaking of the dumb bitch now. “Hey, sugah-boo,” I say, slippin’ outta my panties, then bendin’ over and pullin’ out my butt plug, wishin’ it was bein’ replaced with fingers, a tongue, then a hard, thick dingaling. My asshole is relaxed and opened, ready, for a good fuckin’. Oh, how I would love a nice, fat dick deep inside it right about now. Had I not answered this phone, I’d be ridin’ down on one of my dildos. Oh well . . .


“Bitch, why you ain’t tell me Cleotus’ son June-bug was arrested for fuckin’ that invalid down at the nursin’ home he was workin’ at? You know that’s some nasty shit, fuckin’ that old-ass lady like that. She was like eighty-nine . . . ”


I roll my eyes. “She was ninety-five, Miss Nosey. And I’m not the cock patrol out here monitorin’ what the fuck some niggah does with his damn dick. I don’t give a damn about him runnin’ his dick up in some old, dusty pussy. So I know you’re not callin’ me with this dumb shit.”


She huffs in my ear. “Well, excuse the hell out of me, Miss High Almighty. No need to get all testy. Anyway, all this pussy out here and that freak-nasty niggah had to go and fuck some decrepit bitch. Now his dumb ass is goin’ to prison. And he done lost a good damn payin’ job behind that shit. That niggah was makin’ nine-dollars an hour and he fucks that up for some old, rotted pussy. Mmmph. Niggahs are so fuckin’ stupid these days.”


And so are bitches like you, thinkin’ nine-dollars an hour in Jersey is a good damn job.


“Lina, look, sugah-boo. You’re wastin’ my time with this shit. I got things to do. Call me later when you have somethin’ more interestin’ or important to talk about.”


“Are you serious, bitch? Fuck you, Cass; you a real funny-style bitch. Go do you.”


The line goes dead.


Dickalina is a lil’ off, but that’s still my damn girl.


So, anyway . . . My guilty pleasures—besides what I’ve already told you—are designer handbags, stilettos, jewels—and not that costume shit, either, good smoke, dark liquor, and young boys huggin’ the block. Yes, you heard what I said. I also love fuckin’ the young boys who get that paper. Shit, them get-money niggahs know how to get this pussy cracklin’. And as long as they eighteen and I ain’t gotta worry ’bout DYFS comin’ up in here tryna lock a bitch up for underage fuckin’, then we good. There’s nothin’ like a super-sized order of some young, hard dick on the side. They can’t ever be my men. But they can always pop a cork in this ass and chow down on this pussy.


Shit, fuck what you heard. I don’t make no excuses and I don’t live with regrets. That young dangalang can handle an all night-long, good fuckin’. I don’t need ’em to pay these bills. That’s what four of my baby daddies do with them child support checks I collect every month from ’em. Although, now that I’m standin’ here thinkin’ ’bout it. All seven, I mean eight, of them no-good, big-dicked muthafuckas should be payin’ child support. Yes, you heard me correct. I have eight baby daddies. And ten kids. My two oldest sons—Darius, 23, and Jah’Mel, 21—have the same no-count niggah for a fahver. And my eight-year-old twins—Fuquan and Tyquan—have the same fahver as well. Then, of course, my other six kids have different fahvers.


But, uh, be clear. I had my kids when I was real hot in the ass and very young—when I didn’t really know any better. And I was poppin’babies outta me back to back, like nobody’s damn business. But, trust. I shut shit down and stopped lettin’ niggahs knock me up when I was twenty-eight, okay. Shit, after havin’ all them kids—and they all got pushed outta this pussy, I know I gotta big juicy coochie. That’s why I only fucks when them big-dick-type niggahs. ’Cause any other type of niggah swears they be beatin’ somethin’ up. They be just a sweatin’ ’n choo-chooin’ it up. Swish-swishin’ all ’round this pussy, like lil’-ass guppies tryna fuck a beached whale, okay. All they fuckin’ is a buncha air. Shit, my pussy eats the dick like it’s a snack, okay. So a little-dick niggah can’t do shit for me, except eat my ass—and, maybe, fuck me in it. That’s if I’m feelin’ generous. And after he’s dug in his pockets and sponsored me.


My phone rings again. I grin. Speakin’ of sponsors, it’s one of them now. Mmmph. Gawd may not come when you call Him, but He’s always right on time. ’Cause Lawd knows I been down on my knees prayin’ for a new handbag and now it looks like my prayer is bein’ answered. I’ma fuck the skin off this niggah, and get me that new bag.


“Heeeeeeeey, sexy niggah,” I coo into the phone as the muscles in my asshole spasm.


“Yo, wassup. You free?”


“Ooh, you must know I wanna be fucked.”


He laughs. “Yo, you stay tryna fuck; that’s why I fucks wit’ you.”


I laugh with him. “Niggah, you fucks with me ’cause I know how to handle that dick right. And you love how it feels stuffed in my ass, with your big-dicked, nasty self.”


He keeps laughin’. “Yo, you shot out, for real.”


“Whatever, niggah. What you want pussy, ass, throat?”


“You already know what time it is. I want all three.”


I grin. “Huh-uh; just what I thought. You got some paper for me? Momma wants a new handbag I done seen.”


“What you need?” I tell him two grand. “No, doubt; I got you. But, damn, I’m sayin’ . . . when you gonna let me start hittin’ that shit for free?”


“Never, niggah. So scratch that shit from your head.” I tell him I’m goin’ down to the salon to get my hair done, then can meet him afterwards. He thinks that shit’s a waste of time and money since all he’s gonna do is sweat it out. I let the niggah know, stayin’ sexy and fly is never a waste of my time or money, especially when it’s his money I’ma be spendin’.


“Yeah, aiight. Whatever. What time you gonna be done?” I tell him I should be finished by noon. That I need to be done fuckin’ him by two, so I can get home to my kids. “Aiight, cool. All I need is an hour wit’ ya sexy-ass, anyway. I’ve been thinkin’ ’bout fuckin you all up in that fat ass for the last few days. On some real shit, yo, I’ma beat that asshole up for you poppin’ so much shit all the time.”


“Uh-huh, promises, promises. That’s what ya mouth says, niggah. Now let’s see what the dick does.”


Before he can open his cheatin’-ass mouth to say anything else, I disconnect the call. Not tryin’ to hear shit else he has to say. Show me, niggah! Anyway, niggahs like him ain’t shit any-damn-way. And they’re only good for two things: givin’ me the dick and givin’ me the dollars. Nothin’ more, nothin’ less!





Two


“Hey, Cassandra,” Felecia says, smilin’ at me as soon as I walk through the glass door of Nappy No More hair salon to get my hair and nails done up right. I’ve been comin’ to Nappy No More for years and can’t a bitch on the East Coast fuck with my girl Pasha when it comes to servin’ up the hair, hands, and feet. “Wasssup, girl? Long time no see, boo. You haven’t been here in ages. What’chu been up to?”


“Heeeeeey, Miss FeFe,” I say, pullin’ my Chanels up over my eyes and restin’ them on top of my head. “Yes, girl. It’s been a while. But I’m here now, sugah-boo. You know how I do it; ready to get this wig did, boo.”


Shit, the last time I saw Felecia was at Pasha’s weddin’ over the summer. And, oh, what a spectacular event it was! A real five-star, red-carpet affair with loads of dollars, dick, diamonds, drinks, and hot drama! Whew! It was everything a girl could ask for. And I served ’em like no other in a white silk dress that wrapped around this body like gauze, leaving nothin’ to the imagination. If I have nothin’ else, body is it! I gave ’em ass, titties, and a tiny waist! Yes, boo, if you gonna do it, do it right! Steal the goddamn show! Serve ’em heat! And keep ’em all talkin’. Big Booty, baby!


Mmmph. Anyway, I had ’em all doing double-takes and snappin’ necks to get a look, okay? But the real showstopper was the drama that kicked up with her cousins—these three hoes, identical triplets—no less, who share the same dick. Baby, I’m all for sharin’ another ho’s man. Shit, I do it all the time. But, those hoes took dick sharin’ to a whole other level. And one of ’em was real scandalous with it. Pretendin’ to be one of her sisters, then fuckin’ her sister’s secret sidepiece like it wasn’t nothin’. From what I heard that night, Miss Messy almost got away with it. But the niggah she was fuckin’ behind her other sister’s back was in the weddin’ party and is related to Jasper, Pasha’s husband. Baaaaaaby, do I need to say more? Explosive! Whew! And I saw firsthand, along with Felecia, all the messy fireworks. Boom! That bitch was scandalous!


“I know that’s right,” she says, pullin’ out her BlackBerry. She scrolls through it, responds to somethin’ and then slips it back inside her front pocket.


I glance around the shop. There are only about eight or nine chicks waitin’ and four sittin’ under dryers. There are four new stylists here that I am not familiar with. Usually on Thursdays it’s practically wall-to-wall hoes tryna get it right for the upcomin’ weekend.


“Mmph, it’s real quiet up in here this mornin’, boo. I see Miss Pasha got some new workers up in here, too.”


She flips through the appointment book. “Yeah, girl. She had to. After that shit that popped off with Alicia’s man comin’ up in here beatin’ her ass . . . ”


“Oooh, Miss FeFee. And I’m still pissed I missed that tall, dark-chocolate niggah beatin’ her down. I already know watchin’ that big, strappin’ niggah whoopin’ that ho’s ass woulda had me all juicy. I woulda had to change my drawz on the spot. And somethin’ told me to bring my ass down here that day, too.”


She laughs. “Girrrl, you’re too much. But, chile, he wore that ass out right up in Pasha’s office. That crazy niggah had us all shook. They carried Alicia’s ass up outta here on a damn stretcher, and him out in handcuffs.”


“Ooh, and I bet that niggah looked sexy as hell bein’ dragged out all sweaty and whatnot.”


She cracks up. “Girl, I can’t with you.”


“Uh-huh. I know you can’t. That bitch didn’t deserve a big, thick niggah like Chauncey any-damn-way. Stupid ho.”


“Girl, all over her suckin’ some other niggah’s dick at some party. A mess. And then that shit with Shuwanda.”


“What about that ho?”


“Girl, she was talkin’ all kinds of shit about Pasha behind her back.”


“What? What was that bitch sayin’ about Miss Pasha, girl?”


She looks around the shop, then over toward the door, leanin’ in. She lowers her voice, “Well, remember all that crazy shit that was happenin’ around here with the front window bein’ smashed out, then the day that crazy niggah came up in here callin’ Pasha out like that . . . ”


I tilt my head. “Callin’ Pasha out like what, boo?” I already know what she’s talkin’ about, but I wanna hear the two-faced bitch say it. And this ho’s supposed to be Pasha’s family. Mmmph. This messy bitch makes me sick!


“Girl, you remember when that niggah came in here and said one of his boys told him that she had sucked his dick and he wanted his sucked, too. I think he called it a deep throat special or some crazy shit like that.”


“Mmmph. I don’t remember all that,” I lie, runnin’ a hand through my weave.


“Girl, I don’t know how not. You were sittin’ right there in her chair. Then you said you wanted to hunt him down to find out who he was, remember?”


“Oh, that niggah. Girl, I had forgotten all about that crazy-ass shit.”


“Well, I didn’t. And, didn’t you think it was kinda strange that Pasha didn’t even wanna know who the hell he was? I mean, who does that?”


I raise a brow. “Umm, boo-boo, why you care? Maybe she ain’t wanna deal with the shit. But, anyway, what did Shuwanda’s phony ass have to say about her? You know I can’t stand her ass any-damn-way.”


“Yeah, I guess. But, still. She didn’t even want Jasper to know, which I thought was kinda strange.”


“Bitch, it’s really not ya business. You do know that, right? So why is you standin’ here tryna be messy? Now tell me what the hell that dirty-bitch Shuwanda said about her?”


“Oh, whatever. I’m not bein’ messy. Anyway, girl, that ho was goin’ around sayin’ she thought the shit about Pasha was true. That Pasha was nothin’ but an undercover cum freak. She told one of her clients this, and the girl went back and told someone else who told Pasha about it.”


“Mmmph. Miss Pasha shoulda beat that bitch’s ass. I’m glad the bitch is gone. I realized she was a hatin’-ass whore the minute I peeped her; broke-ass bitch.”


She laughs. “Girl, you a mess. You know Pasha is always a lady with hers. She isn’t goin’ to be out here fightin’ and whatnot.”


“Well, that’s why she shoulda called me. She knows I love a good damn fight; especially with a bitch I don’t like. And Miss Pasha is my damn boo. You fuck with her, you fuck with me, goddammit.”


I toss my weave for emphasis. Not that I need one. Bitches stay thinkin’ I’m bald-headed, but my real shit hangs to my shoulders, boo. Don’t fuckin’ get it twisted.


Miss FeFe pushes up from the counter. “I know that’s right. Anyway, it’s so much calmer up in here now that those two heifers are gone. They kept a bunch of shit stirred up in here. They were a mess.”


Mmmph. Like you!


“Yeah. Hot, shitty ones.” I glance up at the clock. I’ve had enough of this bitch. “Where’s Miss Pasha?”


“Oh, I almost forgot. I was so busy runnin’ my mouth. She told me to let you know she’s runnin’ about fifteen minutes behind. She should be here shortly.”


“Well, then I guess that gives us time to get caught up, huh, boo?”


“And you know it, girl.” I ask her how Pasha’s baby’s doin. “Girl, he’s gettin’ big. And as cute as ever. He’s teethin’, which is why she’s runnin’ late. She was up all night with him.”


I shake my head. “I remember those days. Better her than me. If I had to go through that all over again, I’d blow my fuckin’ brains out.”


She laughs. “And you did it with nine, wait, ten kids.”


“Ugh, don’t remind me.”


“So, tell me. What’s been goin’ on with you? You haven’t been here in a few weeks.”


“Uh-huh. It’s been a minute. You know how it is. All these damn kids I have keep me extra busy. I had to get ’em ready for school. Then Labor Day Weekend I took their bad-asses to Disney World. And them little motherfuckas turned it out.”


“Oh, no!” she says, placin’ a hand up over her chest. I can’t stand an overdramatic ho. “What did they do?”


“Chile, the question is. What didn’t they do? The twins wanted to go to the Haunted Mansion over at Magic Kingdom, then they get up in there and start yellin’ and screamin’, scarin’ all them white folks. Then the next day they started in on Minnie Mouse at the parade . . . ”


“Girl, nooo,” she says, soundin’ amused. “What did they do to poor Minnie?”


“Baaaaby, they started talkin’ shit to Miss Minnie, callin’ her all kinda ugly, big-foot bitches.” Felecia is hysterical laughin’. “And you know I didn’t wanna have to go ghetto-momma on ’em in front of all them white folks, especially down there. But, baby . . . I had to bring it to their asses. Then Isaiah and Elijah got to fightin’ on one of the damn rides over who was goin’ to sit where. And when the ride attendant stopped the ride and told them they had to get off, they jumped on his ass.”


She’s cracking up. “Girl, I can’t.”


“And Day’Asia’s crazy-ass threw some knotty-head girl into the pool, then jumped in and fought her over some little boy they both were eyein’. Both of them—wild, hot pussy—fightin’ over some rusty-ass niggah who was gonna forget about their asses the minute he took his tail back to wherever he came from. It was a mess. I swear, I can’t take their asses no-goddamn-where without somethin’ poppin’ off.”


She’s in tears from laughin’ so hard. “Ohmygod, your kids are a mess.”


“No, they’re fuckin’ crazy; that’s what they are. I don’t know where the hell they got that shit from, but it definitely didn’t come from me. And they all have some filthy-ass mouths. It makes no damn sense. Word of advice: don’t let a niggah nut up in you unless you’ve done a thorough background check. And a full damn psychiatric assessment on just how fucked up his family is. ’Cause, baby, if I woulda knew then what I know now about some of my baby daddies, I damn sure wouldn’t have had all these damn kids. Plan A woulda been just suckin’ and swallowing and fuckin’ me in the ass. And Plan B woulda been the Morning After Pill. And I woulda been poppin’ them things like breath mints.”


She keeps laughin’, shakin’ her head. “Girl, you’re a mess. I can’t with you. Not this morning.”


“Chile, please. I have ten more years until the twins are eighteen, and I’m counting down. As soon as it hits midnight, I’m tossin’ them out. Then I’m packin’ up my shit and I’m doing a disappearin’ act on all their asses.”


“Cassandra, please. You know you’re not throwin’ your babies out.”


“Mmmph, watch me. I’ve already told ’em. ‘The minute you turn eighteen your motherfuckin’ asses are outta here.’ And I mean that shit.”


She laughs. “Girl, I’ll believe that when I see it.”


“Sweetie, well, believe it. Even a blind ho will see I ain’t playin’. Anyway, girl . . . how them three messy cousins of yours doing?”


She rests her arms up on the counter. “Who, the triplets?”


“Yes, honey, those scandalous divas.”


“Girl, from what I hear they’re doing well. Paris, the one that was pregnant, had a little boy and she’s still with the father, you know, the one Persia was fuckin’ behind her back. You remember Persia, the one who got cursed out in the bathroom?”


“Ooooh, yes. Miss Messy Bessy.”


She laughs. “Yeah, her. Anyway, so Paris is happy as ever from what I’ve heard. And Porsha is gettin’ married to this . . . whew, fine-ass chocolate drop the three of them used to fuck, girl.”


“What? Girl, shut your mouth. She’s marryin’ one of the niggahs they all used to fuck?”


She bats her lashes. “Boo, you heard what I said. All I know, it couldn’t be me. But, whatever! Different strokes for different folks. You know I ain’t one to gossip.”


I give her my “bitch, puhleeze” look, smirkin’. Of course it goes right over the gossip whore’s head. “And Persia . . . well, chile, let me tell you. She done snatched herself up some fine, young Caribbean boy-toy—whose parents own a bunch of restaurants. And from what I heard, they’ve been goin’ at it real hot and heavy. She has turned his ass out.”


“Allllllriiiiight now. You know how I feel about that young dingdong, girlfriend. There’s nothin’ like that Everready, Energizer cock to jumpstart the day and night. Mmmph.”


I set my oversize Balenciaga bag up on the counter.


“Oooh, girl, that bag is sharp. I noticed it when you walked through the door. Is it real?”


I see this bitch wants me to punch her in her throat! I raise my brow. “Miss Girl, don’t do me, sugah boo. You gonna have me reach around and slice you. You know better.”


She laughs. But I don’t see shit funny. “You know I’m only messing with you. I know how you do it, girl. All I can say is, for someone who doesn’t work, you always stay fly.”


“What you mean, I don’t work? I work. Shit, I’m still raisin’ seven kids. Trust me. That’s a job-in-a-half, boo.”


“You’re definitely right about that. Still, I always wonder how you maintain your lifestyle.” She leans in, looks around, then lowers her voice to almost a whisper. “You still doing those credit cards?”


See. Now this bitch’s crossin’ the line. Let me tell you about Miss Messy, she’s a silent hater. Always has been, always will be. But the bitch covers it up with fake smiles and sugary compliments, then tries to slip in some kind of slick remark like I don’t peep the shit. So do you really think I’d tell this nosey ho if I was or wasn’t? No. The only things she and I can ever talk about are shoes, handbags, and dick sizes. Oh, and salon gossip. That’s it.


I glance up at the clock. It’s 10:54 A.M. My appointment was at ten-thirty. Pasha should be walkin’ in any minute.


Felecia leans up on the counter. “Ooooh, wait. I knew there was somethin’ I wanted to ask you. Chiiiiiiiiiiile, have you been up on Facebook lately?”


I blink. I don’t mean no harm here. I like Miss Felecia. I really, really do. But this bitch is too goddamn gossipy and nosey. She loves runnin’ those big, dick-suckin’ lips of hers. And those kinda bitches you have to watch with both eyes open, at all times. Still, we cool! Bottom line, she knows if I ever catch her wrong, I’ll beat her ass right.


“Miss FeFe, I haven’t been up on that shit in weeks. Why?”


“Chile, more Alicia and Shuwanda drama. Alicia been fuckin’ her man behind her back . . . ”


I frown. “Wait. Not that niggah, Melvin, with them big, ashy-ass lips?”


She nods. “Girl, the one and only.”


“Mmmph, these bitches have no standards; just fuck any ole niggah.”


“Girl, tell me about it. And they say he has one of them big, long, ashy dicks with all that extra skin hangin’ from it.”


I twist my face up. “Ugh!”


“Tell me about it. And now the two of them done got into it. It’s all up on Facebook. Honeeeey, they slinging mud at each other like it’s nobody’s business.”


“Well,” I say, pullin’ out my cell as it vibrates, “I’ve never featured them hoes any way. Both of ’em fuckin’ triflin’ if you ask me. By the end of next week, them bitches will be right back drinkin’ and sluttin’ around together.”


I glance at the screen, rollin’ my eyes. It’s a text from Marcellus, one of my thick-dicked baby fahvers. This niggah’s Baby Daddy Number Three. And fahver to my seventeen-year-old son, Marquelle. More about this six-foot-five, two-hundred-forty pound niggah some other time. I open the message. IM GONNA P/U QUELL FROM SKOOL 2MORROW


“Mmmph, you’re probably right. When I heard they had a three-some I knew it was gonna eventually be a problem. It always is.”


I text back. IS HE STAYN DA NITE?


I look up from my phone, shakin’ my head. “Them bitches deserve each other.”


“Cass, girl, you haven’t even heard the best part. Chile, they’ve been lickin’ each other’s pussies on the low.”


“Nothin’ those bitches do surprise me.”


She frowns. “Still, that’s some nasty shit.”


“How you know it’s nasty? Have you tried it?”


“Hell, no. I don’t get down with that.”


I shrug. “Well, Boo, different strokes for different folks. They grown ass women so if that’s what they do, then that’s what they do. Why you care?”


YEAH. ILL BRING HIM HOME SUN NITE


“Girl, the shit’s funny; that’s all.”


U STAYN DA NITE?


“Wait,” she says, keepin’ her voice low. “You’ve tried it?”


YEAH. BUT I AIN’T BEAT 4 NO BULLSHIT CASS. I WANNA FUCK, NOT BEEF WIT YA AZZ


I tilt my head, quickly glancin’ up at her, then back down to my phone as I continue typin’.


WHATEVER NIGGAH. I WANT MY PUSSY N ASS ATE 2


“Tried what?”


U SUKN THIS DICK?


“You know, eating pussy?”


I roll my eyes up in my head. IF DA SHIT STAYZ HARD, MAYBE.


This niggah has almost eleven inches of dingaling and the shit don’t always stay rock-hard. I mean, it’ll be hard, but not brick-solid, like I like it. And I need me a dick harder than a damn diamond to satisfy me. I told his ass the last time we fucked to invest in some of them blue pills, but the niggah said he don’t need ’em. I told his ass he was delusional to think he didn’t. But whatever! I don’t gotta fuck him on the regular, so what I care. As long as his black ass pays his four-hundred dollars a month in child support on time, I’ll toss him some occasional pussy. Besides, he’ll eat my pussy for most of the night, before he slides his dingaling in. I let him fuck me from the back and the niggah’ll cum in ten minutes. His ass ain’t ever been able to handle this pussy heat doggy-style. Pop, pop, pop!


“See, Miss FeFe,” I say, droppin’ my phone back into my bag as Pasha hurriedly races through the door. She’s lookin’ fierce as ever. She’s let her hair grow out and has it pulled back in a sleek ponytail with her signature bang sweepin’ over her left eye. Ears and wrist blingin’ with ice, girlfriend looks like she’s dipped and paid out the ass. And she should be, considerin’ the kinda paper Jasper’s dirty-ass is pullin’ in. “There ya nosey ass go tryna be all up on mine.”


She laughs.


“Girl,” Pasha says, shiftin’ her oversized Louie from one hand to the other; practically outta breath. “I’m so sorry for having you wait like this. Jaylen had me up all night.”


I wave her on. “No worries, Miss Pasha, girl. Miss FeFe has been keepin’ me very entertained.”


She smiles, shakin’ her head. “Oh, I bet she has. And bringing you up-to-date with all the street news while she’s at it, I’m sure.”


We laugh.


“Oh, whatever,” Felecia says, wavin’ her on. “I like to stay in-formed and keep my finger on the pulse of what’s goin’ on; that’s all. Don’t hate.”


Pasha looks over at me, then back at Felecia, shakin’ her head. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. I love you dearly, cuz. But let’s face it. You can’t keep your nose out of other people’s business. You’ve always been like that. Any calls for me?”


She sucks her teeth. “Oh, whatever. Call it what you want. I’m inquisitive; that’s all.”


Pasha laughs. “Yeah, code for nosey.”


Miss FeFe sucks her teeth. “Anyway, your three o’clock cancelled, but she’s in for tomorrow. And Mona called. She said she couldn’t reach you on your cell. Call her when you get a moment.”


She hands Miss Pasha a stack of mail. Pasha tells me to follow her back to her station.


“Oh, and Cassandra,” Felecia calls out to me. “I’ll be waitin’ when you get done to answer the question, inquirin’ minds still wanna know.”


I look back at her. “I suck dingaling, boo. I get my pussy ate. And, with the lights out, a wet tongue is a wet tongue, no matter who’s eatin’ it. Get horny enough and you’ll know what I mean.”


She cracks up laughin’ as several customers glance at me. “Girl, I can’t with you; not today.”


Bitch, you sure can’t. Not today; not ever!





Three


“Girl, what’s been goin’ on with you?” Pasha asks as she snaps the cape around my neck. “I haven’t seen you since the wedding.”


“Miss Pasha, ain’t shit new, boo. I’m doin’ me. Ridin’ down on a nice hard dick every chance I get and collectin’ them child support checks. And, of course, I’m always in search of new sponsors.”


Pasha laughs. “Girl, you and your sponsors. But I ain’t mad at you.”


“Girlfiend, puhleeze. These trick-ass hoes better get with the program. Ain’t no sense in fuckin’ for free when you can get paid for it. Although if I was a niggah, I wouldn’t pay for shit. I’d have hoes payin’ me for a ride on my dick. And hopefully I’d be one of those niggahs blessed with a big, ole long, black, veiny dingdong.”


She laughs.


“I’m serious, Pasha, girl. Shit, think I ain’t.”


“Girl, I already know.”


“Mmhmm. If I’m gonna wet a dick, then I need to get paid to wet it. Shit. I have kids to feed.”


As I’m lookin’ in the mirror, I see some rusty, dusty bitch sittin’ in the chair across from me, makin’ a face, but I put her on ignore real quick since I’m not sure if she’s makin’ that ugly face because of what I said or if her stylist’s pussy stinks since she has it practically all pressed up on the bitch’s neck as she braids her hair. Now, you know, I like to try and keep it classy before I turn on the ghetto switch and hooker-bop a bitch in the mouth, which is why I decide to dismiss it.


But in my mind, I’m thinkin’, “Strike one, bitch!”


Pasha cracks up laughin’. “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with that, girl. Do you.”


“Always, Miss Pasha Girl. If I don’t do me, who else will? That’s what’s wrong with a lotta these hoes out here today, they don’t know how to do them. They too busy hatin’ on the next bitch and stressin’ over the dumb shit. And no-count niggahs. My motto is: hump ’em ’n dump ’em. A niggah can’t act right, move onto the next. How you think I ended up with eight baby daddies? Besides the fact I love the dingdong.”


Rusty Crusty frowns again. Strike two, bitch!


Pasha spins me around in the chair again. Now I’m facin’ the bitch across from me. She shifts her eyes. I stare her down. “Speaking of your kids, how are they?”


I grunt. “Bad as ever. Hell, the only ones who don’t give me any problems are DaQuan and Marquelle. They are both doin’ great. DaQuan’s still at Howard. And my baby Marquelle is in his last year of high school.” She wants to know if Marquelle’s still playin’ basketball. “Girl, what else is that six-foot-five niggah gonna do, but play ball? I will fuck him up real good if he even thinks about messin’ up gettin’ me floor seats at all the NBA games. Honeeeey, LeBron James’ momma aint’ gonna have shit on me, okay. I’ma be runnin’ all through them games, doin’ it up, boo.”


She laughs as she starts cuttin’ out my sew-in. “Girl, you’re a mess. I heard that. And is he goin’ away to college in the fall?”


“He better be if he knows what’s good for him. Or get fucked up, okay. I might be many things, but a mother of some bum-ass niggahs ain’t one of ’em.”


“I know that’s right,” one of Pasha’s newest stylists says, smoothin’ a relaxer through her client’s hair. I ask her who she is. She says her name is Rhodeshia, then asks, “How many sons you have?”


“Nine,” I say, eyein’ her. “I have nine boys, and one girl.”


She gasps. “Ohmygod, you have ten kids?”


“Yes, boo.” I tell her their ages.


“Girl, get. Out. And your body still looks like that? Shoot, I had one baby and it practically tore my body up. I had to have some lipo work done to suck out all the extra fat that wouldn’t go away on its own.”


“Ooooh, poor thing,” I say. “Bless your lil’ chunky heart. Body is one thing I’ve always had.”


“Yeah, that’s true,” Miss FeFe’s nosey-ass says as she comes through with a broom sweepin’ hair up around some of the stations. The only reason the bitch pushes a broom back here is so she can hear what the fuck everyone’s sayin’ ’cause there ain’t shit happenin’ up front. “This traffic-stopper makes me sick wth all that body and booty.”


I catch Rusty Crusty curlin’ her lips. But I don’t strike her ass out since I’m really thinkin’ her stylist must have a rotted cock stuck up in her cooch. So I keep pressin’. “Oh, Miss FeFe, hush. All these niggahs see is this big, juicy ass. They could give a damn about the rest of my body.”


“Girl, please,” Pasha says, wavin’ me on as she removes the last track of weave. “Those long, sexy legs and small waist . . . mmmph. Folks are still talking about you and that dress you wore at my wedding.” She laughs. “I think you got more attention than I did that night. And it was my wedding.”


“Sorry, Miss Pasha Girl, I didn’t mean to snatch your shine. But hon, you know how I do it. If I’m comin’, then I’m comin’ to steal the show, damnit. I don’t play no games, okay?”


She laughs. “I heard that. And girrrl, before I forget, I’m lovin’ the bag. One word: fierce!”


I toot my lips up. “Uh-huh; like me—fierce, sugah-boo. You know how I do. Had one of my young boos sponsor this bag.”


Pasha chuckles. “I know that’s right. Booty, you’re a mess. Oops, I didn’t mean to call you that. You know I always forget your real name, girl.”


“Miss Pasha, girl, you know you cool with me, boo. So it’s all good. You know the niggahs love them some Big Booty, baby.”


She chuckles. “Yes, I know they do. Anyway, back to you and them young boys. You stay messing with them. That sounds like too much drama.”


“Chile, you know there ain’t no shame in my game. Honey, I love ’em young. Ain’t nothin’ like gettin’ you a dose of some young tender cock every now and again. Shit, why shouldn’t I? I look damn good for my age and they stay thinkin’ I’m still in my twenties, so hell yes, I’ma wear them dingalings out. And let me tell you, sugah-boo. Them niggahs can bust off a round back to back to back and still have enough energy to go out and make that money after an all-night fuckfest. Yes, boo, I love that young dingdong. And trust me. After I put it on ’em, they hustle up all their paper to get back up in these hips. And, no . . . they don’t come with any more drama than some of these no-count older niggahs. You simply have to know how to handle ’em. And know when to dismiss ’em.”


She laughs, shakin’ her head. “I heard that. And I know you don’t mind runnin’ their pockets, either; that’s for sure.”


“Nope, never have; never will. But, shit. I don’t discriminate. I like ‘em young and old. Well, not too old. The last time I had me some senior citizen dick I was fifteen tryna get my rent money up. And they didn’t have Viagra back then. So you know his old ass was servin’ me nothin’ but prune-dick; shriveled down to the damn gristle.”


Everyone in the shop laughs.


“Anyway, as long as a niggah’s dick can get hard and stay hard, then we good. Shit, I gotta keep that big-ass gas guzzler I have outside filled up. And my shoe and handbag collection up . . . ”


JT’s big-dicked self pops into my head. No good-niggah-bitch! Crazy niggahs like him, you gotta fuck in small doses. Give him tiny rations of pussy and ass and throat to keep him from gettin’ all nutty on you. Married or not, I think the niggah has a damn screw loose. No, scratch that shit. I know he does, which is why I keep a can of mace and a gun cocked and ready in case his ass ever tries to bring it to me.


“And I already got my eye on my next victim. A young, tasty niggah who I heard is reppin’ for the Mandingaling tribe.”


Pasha and the Rhodeshia chick laugh.


“Mandingaling? Girl, I can’t,” Pasha says, shakin’ her head. “I’ve done heard it all.”


“Miss Pasha Girl, what can I say? I likes ’em tree trunk big.”


Rhodeshia chimes in. “Oooh, yes. A woman after my own heart. That’s exactly how I like ’em, too.”


I wave her on. “Oooh, what you say? Yes, honey-boo. Anything under eight inches is a bore.”


“But what if he’s extra thick, but short on length?” the chick sittin’ on the left of me asks as her stylist—I think her name’s Keisha or Kendra or some shit like that—finishes up her micro-braids.


I grunt, pursin’ my lips. “Sweetness, all that is for me is a butt plug. Give me length and width. I wanna be stretched, stroked, and stabbed. I need to be gutted, boo.”


She and the two other stylists laugh.


Rusty Crusty is ear-hustlin’ real hard. I catch her eyein’ me on the low.


Yeah, bitch. I see you hatin’ on me.


When Pasha finally finishes removin’ the rest of my weave, she leans my head back in the sink, then washes and conditions my hair. “Girl, I can’t get over how long your hair is. I don’t know why you mess with all these weaves when you have a head full of beautiful hair.”


“Miss Pasha, girl. Give me body, boo. I like it long and full. Long hair and long nails to go along with long dingdong. Besides, I like lettin’ these hatin’ hoes think I’m baldheaded. And honey, the only thing bald on me is my pussy.”


Everyone laughs.


When Miss Pasha’s done she blots my hair dry with a white, fluffy towel, sittin’ me up in the chair. She wants to know what I want done. I tell her I want another sew-in; that I want her to turn me into a chocolate Pocahantas with the bangs and all.


“Do me right, boo. Don’t do me like Miss Beyoncé, though. And I love me some Miss Bee. But that shit she wears always looks tore up. Mmmph. All that goddamn money and you can’t wear you a decent damn weave. Shit, even my girl Dickalina would lay her out right.”


Pasha laughs, then asks how Lina’s doin’. “Her ass’s still retarded as ever. But whatchu gonna do? Still gotta love her. Anyway, back to my damn weave. I don’t want no games, Miss Pasha. I’m goin’ down to the CrackHouse tonight for a few drinks and hopefully some cock, so I need you to do me right, sugah-boo.”


She keeps laughin’. Tells me she has the perfect look for me. Then has Miss FeFe go to the back of the shop to the supply room and bring her out a bundle of 18-inch Indian Natural Wave.


“Girl, you will love this hair. It’s L-10 hair and it will give you just the look you want. She starts ramblin’ about how it’s virgin hair that can be colored and flat-ironed with ease. She blow-dries my hair out, then starts partin’ my hair for cornrows.


“Oooh, yes . . . do it, sugah boo. Give it to me good. That’s what I’m talkin’ about. So, Miss Pasha Girl, I’ve been meanin’ to ask you. You ever have you some young dingaling?”


She drops her comb, laughin’ and chokin’. “Chile, I’m a married woman. I’ll leave all that for you.”


“Mmmhmm,” I laugh, eyein’ her. “But you ain’t always been married.”


“True. Let’s simply say I’ve had my share of experiences.”


I laugh. “Uh-huh, I’m sure you have. Welcome to the club, boo. We all have a story to tell.”


I catch her as she shifts her eyes. “Yes, we do.”


Again, Rusty Crusty is lookin’ at me. She shifts her eyes.


Here’s my thing, if you gonna fuckin’ stare, then speak, goddammit. Don’t keep eyeballin’ me like you wanna get knocked in your fuckin’ sockets. “Boo, do I know you?” I finally ask, tiltin’ my head. I lean up in my seat in case I gotta leap up on her ass.


She acts like she doesn’t know I’m talkin’ to her. So I ask her again.


“Excuse me?” she finally says.


“No, bitch, excuse you,” I hear myself startin’ off, but I catch myself. I take a deep breath. “Chick, I asked you if I knew you. Everytime I say somethin’, you sittin’ over there rollin’ your goddamn eyes up in your head and makin’ all kinda ugly-ass Cookie Monster faces—that you don’t even need to be makin’ with ya ugly ass self—and I wanna know are you makin’ them at me or does your stylist’s pussy stink?”


The Rhodeshia chick frowns. “Girl, wrong answer. I keeps the kitty fresh.”


“Then I guess this bitch is doin’ me then, huh?”


“Bitch?” Rusty Crusty screeches. “You don’t know me—”


“And, bitch, you don’t know me to be eyeballin’ me like you wanna put some work in. So either you want some of this fat pussy or wanna get your ass beat, which is it? ’Cause I know I didn’t fuck your man. Or did I? And if I did, remind me who he is so I can go back and ride his face tonight, then send him back home to you with my pussy juice stained on his tongue.”


“Oh, no. Not today, girl,” Pasha warns, watchin’ me through the mirror. “Please, not today.”


I glance up at her. “Not to worry, Miss Pasha. I’m gonna stay classy with it. You know how I do.”


“Yeah, I do,” she says, narrowin’her eyes and spinnin’ me around in the chair, facin’ her. “And I’m not having you tear my shop up,” she hisses. “So don’t.”


I laugh. “Miss Pasha, I wouldn’t do you like that, boo. But you right. I’ma let it go. But tell that ugly bitch to stop starin’ at me, like she wanna eat my ass out or somethin’. She’s makin’ my asshole ache.”


“Trick, the only ugly bitch in here is you.”


I laugh, decidin’ to fuck with her ass. “Bitch, you on crack. You see all this fabulousness over here, so don’t even front. Call me a ho, boo. Call me a slut. Don’t ever call me ugly, bitch. ’Cause you and I know it’s all lies. I know you like what you see, hatin’-ass trick. So, what you wanna do, fuck or fight? I bet you gotta big-ass dick, too. What you want, some of this pussy, boo? Oh, and I love it in the ass, too.” I pull up the cape and spread my legs. “I don’t have on any drawers, either.”


I make the bitch uncomfortable. Everyone in the shop gasps.


“Booty! I mean, Cassandra!” Pasha screeches through clenched teeth. “I will burn the shit out of you with this hot iron if you don’t stop. I told you I don’t want no shit up in here today, or any other day.”


I am crackin’ up. “Oh, Miss Pasha, relax, boo. I’m only fuckin’ with her ass. She’s lucky I’m in a good mood, though. Othewise you know it woulda turned messy up in here.” I crane my neck, lookin’ over at Rusty Crusty, flappin’ my tongue at her. I make the ho nervous. But she keeps her goddamn eyes off of me for the rest of the time I’m sittin’ here. Bitch, tryna eyeball me. Puhleeze.


Ten minutes later, Pasha has finished installin’ my lustrious weave. And as always, it’s flawless! It’s silky and flowin’ down to my asscrack. And I feel like a sexy-ass chocolate Barbie. Miss Pasha knows she can do the hell outta some hair.


I pay my bill, walk back over to Pasha’s station and slide her a hundred-dollar tip, then sling my new hair over my shoulder and strut out the door. With all eyes on me!





Four


“Spread your legs, baby,” JT says as he slaps me on the ass. I arch my back, jiggle and bounce it for him. He’s a dark chocolate, get-money street niggah who I’ve been creeping with for the last ten months. The niggah loves the streets. Even after doing two bids in prison, he still can’t stay away from the fast life, the fast cash, and all the fast ass that comes along with it—includin’ mine, which is exactly why I’m bent over slap-jackin’ my ass for him.


But his indiscretions or weakness for a good fuck isn’t my concern. I’ve known the niggah for at least ten years. Hell, he did his first bid with one of my baby fahvers. And even though I always caught him eye-fuckin’ me, knew he secretly wanted to run his dick up in me, I still played it off. I always kept my distance. Never, ever, crossed the line with him—after all, I also know his wife. But ten months ago somethin’ changed. The niggah kept pressin’ me hard. And once he flashed me a stack of paper, the fact that I know his wife no longer mattered to me. Gettin’ in this dirty niggah’s pockets did. He wanted this ass. I wanted his paper. And now we have a special kind of arrangement goin’ on. He buys me nice shit, like the Range Rover I drive—among many other things—and keeps them Benjamins in my purse. And I give him access to all the ass and pussy his horny tongue and cock can handle. Not a bad tradeoff, if you ask me. Shit. I love to fuck any- damn-way. So we both get what we want. Then he gets to go back to his lil’ white picket-fenced life with the beautiful wife and kid, well-fucked. And I get to go back to my life a few thousand dollars richer.


He grunts. “Damn . . . big, juicy fat ass. I’ma tear this shit up. I see you got that shit already ready for me, too.” He slaps me on the ass. “You knew Daddy was gonna call for this good ass, didn’t you? Got that shit stretched all wide for this big-ass dick.”


“Lick it, fucker,” I say, glancin’ at him over my shoulder. He flicks his tongue over it, then dips it in. My pussy moistens. This niggah’s so damn fine and no damn good and I shouldn’t be fuckin’ with him, but heeeey . . . a bitch like me loves livin’ on the edge of danger. And this niggah right here is dangerous! And fuckin’ crazy! Still, I love fuckin’ his cock. I love his tongue. Love the way both feel deep in my holes. Love the way his dick stretches open my ass and causes my nut to burst outta my pussy. Mmmph.


I eye him, lickin’ my lips. His hard, chiseled body is positioned in back of me, dripping with sweat. His scrumptiously thick nine-inch, veiny dick stabs at the center of my pussy, teasin’ly. He pulls back, pulls open my asscheeks, then buries his face in. The nasty niggah shamelessly shovels his tongue deep into my asshole.


“Yeah, you nasty motherfucka, that’s right. Eat it up, niggah. Lick that sweet asshole. Hmmmhmmm, make love to it with that nice wet tongue . . . ”


Two hard smacks sting my ass, causin’ my pussy to clench. “Oooh, yes, Daddy . . . smack that ass, you nasty motherfucka.” He smacks it again, then dips his face back in between my cheeks and laps my hole all over again. He digs his strong fingers deep into my chocolatey cakes, flickin’, lickin’, slurpin’, and slappin’ my ass up while I play with my clit; bury a finger into my pussy. My pussy is sooo wet, wetter than ever. “Mmmm . . . mmmmm . . . give me the dick, niggah . . . let me feel that big-ass dick in my asshole . . . ”


JT has a nice thick, ass-fuckin’ cock. The kind of cock that makes your asshole burn in delicious heat when it’s being stretched open. I love that feelin’ of being stuffed, deep and full. And I love it when a niggah moans when he pushes past the resistance and snugness and I squeeze him, milk him, with my trained muscles. Love it when he pushes in, slowly works one inch in at a time, allowing me to fuck myself on his dick until I have him buried in me balls deep.


JT groans, strokin’ his rock-hard cock in his hand.


I coax him to put a finger in my ass. He jabs his middle finger in. Slowly fingers me, readyin’ my steamy hole for a good, long, deep fuckin’. I tell him to pull his finger out. To slide it into my mouth; feed me my ass. He does. I suck his finger clean, then tell him to slide it back in. He does, again.


“You a fuckin’ freak, yo. You know that, right?”


“Yeah, I know it, niggah. And you love it. That’s why your nasty ass stay tryna sneak out to fuck me on the low every chance you get.”


“Yeah, aiiight. You got that.” He slaps my ass again.


No good motherfucka!


“Yeah, I know I do, niggah. Now put another finger in my ass. And shut up all this goddamn talkin’. I ain’t here for all this extra chitchat.”


Whap!


My ass bounces.


“Yeah, aiight. That’s what ya mouth says. Freak-ass, nasty bitch. I’ma fuck the shit outta this phat ass, yo . . . ”


In goes his index finger. He gives me a nice, slow, two-finger fuck. I wind my hips and moan. “Mmmmhm . . . ”


“Damn, you have a beautiful ass,” he says. He kisses and licks it, his warm tongue leaving wet streaks of desire all over my skin as he fingers me. He bites each cheek. “Nice and big and fuckin’ juicy, yo. I can’t wait to feel my dick all up in it.”


I reach under me and finger my slippery clit, flickin’ and pinching it every so often as I push backward onto his fingers. “Take your fingers out and put your tongue back in.”


This time he sucks his own fingers. I grin as he buries his face back between my cheeks, teasin’ my asshole with his tongue, swirling it over and around it. “You like that, ma?” he asks, takin’ his tongue out long enough to ask the question before divin’ back in, tongue deep in my ass.


What you think, niggah?


I moan; strummin’ my clit. It is swollen and sensitive and aching. “Oh, yes, you ass eating motherfucka . . . eat Momma’s ass up . . . oooh, yes . . . Big Booty, baby . . . do that shit, boo . . . ”


“Oh, now I’m ya boo. A few minutes ago I was e’ery kinda muhfucka.” He draws the tip of his tongue in lil’ circles around my hole, then burrows back in.


I moan again. “You still are, bitch. Mmmm . . . eat that ass, niggah . . . ”


He moans, then grunts.


Neither of us not caring who hears us.


After all the fuckin’ and suckin’ and sneakin’ we’ve been doing, JT is finally learnin’ the rhythm of my body. Finally knows how to give it to me how I want it, the way I need it. He services my asshole the way a mechanic fine tunes a car—with precision and purpose. The end result being perfect performance.


A nut is swirlin’.


He licks faster. He is aware that I am about to come. He wants me to nut with his tongue in my asshole. I push back, booty-clap my ass up on his face, forcin’ my hole onto his tongue. “Ohfuck ohfuckohfuck . . . yes, yes, yesssssss . . . tongue my ass, you nasty motherfucka!”


I arch my back, tell him I am gettin’ ready to nut, then bite into the pillow and let out a loud moan as he slips his mouth over my pussy and waits with it open until I squirt streams of sweet, sticky pussy juice into it.


He knows that once I shoot my first nut that my asshole is ready to be fed his cock. He leans over my shoulder and shares his tongue with me; the scent of my pussy and ass lingering all over it. The niggah kisses me and I’m surprised at myself for kissing him back. I try to figure out when this became part of the script.


Yeah, this niggah’s fallin’!


I smile.


Big Booty, baby . . . does it to a niggah e’ery time!


“You ready for this dick?”


“I stay ready, fucker,” I say, windin’ my hips, then jigglin’ my ass for him. He slaps it. It is hungry and horny and ready to be fucked. I tell him this. Tell him to mount me and give it to me deep. “I want it fast, hard, and dirty. Now let’s hope you can deliver.”


“Oh, yeah, aiight . . . you already know what it is. I’ll show you a fucker.” He reaches for the Eros Body Glide—my lube of choice for his thick dick, then squirts a glob out into my asshole. My hole is well-trained to take a dick. Still, I like it extra slippery and wet; like it to feel like a gushy pussy as it slurps in the dick. He slips one finger in, then two, then three. He finger fucks me in a delicious rhythm; my ass gulpin’ him in knuckles deep.


I toss my head back. “Stop teasin’ me, motherfucka. Give me the dick, niggah. Feed my bubblicious ass that cock. . . . Mmmph . . . oooh, I want the dick . . . let me nut all over that big-ass dick . . . ”


His knuckles rim my hole. I clench, then relax. I am soooo mothefuckin’ ready to be fucked. My ass is on fire! With one hand busy with its fingers in my ass, he reaches for a condom, rips it open with his teeth. I buck and roll my hips. Slurp his fingers in. “Yeah, that’s wasssup, ma . . . you got my shit hard as a muhfucka, too.”


I glance back and watch as he rolls the condom on. He reaches for the lube again, pulls out his fingers, then squirts another glob into my hole. He knows I am open and ready but wants to keep fuckin’ around back there, teasin’ me; tauntin’ me.


“Motherfucka, will you put your goddamn dick in me and stop playin’ around. I wanna be fucked! Now!”


He laughs, slappin’ me on the ass, then rammin’ his dick in. I yelp. “Is this what you want, ma?” He grabs my hips and pulls me onto his dick. My pussy explodes into tiny fuckin’ slippery pieces, cum spurtin’ out everywhere. He holds onto my hips, and rides me hard, thrustin’ from his knees, gruntin’ and pantin’.


“Oh fuck . . . yeah, yeah, yeah . . . ooooh, shit . . . this muthafuckin’ ass is dangerous . . . aaaah, shit . . . ”


He yanks me by the back of my Bohyme Remy hair and starts speed fuckin’ his nine inches into me as if he’s riding a horse. My asshole starts to smoke from the rapid friction. The dick is feelin’ sooo goddamn good. But the motherfucka is yankin’ my hair back, like he’s tryna snatch my scalp off. And I’m not diggin’ that shit.


“Motherfucka!” I snap, swingin’ my arm back and hittin’ his arm. “Will you get off my goddamn weave like that. Shit. This hair ain’t cheap, niggah.”


“Yo, go ’head with that dumb shit.” He lets go, slappin’ my ass. “I’ll buy ya ass some more hair, shit. Now shut the fuck up and take this dick.”


I lie flat on my stomach and he locks his arms up underneath my armpits and fucks me faster and deeper. The mattress beneath me bounces. He bites my shoulder, kisses my neck, nibbles on my earlobe, and whispers, “Oh shit, this ass feels so gooood, baby . . . you gonna fuck around and have me buyin’ ya ass a house next if you keep givin’ up this ass like this . . . ”


I grin. Niggah, that’s not all you gonna end up givin’ up. I match my movements to his as my ass opens to his width. My asslips suckling the length of his dick. He is, as with every other niggah I fuck, amazed at how easily my hole handles his cock. He is fascinated by how hot it gets. Enthralled at how his dick gets swallowed up inside of it, asscheeks clappin’ up, down, around it.


“Yeah, motherfucka . . . aaah, yeah, niggah . . . oooooh . . . dick is good . . . c’mon . . . that’s all you got, niggah . . . bang that dick up in me . . . beat that asshole up . . . yeah, yeah, yeah . . . mmmmph . . . ”


I lift up on my knees again. He is squatting—one hand balancing him with my shoulder while the other slaps my ass with each deep thrust. It doesn’t take long before my pussy comes again. Ooooh, he is fillin’ me up. Feedin’ my ass the dick in deep, delicious strokes. I am on the brink of comin’ again; my pussy and ass convulsin’. The two of us our in perfect sync. His hand has snaked its way up under me, playin’ with my clit and pussy. I gush all over his fingers.


“Damn, you know how to take some dick . . . Mmmmmm, fuck . . . you got some good ass, baby . . . oh, shit . . . ”


JT pushes in and outta me slowly. My ass openin’ with every thrust. My pussy tightening as a nut builds up inside of me. “Oh, yessss . . . fuck meeeee,” I whimper, bucking my hips. “Give me that big-ass dick, niggah. Oh, yessss . . . you like how my fat ass gobbles up that dick, huh, daddy?”


“Aaaah, shit . . . oh fuuuuuck . . . yeah, ma . . . Ass is so fuckin’ good . . . Damn, you got my knees shakin’ . . . ”


I smirk, knowingly.


He grunts and moans and groans. My toes curl. And ten minutes later, I feel him shakin’ behind me. I look over my shoulder. His eyes are closed. He is about to nut. I clench my ass and bounce back on his dick. “Uh, uh, uh, uh . . . aaaah, aaaah, aaaaaaaaah . . . mmmph . . . ohhhhhh, shiiiiit . . . ” He clings to me, shuddering. “Oh, fuuuuuck. Goddaaaaamn . . . you the fuckin’ truth, word is bond . . . ” His body jerks again. “Aaah, shit . . . ”


I pause, shut my eyes, bite my bottom lip and swallow back a low groan.


It takes him a few minutes more to get himself together before he slowly pulls out and collapses. He is sweaty and breathing heavy. I pull the sticky condom off, then put it up to my lips, hold my head back, and squeeze out his nut into my mouth. I swallow, then lay on my back beside him.


“Damn, girl,” he says, grinnin’, “you gonna fuck around and have me fall for ya ass, real shit, yo.”


I turn my head toward him and stare at him. “Oh, yeah? And what about your wife?”


He lifts up on his forearms, raisin’ his thick brows. “What about her? I’m good. I’m not leavin’ her, if that’s what you askin’.”


I roll my eyes. “Niggah, that’s not what I’m askin’. Don’t get it fucked up. I don’t want you. So no worries, boo-boo. You can keep your happy, cheatin’ ass right where you at. The only thing you good for is dick and dollars. And a buncha drama.”


He laughs. “Oh, word? That’s all a muhfucka’s good for?”


“That’s all you’ll ever be good for.”


He reaches over and grabs another condom, tearin’ it open with his teeth, then rollin’ it down on his dick. He climbs on top of me, pushin’ my legs open with his. “Then a muhfucka better get his money’s worth.”


I hoist my legs up over his waist, givin’ him full access to my wet, sticky pussy. “Yeah, niggah, you better. ’Cause after tonight, the fees are goin’ up.”


He laughs. “As much paper I’m kickin’ out, I need to put ya ass on lock, real shit. I don’t want no other niggahs hittin’ this shit.”


I frown. “Niggah, you don’t own me. And you don’t tell me what the fuck to do with my pussy, ass, or throat. I suck and fuck and do what, and who, the hell I want. You can talk that dumb shit to your wife, but I’m not the one.”


“Yeah, aiiight. You talk a lotta shit.”


“That’s right, motherfucka, I do. Now shut the fuck up, and fuck me.”


He pushes the head of his dick in. “Is this what you want?”


“Uh . . . mmm . . . yeah, niggah. Make my pussy nut.”


He reaches up underneath me, cups my ass and drills my pussy, then slips his tongue back into my mouth. He fucks me non-stop for another thirty-five minutes, then quickly hops up and heads for the shower after he’s nutted again. I shower after him. Twenty minutes later, we’re both dressed and racin’ out the hotel’s door—him to pick his son up from daycare and me to get home before the twins get out of school.


“Yo, who else knows about us?” he asks in a hushed tone as we walk toward the bank of elevators.


I frown, stoppin’ in the middle of the hallway. “Niggah, when have you ever known me to kiss and tell?”


He eyes me. “Yo, lower ya voice.”


“Bitch, you lower yours,” I snap, flippin’ on the ghetto switch. I’m classy ghetto, but will go straight hood-ghetto when a niggah takes me there, like now. “Fuck outta here, comin’ at me like I don’t know how to stay on script. I should be askin’ ya sneaky-ass that shit, niggah.”


His jaw tightens. “Yo, who you talkin’ to like that?”


I look around, yankin’ open my bag. “Niggah, I’m talkin’ to you. And what you gonna do about it? Break my jaw? Stomp me out? I wanna see you try it.” I pull out my gun. “I ain’t ya wife, bitch. And I do know how to use this.”


“Yo, go ’head, Cass, talkin’ all that crazy shit. And put that shit away, yo; for real for real. For you end up gettin’ fucked up. I only asked you a fuckin’ question. All that extra shit ain’t necessary. You stay wildin’, yo.”
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