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Dear Reader:

When Eden Davis created her three-part series, she was on a mission to fill a void by introducing readers to erotica for “grown and sexy women.”

In Dare to Wild, her third book in the series, Livia Charles sheds her conservative image and attempts to emulate the more daring lives of her adventurous friends. So she designs a bucket list of sexual activities, and this list grows and grows as she crosses over to the wild side.

Eden Davis, the pen name of a critically acclaimed author, takes sensuality to the next level. Make sure that you pick up a copy of her other titles, Dare to be Seduced and Dare to Be Tempted. She continues her daring tales with three friends who participate in an auction for an up-and-coming heartthrob in her ebook, Going, Going, Gone!

Thank you for supporting Eden Davis’ efforts and thank you for supporting one of the authors published under my imprint, Strebor Books. I try my best to bring you cutting-edge works of literature that will keep your attention and make you think long after you turn the last page.

Now sit back in your favorite chair or, better yet, chill in the bed, and be prepared to be tantalized by yet another great read.

Peace and Many Blessings,
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Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com
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This book is dedicated to my mother-in-law, a breast cancer survivor, whose sexy verve and vigor continue to conquer all.



Acknowledgments

Welcome to the Eden Davis Series, hot and beautifully erotic stories written for grown and sexy women. In Dare to be Tempted, you met Aleesa Davis, a happily married woman who finds the line between fantasy and fidelity become a tempting blur when she finds herself dealing with a rough patch in her marriage. This time, in Dare to be Wild, it’s Livia Charles’s turn to shine.

Divorced, romantically bored and sexually uninterested, Livia has poured all her passions into establishing and growing her booming cake business. But breast cancer has changed all that. With her fuck-it list in hand, Livia sets out to find the lost side of herself, and in the process learns that one woman’s “wild” can be another woman’s wonder.

What about you? Do you have some hot fantasies you’d like to actualize secretly lurking in the recesses of your sexy mind? Maybe you’ll find yourself inspired by Livia’s journey and set out on a sexually adventurous and empowering one of your own. Check out my Ticket to Paradise at the end of this book. It will give you some tips on how to create a naughty and nice list of your own.

As always, I must thank my agent, Sara Camilli, for her sage guidance; Zane for her creative foresight, and Charmaine at Strebor Books for her gentle handling. And much gratitude to you for your continued love and support. Continue to reach out to me on Twitter @EdenStories and on Facebook at Eden’s Stories. And please tell your friends about this book and invite them to experience a little paradise for themselves. Until then, enjoy Livia’s story in good health and great sex!

Eden

P.S. You’re going to meet Livia and Aleesa’s friend, Lena Macy, within these pages. At work, Lena is bold, ambitious and always in control, but her private life is the victim of her professional ambitions. In Dare to be Seduced, the workaholic goes wantonly delinquent when she loses a bet to a hot stranger who turns her on, and out, in all the right ways.



Havin’ Your Cake

“Have you tried giving him a professional?” the radio diva boldly asked her caller.

“They always work for me,” chimed in her streetwise, male sidekick.

“A professional what?” Though Livia had not expected a response, sucking sounds, intermingled with soft grunts supplied by the special effects button, was the reply. So this is what relationship advice had come down to in the new millennium? Was oral sex now the modern day Band Aid to whatever ailed him?

“The real question is: Has he tried giving her a professional? Why does it always have to be the woman doing the giving? Thank God, I’m old and past the age of dealing with such mess,” Livia decided and flipped over to 1010 WIN.

At 49, she wasn’t actually ancient but certainly old enough and experienced enough to know that when it came to the game of love, sex was at best a short-term solution to any long-term issues. Particularly when the remedy was, as in most cases, one-sided and service-oriented. Besides, Livia and sex were on the outs these days. Her ex got most of her libido in the divorce. Hell, the truth be told, she’d actually lost that sucker somewhere around year ten. But then whatever smidgen she had left, radiation therapy had claimed as its own.

She didn’t have time to concern herself with that now anyway. To stay on task, Livia started going through her mental “to do” list of every chore she needed to accomplish today. Livia Denise Charles, a list maker. With them, she stayed organized, and felt a sense of accomplishment with every completed job. Without them, she was lost and ineffective. In her life, lists were a good thing.

After this delivery, Livia still had a million things to do before the party tonight. She was the guest of honor. Well, actually, the twins were, and even though her friends were taking care of most of the arrangements, Livia had insisted on making the cake because, well, that’s what she did. All it needed was a few finishing touches, but she had to tidy up both the house and herself before the guests arrived. And as with most things these days, both took a lot more time than they used to. No time to dilly dally.

“You have reached your destination,” the navigation system interrupted her thoughts to inform her.

“Thanks, Minerva,” Liv said, talking to yet another voice coming from speakers in her car. This little baby was well worth the extra dollars it cost her to install. Frankly, anybody who rode with Livia would have pitched in to pay double. Directionally challenged, she could get lost making a U-turn, so anything designed to save her time, frustration and gas money was a worthwhile investment.

Livia pulled her Lexus into the driveway and drove what seemed like another half block around to the back. Her client had left a voicemail, letting her know that nobody would be home and she’d leave the kitchen door unlocked. Since providing the winning cake for the Today Show Throws a Wedding, Livia no longer personally delivered her frosted works of art to private homes, but Naomi Maddox was a frequent and valued client. She was a well-connected part of a social circle whose elite members entertained often and had the money (and egos) required to afford couture cakes. When it comes to business, you gotta love the customers who buy into the ridiculous concept of keeping up with the Joneses, no matter what the economy. New clients, via Naomi’s very lucrative word-of-mouth, had added over $10,000 to Livia’s bank account in the last six months alone, helping to keep her bakery solidly in the black after only three years.

Havin’ Your Cake was fast becoming one of the premier cake suppliers for the nation’s cake aficionados. Thanks to the Today Show exposure, Livia had become the darling of wedding planners, bridal bloggers and brides-to-be across the country. Most thought that Livia was an overnight success, but her family and friends knew that this had been a long and tedious journey. Livia, who earned her MFA at New York University, had originally set out to be an artist. She quickly learned that talented, starving and poor didn’t agree with her upper middle class sensibilities and settled for a job with a large non-profit organization. She spent years raising money for charitable causes before deciding to pursue her second love—baking. After graduating from the Culinary Institute of America with her Bachelors in Baking and Pastry Arts, Livia combined her love of art and baking, and Havin’ Your Cake was born. And just in time to fill her days after her twenty-three-year marriage to Dale Charles ended in divorce.

Livia opened the hatchback of her RX450h, slowly pulled the tray with two large, square boxes toward her, got a good grasp on its edges and cautiously carried it to the kitchen door.

“Hello?” she called out gingerly as she twisted the knob and pushed the door open with her foot. “Anybody here?” Greeted with the silence she was expecting, Livia stepped inside and over to the center island that dominated the large kitchen.

You can tell a lot about a woman by her house. And if the kitchen is indeed the heart of the home, judging from this pristine room, Naomi Maddox was a direct descendant of the tin man. Nary a smudge, crumb or smear could be found in this stainless steel and granite space. With a floor clean enough to perform surgery on, Livia detected a sanitizing whiff of lavender and lemon. No lingering scents from last night’s spicy beef stew or this morning’s cinnamon buns, no unwashed dishes from a mid-morning snack or orphaned coffee cup. This was a show kitchen, a room designed to showcase wealth and good taste, neither of which had anything to do with food or family.

As per Mrs. Maddox’s instructions, Livia found the cart designated for her latest creation—a three-dimensional pinup of Naomi’s mother looking like she was kneeling on a floor of plump red pillows. The image was recreated from a photo taken when she was 22 with a young husband off fighting the Korean War. Liv found it to be an interesting choice, as the woman was turning 80 years old today. But hey, it was her job to fulfill the client’s sugar and spice wishes, not determine them.

Remembering her pressing schedule, Livia quickly assembled the cake and wiped away any excess frosting. She cleaned up the remaining debris and with her ever-ready digital, took one last photo for her portfolio.

“Livia Charles, here’s to another job well the hell done.” She congratulated herself with her ritual shoulder brush. Livia turned to leave and that’s when she heard them—the muffled sounds of low moans and groans, distinctly female, coming from down the hall. Fear turned her blood cold, causing her muscles to freeze as she pushed her face in the direction of the noise, straining to hear.

It sounded like someone was in trouble. God, was the birthday girl here? Had she fallen and couldn’t get up? Livia’s first impulse was to rush toward the sound and help the poor old lady out. However, the thought that kept her feet in place was the idea that the person who was in trouble might also be in the presence of the troublemaker. She’d already gone through her stint of staring death in the face. Did she really want to go through all that again?

Liv slowly edged her way over to the cordless phone and picked it up from the base. She’d just dialed the 9 and 1, when the thought crossed her mind that the last thing Naomi Maddox would want was a houseful of cops combing over her property when she was expecting an army of caterers.

There it was again, this time co-mingled with a deeper, more masculine timber. Muffled and unintelligible, Livia couldn’t make out any words, but the tone sounded demanding. She had to do something. She took a quick look around the place and mapped out a plan. First, she went over and opened the kitchen door in preparation for a swift exit. She then picked a gleaming butcher knife from the block. Like the rest of the appliances, it looked as if it had never been used, so the blade had to be nice and sharp.

Yeah, sharp enough to fillet me if it got into the wrong hands.

She replaced the knife and looked around for another weapon, one that would maim instead of kill. Her eyes immediately were drawn to the set of keys hanging on a hook near the door. She pulled them off the wall and positioned the longest key between her second and third fingers.

Yeah, go for the eyes, she thought.

Armed with the key in one hand and the cordless phone in the other, Livia took a deep breath and went over her quickly concocted plan one more time—ninja down the hall, peek in, access the situation. If it’s bad, dial 9-1-1, drop the phone for all to hear and burst into the room, weapon at the ready, sounding buck wild and acting crazy. Capitalize on the element of surprise and pray that God and some of her self-defense lessons kicked in.

That was the plan. She didn’t know how good of a plan, but a plan nonetheless. Livia stepped out of her sandals and as stealthily as possible, tiptoed down the hall in the direction of the whimpers. She didn’t have to go far before the noise became louder and more intense. It was coming from a room that, through an open crack in the door, appeared to be an office/den of some kind. Slowly, she pushed the door further into the room, grateful that Naomi kept the hinges in her house well oiled. Liv leaned in slightly and what she witnessed stole her breath and caused her to jerk back into the hallway. She collapsed against the wall and slid down the partition, placing the phone and keys at her side. Weaponry was not going to be necessary.

Somebody was getting worked over all right, but it wasn’t Naomi’s mother. There was a man in the room watching porn and getting himself off. Livia’s torso turned back toward the kitchen but her behind had other ideas. And without her brain’s consent, it scooted across the floor, back to the door.

She couldn’t see him. He was seated in a high back, yellow leather chair facing the opposite wall. All Livia could see was one golden-brown, muscular thigh flexed with sexual tension. His blue jeans were pooled around his ankles and his arm made peek-a-boo appearances as he stroked himself into bliss.

“Yeah, lick her good,” a deep, buttery voice requested. “Make that pretty pussy wet. Take those panties in your teeth and pull them. Snap ’em. Yeah, that’s it. Now play with your titties. Let her know how hot she’s making you.”

Livia watched, mesmerized as the women on the flat-screen followed his every instruction. It took a second or two to realize that he’d obviously seen this movie a time or two hundred. She could probably hit the back of the chair with the phone and he wouldn’t even notice. Those two women—one chocolate, the other vanilla—had his full attention.

She was embarrassed to admit it, but they had Livia’s as well. In fact, in her head, she even gave them names. Coco was lying back on a cream leather couch with her long, shapely legs spread, one over the back and up the wall. All she wore was a tiny g-string and high heels with strings that laced up her legs. She had a great set of breasts, real, Livia determined, with quarter-sized, yummy brown areolas and erect nipples begging to be sucked. Her lips, pouting with pleasure with each stroke of the blonde’s tongue, allowed the frequent escape of a grateful whimper. Nilla was on her knees, her apple bottom ass high in the air with her head between Coco’s pretty brown legs. Livia watched as Nilla licked her pussy through the whisper sheer panties, getting as hot as the two of them. Well, three, when you count the guy in the yellow leather chair.

She was sitting there, Vikki The Voyeur, a peeping Thomasina, getting turned on by watching other people have sex. Livia couldn’t tell which version—the real man or the video vixens—was turning her on more. He was a stranger lost in his fantasy, pleasuring himself, and here she was intruding without his knowledge or consent. They were an erotic fantasy, soft and sexy beautiful women turning each other out. All of it made Livia feel freakishly naughty. And she liked it.

“Yeah, touch yourself, baby. Finger your pretty pussy while you eat hers.”

The sound of his deep voice, alternately shouting out orders and getting wrapped up in his own physical pleasure added to the heat. Despite his crude language, his directives were forceful but stopped short of being demanding. More like requests that teetered on the line between a beg and bark. The kind that, from the right man, were impossible to deny.

Following his directions, and without conscious consent, Livia’s hands joined the party. They slid down her skirt’s waistband, separating her 100% cotton panties from her full pubic thatch. With his voice in Liv’s ears, her eyes stayed on the screen, watching Nilla suck, lick and tug Coco’s clit into crazed ecstasy. She parted the hair with her middle finger, reaching deep inside to find the creamy middle, lubricated her nib with her own juices, and furiously began to finger herself. As her legs began to tense with approaching orgasm, Livia bit her lower lip, forcing the sounds of carnal satisfaction back into her body to join the energy circling around her engorged clitoris. Judging from the sounds emanating from inside the room, the four of them participating in this secret and disjointed orgy were all about to explode. Liv couldn’t speak for the others, but it had been so long since she’d been this hot, even longer since she’d actually had sex, that she couldn’t have stopped herself if she’d wanted to. She came deliciously hard and silently, and then leaned back against the wall, gratefully gasping for breath, as her body attempted to recover.

A chorus of “YES,” singing out in soprano and dominated by a baritone, first made her smile and then forced her out of her afterglow and back into reality. She was sitting in the hall of her best client’s home, with her hand down her skirt, masturbating. Livia needed to get the hell out of there and fast. She picked up the phone and keys, got up, quietly power-walked back into the kitchen, and returned everything to its proper place. Quickly, she slipped on her shoes and went out the open door and into the safety of her car.

Livi glanced at the clock before backing out of the driveway. She’d spent nearly forty-five minutes on an errand that should have taken her twenty, tops. She conjured up her task list again and began checking off each completed job starting from number one. Anything to distract herself from dwelling on her most recent and inexplicable behavior.

Order more cake boxes. Check. Confirm the design for the Johnson cake. Check. Deliver Maddox cake. Check. Secretly give myself a mind-blowing orgasm in the company of strangers. Check. Check.

She drove about three blocks before pulling over to the curb and bursting out into crazy, what-the-hell-did-I-just-do laughter. Jasi, Aleesa and Lena were never going to believe this. Shit, she couldn’t believe it herself. Then again, they’d never know, because Livia had no intention of telling.



My Cups Runneth Over

It was the Pavlovian equivalent of silverware kissing crystal that quieted the room and captured everyone’s attention. When the din of female chatter subsided, Livia listened from upstairs as the smoky voice of one of her dearest friends, Jasi Westfield, took over the proceedings.

“Ladies, if you would all gather around, it’s time to toast our guests of honor.”

“This is her place, so technically she’s the host of honor,” Livia heard her sister-cousin, Aleesa Davis, interject, to which their mutual friend, Lena Macy added, “Guest or host, it really doesn’t matter because it’s the girls we came to see.”

From on high, Livi tried to swallow her laughter. Her successful reconstructive surgery was the reason her friends had gathered downstairs for this ooglefest. The theme, My Cups Runneth Over, was smart-aleck Jasi’s brainchild, and as Liv quickly pointed out, a bit of an exaggeration. Her cups did not run over because she’d chosen perfect, Goldilocks breasts. Not too big. Not too small. Just right 36 C’s to be exact. Yes, it was a one-cup upgrade, but Liv figured since gravity was no longer an issue, why not go for the gusto.

It was actually Aleesa’s idea to throw a party to properly introduce Livia’s new breasts to the rest of the group. And even though she’d kept insisting that they didn’t need a full-out debut, Livi was glad Aleesa hadn’t listened, because the long and winding road leading up to this happy day had been paved with woe and tears.

They all deserved to celebrate because while they were all light-hearted and joking about it now, things were a lot scarier last year. During Livia’s annual mammogram, her doctor had discovered that she had stage one breast cancer. This came as a complete shock because she had absolutely no symptoms, and nary a cold that year. But after two lumpectomies and accompanying rounds of radiation, the cancer still wasn’t gone, so Livia elected to have a double mastectomy and be done with it. The physical discomfort associated with the surgery and treatment was real, but mentally was where cancer had really taken its toll. Both on Livi and the people who loved her.

But they were through the hard part now. Her prognosis was excellent and life was back to a new kind of normal—still full of ups and downs—but the ups seemed much more special and the downs much less significant.

Tonight, three months after she’d had reconstructive surgery, Livia was alive and well and standing at the top of the staircase dressed in a boob-busting outfit that put the want in wantonness. It was so not her, she being a woman whose daily uniform usually consisted of jeans and white knit tops of varying styles, but Jasi insisted the attire went with the theme. And tonight, after Liv’s afternoon of unintentional, mind-blowing self-service, it definitely fit her mood. It also was the perfect accessory for her “what the hell” attitude that had been incubating these past months. Before her little “episode,” as they all called it, Livia would have felt ridiculous dressed like a man-eating, hoochie mama waiting to strut into a room full of women here to view her now bodacious tatas. But cancer had a funny way of changing a girl. First, it made you scared. But once you knew you had it licked, it made you mad. And then cancer made you bold. Because, damn, if you’ve survived the Big C, what can’t you conquer?

“Ladies, raise your glasses to Livia Charles and the twins, Booba and Licious!” Jasi called out.

And apparently, having a friend with cancer made one crazy.

Livia heard her musical cue, the tacky beat of a stripper’s snare drum (another of Jasi’s bright ideas), sucked in her cheeks and stomach and donned her sorry interpretation of the supermodel walk—that awkward pony strut that Naomi Campbell made look so ridiculously sexy. With her counterfeit golden gait, Liv proudly sashayed her nubile young breasts, followed by a much less perky, almost fifty-year-old behind, into the room full of nine cheering friends and one Katie Mullane, who was too busy picking lint off her sleeve to watch. Livia wasn’t sure why they’d invited Miss Her-Slice-of-Cake-is-Bigger-than-Mine to this happy soiree. She was undoubtedly the only one in the room who was actually envious that Livia had new breasts. Forget the fact that it took having cancer to get them.

“Just like Livia to make a grand entrance,” Katie said, making sure her remark was loud enough for all to hear. Livia decided to ignore her sugarcoated snideness and reminded herself that any middle-aged woman who sported a mustache with braces is bound to be a bit testy.

“No, that’s definitely not Livia’s style,” Aleesa defended me. “She’s as background elevator music as they come.”

Livia tried to eat her I-know-something-you-don’t-know grin. Not just because her girls always had her back when the bitches cut up (though she wasn’t quite sure if being compared to elevator music was an outright compliment), but because for once she actually felt like strutting her stuff. True, the foreground was never her favorite location. She was perfectly content letting others take center stage while she flitted around happily behind the scenes. Life was more entertaining that way, not to mention less embarrassing. But not tonight. For the first time in years, Livia was feeling hot and “look at me” sexy.

“Well, she’s a show-boating fool today,” Lena chimed in with a mouth full of laughter as Liv made her descent. “You’re awfully frisky tonight, missy.”

“Yes, she is. Did you get some today? Did you already break in the girls?” Jasi called out.

Through the catcalls, whistles and applause, Livia managed to get down the stairs and into the living room without tripping. She did a couple of runway turns and then fell to the couch with a burst of laughter. Immediately, the women pounced. Katie had the nerve to ask if she could touch her breasts to see if they “at least felt real” and once that ice was broken, Liv had more fingers and hands feeling her up than a stripper at a bachelor party. The consensus, by a margin of everyone else to one (guess who), was that the twins not only looked great but felt close enough to the genuine thing to be immensely proud of. And Livi did feel proud. Less of her new boobs and more that she’d not only survived this frightening ordeal but was flourishing.

“Time for gifts,” Aleesa announced as she led Liv over to the appointed guest-of-honor chair and proceeded to further embarrass her cousin by tying a pink bra under her chin. The cups were decorated with streamers and ribbons and formed twin peaks on her head, making her look like some kind of sorry, medieval advertisement for Victoria’s Secret. Livia left it on long enough for them to take blackmail pictures and then amid a chorus of boos, stuffed it under the chair.

“We felt the girls needed adornment,” Jasi declared, before handing her a small, black gift bag.

Livia reached in, shaking her head in anticipation of the sick joke she knew awaited her. Crazy Jasi did not disappoint. To her delight and that of her other twisted friends, Liv pulled from the bag a pair of red tasseled pasties and a matching sheer red thong.

“If you’re going to have stripper boobs, you need the right outfit!” Jasi screamed out, amid everyone’s laughter.

Moving on.

Aleesa’s gift was a racy demi cup concoction of sheer black lace adorned with pink bows. Katie Mullane skipped the brassiere giving and instead brought a travel lingerie bag. Barely appropriate for the theme, but still useful. The better gift was that her player-hating behind departed right after Livia opened her present.

For the next fifteen minutes, Livia opened boxes and gift bags containing beautiful bras (and most included matching panties), of varying styles, colors and fabrics, but with one recurring theme— the sexier the better and the extreme opposite of the sensible basics that currently occupied Livi’s unmentionables drawer.

That was, until Lena’s gift.

Inside a beautifully wrapped box, and in a complete departure from the colorful potpourri of satins and lace she’d been given, Livi’s eyes were greeted with the familiar, though bland, color of oatmeal. With cups big enough to carry a set of bowling balls, was the ugliest, old lady bra she’d ever laid eyes on. Livi held it up by the straps and howled, “This belongs on a damn swing set!”

“I thought it was important to remind you what the rest of us will be wearing ten years from now. When you and your new bouncin’ and behavin’ hooters are sliding out of bed and still slipping into all of your pretty bras, we’ll be lifting our ‘swing low, sweet chariot’ titties into this charming number,” Lena replied with a crooked smile.

“Sorry, but don’t blame me. They don’t sell Grandma’s saggy breasts at the boobie store.”

“Game time,” Jasi announced as Lena and Aleesa cleared away the gifts and brought out a fresh round of Livi’s favorite cocktail—white wine spritzers.

Livia groaned as she accepted pen and paper with a wry smile. Jasi knew how much she hated the typical party and shower games, so Liv was sure there would be some kind of skewed twist on it. She took a deep breath. This was bound to be interesting, if not totally embarrassing.

“Okay, Livi, pick one from each pair. Lucy or Ethel. Polish or Italian. Leather or pearls. Battery or solar. Brangelina or Tomkat.”

Livia wrote. The others drank and watched.

“Okay, now answer these,” Jasi continued. “The room I hate to clean most is and why? My favorite place to shop is? And lastly, pick one: Beyoncé or Jay-Z?”

Liv quickly jotted down her answers with little consideration. Better to get this over with as fast as possible than dally over an answer that, in the long run, didn’t really matter.

“Now let’s see what we’ve learned about our lovely Livi,” Lena said, taking Livia’s answers. “I’ll substitute a few words here and there to make things more interesting.

“Hello, my name is Livia. You’ve met the twins, Booba and Licious, and now I’d like to introduce, Ethel,” she said while Jasi gave her crotch the game show girl, double hand point.

The female roar rivaled that of a Denzel sighting. Livia cringed. First of all, anyone who knew her would know she’d never name her body parts, especially her vagina. That was like putting clothes on a dog—cute but pointless. And secondly, if she were to name it, you could bet it wouldn’t be a moniker that sounded like Betty White’s nearly ninety vadge.

Lena continued.

“My ‘sausage’ of choice is Polish because Ethel likes her kielbasas big and wrapped in leather. I prefer my sex toys solar operated and the idea of a threesome with Brangelina turns me on. I hate having sex in the bathroom because it’s messy and you have to do it every week, but I’d love to lick Beyoncé’s ice cream cone while Jay-Z watches.”

This time the spontaneous tingle in her panties caused Liv to smile. Lena’s joke brought the hot thrill of her pseudo-group sex scene rushing to mind. For a hot second, Coco and Beyoncé were one. Livia felt the wet release of arousal and crossed her legs to stop the heat from spreading through her body. This was all too confusing. She was definitely a 100% penis girl but ever since today’s matinee, girl-on-girl action topped the hot meter. The flush must have showed on her face because the next thing she knew, Jasi was calling her out.

“Livia, are you okay? Looks like the thought of tasting Beyoncé’s ice cream has you all hot and bothered. Look at her smiling! Livi, are you turned on?”

More teasing howls. Livi buried her head in her hands. Yes, it was a joke, but talking about her sex life in public was embarrassing. Hell, the ex and she had rarely talked about it in private. That’s why she’d decided not to tell Aleesa, Jasi and Lena about what had happened that afternoon. She didn’t want to be teased about it or have it come up at some inappropriate time. Liv had no idea what came over her. She could only chalk it up to some kind of extreme nutritional deficiency (according to her friends, vitamins s.e.x. should definitely be a recommended daily requirement), akin to the kind that makes you do crazy things like eat dirt or dry wall. Dearth aside, her actions today were so out of the norm that Livia knew they would never be repeated. Therefore, she wanted to keep them private, her own delicious secret that could be pulled up and savored in the privacy of her own fantasies.

“Move on,” Livia insisted, blaming her pinkish tint on the champagne.

“Cuz, you are such a prude,” Aleesa teased. “Don’t you dare waste that fabulous new rack of yours on baking cupcakes day and night. Promise you’ll take the twins out on lots of play dates.”

“That’s right. And you better dress them up in all this new stuff,” Lena insisted. “Don’t suffocate those beauties in those tired old lady brassieres and sports bras you usually throw on.”

“In other words, it’s time for you to really do the whole la dolce vita thing,” Jasi chimed in. “And that includes taking your no-sex-havin’ self out to the club and getting into all kinds of yummy trouble. I’ll bet you’ve never had a one-night stand, have you?”

Livia shot Jasi her practiced, slit-eyed, you’re-kidding-me-right look. Jasi already knew the answer to that question, as did nearly everyone in the room. Livia was a virgin the day she got married at age twenty; spent twenty-five years with a husband who’d exhausted his bag of sexual tricks about three years into the union; had been divorced four and fighting breast cancer nearly two. When the hell was there time (or the desire or courage) to have a freakin’ one-night stand? Even if she wanted to, which she didn’t. Good sex was hard enough to come by with a mate, let alone a perfect stranger.

“Come on, Jasi; Livia doesn’t even own a vibrator. Do you think she’s going to have sex with a man she just met?” Aleesa asked.

“When and where does she meet any men? She’s always up to her armpits in flour. We have to start her off slow,” Lena added.

“I tried to hook her up with an eHarmony membership, but between the mad texters, white thrill seekers, and young boy toys, she couldn’t hang,” Aleesa recapped.

“She gave up too easily,” Jasi chimed in.

So much for not hanging your private sex life out on the line flapping in the wind for everyone to witness. Was it any wonder that Livia refused to let these blabber mouths in on her secret?

“You need a fuck-it list,” Jasi announced.

“A what?” Livia asked for all of them.

“A fuck-it list—like a bucket list—but instead of being about skydiving or climbing Mt. Everest before you die, it’s a list of all the sex stuff you’d like to try before your pussy dries up,” Jasi explained.

The squeal of approval nearly shattered the chandelier.

“She’s got a point,” Aleesa said. “This should be easy for you. You’re always making those damn lists.”

“Girl, let those new fabulous hooters be the start of a hot, new, sexy you,” Jasi continued. “Promise that before your next birthday, you’ll put on one of those pretty new bras and let some sexy, handsome stranger peel it off of you while the night is still young and the bubbly still cold.”

“That’s right. Preach, Jasi,” Lena said as she stuck out her left hand and crooked her little finger. The channel-set blue diamond band that the four of them bought after Liv’s diagnosis and wore as a sign of their lifelong friendship sparkled in the light. “Pinky-swear right now in front of all the women here, who you love and who love you back, that before your fiftieth birthday rolls around, you will have compiled your fuck-it list with at least ten entries of those deep, dark, sexual fantasies you keep safely locked up in your imagination.”

“And make them come true!” Lena added.

“Ten?” Livia asked in open-mouthed disbelief.

“Let’s get real,” Aleesa interrupted. “Make a list of ten and fulfill at least one.”

“Three,” Jasi countered.

“Two,” Lena compromised.

Livia hesitated. They were all pretty serious about the pinky swear. Once given, there was no taking it back. Her birthday was in less than six months and she didn’t want to promise her girlfriends, or herself for that matter, something that she couldn’t live up to. Liv took in a deep breath and let out a noisy exhale before extending her hand. Nervous excitement bubbled up from her toes and through her body, causing a wide, though shaky, smile to break out across her face.

What the hell! Cancer makes you bold, right? Plus, in reality she’d already fulfilled half the promise. None of these women could argue that getting off in the hallway of a stranger’s house, while watching a sexy thigh in a yellow leather chair masturbate to the sight of an interracial couple of lesbians, did not qualify as a genuine act of sexual outrageousness. She could come up with one more simple act of lust and be done with it. Knowing she had them beat, Livia laughed aloud, reached out and hooked her diamond encircled little finger into Lena’s.

“I swear, within the next six months, that I will make my fuck-it list and find two situations of, as Jasi says, yummy trouble to get into.”

“And tell the rest of us about it,” Jasi added.

Livia shot her the look again.

“Well, then what’s the point? I mean, how we will know if you don’t give us a full report,” she said, her eyes including the rest of the group.

“She’s right,” Aleesa and Lena concurred.

“Okay, okay, okay. And I promise to give my report to Jasi, Aleesa and Lena, which I am sure they will promptly share with you,” Livi added, turning to include the rest of the guests. She’d purposely left out the word, “full.” After all, it was her list to share or not.

“To Livia,” Jasi exclaimed as everyone picked up their champagne flutes, “as she works to find her inner freak. Own it. Work it. Use it to grab all the happiness you can and above all, take no prisoners and make no excuses.”

Livia raised her glass with the others, a tad annoyed that she now had to do something to fulfill her promise when she already knew that her inner freak did indeed exist. Two questions remained, however. One, could she coax her out to play again or had she packed up her marbles and gone home for good? And two, did she even want to play with her again?



The Fuck-It List

Aleesa, Jasi and Lena had done such a great job of cleaning up after the party that there was nothing left for Livi to do but pour herself another glass of champagne, gather up her lacy loot and go upstairs to unwind.

She walked into her room, kicked off her shoes and plopped down on the queen-size bed. Livia loved her bedroom. After the divorce, she’d totally redecorated, turning it into a private sanctuary. It was her sensual oasis, full of soothing earth tones, glowing scented candles, touchable textures and pleasurable sounds—a great space specifically designed for one to relax and reflect.

And tonight she was in a reflective mood. This had been a crazy ass day and she needed some quiet time to wrap her mind around everything that had taken place, particularly that morning. Livia wanted to review (and revel) in her behavior at her client’s home but the echo of female voices filled her head with an incessant barrage of unsolicited commentary.

You’re such a prude…your no-sex-havin’ self…yummy trouble…one-night stand…doesn’t even own a vibrator…start her slow…you’re such a prude…prude…prude.

Her best friends’ statements repeated themselves over and over like a bad hotdog. Liv couldn’t disagree with them; technically, they spoke the truth. And their comments, insensitive as they might have sounded, were wrapped and delivered in true love. But still, was tonight really the time and/or place for their onslaught? Tonight was supposed to be about celebrating her life and good health, not highlighting her sad, hide-and-go-seek sex life.

Livia glanced over at the pile of lingerie, her eyes settling on Lena’s Queen Kong brassiere. It looked strangely out of place among the colorful purveyors of seductive suggestion. Each, with their CFM qualities, belonged on the chest of a sexual predator, not a divorced cake baker whose taste in over the shoulder, boulder holders ran toward the boring and sensible.

Jasi, not just certifiably insane but extremely organized as well, had placed adhesive dots with the giver’s name on each item so Livi could write thank you notes. She inspected them, one by one, realizing that each represented the giver’s taste much more than her own, but through each, a snapshot of who she was, or more accurately who she wasn’t, began to develop.

She slipped out of her rhinestone-encrusted halter dress and into Jenny’s gift of a velvet balcony bra. And in yet another untypical move, padded over to the mirror for a head-to-toe inspection. For Livia, the mirror was merely a feng shui decorating move. She never looked at herself in a full-length mirror with more than a passing glance while fully dressed, so standing there semi-nude was a rare happening, and completely in the buff a non-event.

Even knocking on the door of her fifth decade, the demi-gods in charge of youthful aging had been kind. Liv’s perpetually tan complexion was relatively unlined and despite a few little age spots around the eyes and a couple of pores on her nose that you could plant tulips in, it kept secret her true age. Every feature of her heart-shaped face—pouty mouth, narrow nose and almond-shaped brown eyes—still hung together in a pleasing, deserves-a-second look mosaic, and now their collective beauty was highlighted by the wise glow that comes with life experience. Her golden brown halo of hair, highlighted blonde to hide the gray, was full of healthy, spiral curls that framed her face like honeycombed fingers.

Livia did a slow pirouette in the mirror to inspect her five-foot, ten-inch frame. Dressed in a hot bra and her usual Fruit of the Loom granny panties, the visual before her was definitely a tale of two biddies. Hot chick versus old babe. A classic yay-and-nay scenario. The yay was her bust, which, showcased in this up-and-at-em, fuchsia-colored bra, was freakin’ spectacular. The new girls were perky and upright, and because she’d had the best plastic surgeon on earth, looked totally natural and not like someone had super glued half a cantaloupe on each side of her chest.

The nay was also her bust. This hot set of knockers looked noticeably out of place on the rest of Liv’s nearly half a century old body. Her new boobs were now part of a premenopausal size eight torso that on any given day fluctuated to a size ten just because it felt like it. They looked down on her pudge of a tummy, which on a daily basis, mocked her inability to have children by keeping her looking “slightly” preggers.
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