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Dear Reader:


Cairo has done it again; no surprise to me. Slippery When Wet is a collection of steaming hot novellas that will have you making booty calls, late-night sex drive-bys, and putting ice everywhere but in an actual glass to try to cool yourself down. I am sure this book will do extremely well since my Purple Panties books caused an uproar as well. Passion and sensuality are universal and there is something extremely arousing about women getting it on with each other. And you do not have to be a lesbian, or even a female, to enjoy reading about it.


So sit back, light a candle, pull out your favorite toy—inanimate object or breathing human being—and prepare to be stimulated beyond where your own imagination could ever take you. Cairo’s imagination will take it to the next level, and then the next level, and then even the next level. He is a beast when it comes to spinning eroticism in an entertaining fashion. Slippery When Wet will have you wanting to experiment with some new things, no matter who you are.


    As always, thanks for supporting Cairo and the other authors under Strebor Books. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find out more about our other titles on www.zanestore.com and you can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane or Twitter @planetzane. My direct email address is zane@eroticanoir.com. Please shoot me an email and let me know what you think and make sure you check out all of the rest of Cairo’s books as well.


Blessings,
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Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO


all the undercover freaks who secretly crave the nastiness but are too afraid to let them freak flags fly. Get ya minds right ‘n’ stop frontin’. Y’all missin’ out on some real good fuckin’!





ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


Aiight, my freaks, I’ma keep it real wet ‘n’ slippery for ya. Eight books in and I’m still bringin’ the heat! I think y’all gonna really enjoy Slippery When Wet. Whether you swing that way or not, there’s a story in this joint that’s sure to wet even the “straightest” chicks’ drawz! So get ready to wet them fingers, them toys, or whatever else you use to get off wit’ ’cause it’s ’bout to be a whole lotta fuckin’ ‘n’ suckin’ goin’ on!


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! And, uh, run me some of them sex tapes y’all got hidden. I wanna watch!


To my peeps, Flenardo Taylor, aka, Freknardo, the freak-nasty poet: Yo, playboy, real spit. I ’preciate how you stay showin’ me mad luv, spreadin’ the word ’bout my joints to ya peeps, and constantly biggin’ me up. You already know what it is!


To all the silent-haters, closed-minded & sexually repressed peeps who ain’t ready for the heat, yet somehow still find themselves sneakin’ off somewhere to read my joints on the low, rollin’ their eyes ‘n’ suckin’ their teeth, while pressin’ their sticky thighs together, tryna keep them drawz from gettin’ wet. Buckle up, muhfuckas…this one’s gonna set ya ass on fire!


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


To the members of Cairo’s World: Uh, yeah, yeah, yeah…I already know I tol’ y’all in my Big Booty acknowledgments that I was gonna stop neglectin’ the other side and keep the flames turnt up for y’all and I haven’t. Well, uh, yabba-dabba-doo…don’t do me, goddammit! I’ma get it together real soon. [image: Images]


And, as always, to the naysayers: Here’s another joint for you to pop shit about. You already know 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
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One


If I don’t get me some dick soon…


“My pussy’s sooo fucking horny. I wanna fuck,” I mumble out loud as I step inside the chrome elevator and press the button for the second floor. The elevator doors shut, and then it begins its descent down to my secret rendezvous spot. I step back further into the elevator, glad I am the only one inside. I want someone else to play in (and with) this wet coochie. A hard dick, a wet mouth, a long tongue, a big toe, fingers…I’m so fucking horny that right now I don’t give a damn what it is being pushed inside of this hot slit as long as it’s attached to another live, breathing human being. Because being single and forever horny is not it!


I wanna fuck, damn it!


Oh sure this whole self-induced celibacy thing was/is my idea. Shit! But, when you’re used to being fucked down every day—for almost a year, then go completely cold turkey, it starts to take a toll on you. And, baby, trust. Having no dick in my life is killing me slooooowly. And believe me. I have been enticed to go on an all-out fucking spree. But I refuse to give into temptation. I rebuke the power of good, hard dick, and what it has done to me over the years. It’s fucked me silly. It’s dragged me into drama. It’s had me believing bold-faced lies. It’s had me moving in men who expected me to take care of them. Oooh, good hard dick has had me settling when I knew better. And the list goes on.


So after my last fiasco of a relationship, I made a conscious decision to stay away from men and all of their bullshit until Mr. Right comes along. Because, up until now, I’ve had more than enough of my share of Mr. Wrongs, starting with Mr. Dead Wrong and ending with Mr. All Wrong All Along. I could write a book on how trifling some of these sorry-ass men are. But I won’t. And I’m not going into the New Year bashing or harboring any ill feelings toward men. I mean. I know I’m a good catch. I own my own home. I have excellent credit. I’m educated. I’m supportive, encouraging, and loving. Bottom line, I’m a damn good woman. And, yeah, maybe I do need to lose fifty…okay, seventy-five, pounds or more. Mmmph. That’s what my ex told me the night before he told me he was tired of fucking “a big girl.” Really? The nerve of that insensitive bastard! Then to add insult to injury, he added, “I’m not in love with you, anymore.”


“Oh really?” I had replied, stunned. “Then why are you with me?”


He stared at me as if I’d asked him one of the dumbest questions he’d ever heard. “Damn. You really gotta ask? Because you give good head. And the pussy’s good.”


I blinked. After all I had done for him, he had the audacity to part his lips with that shit. Sorry, but that answer was it for me. Realizing that he thought I was only good for sucking his dick and fucking him felt like someone had stabbed me in the chest a thousand times, and left me for dead. I was stunned for several minutes, digesting his words before I finally came to my senses. Right then, I climbed out of bed and helped him pack his shit, then showed him and his big, black dick to the door.


Yes, I’m a big girl, as that asshole called me. But I’m not fat-nasty with it. In fact, I’m a beautiful, thick-hipped, big-boned, cocoa-brown woman who embraces every inch of her one-hundred-and-eighty-five-pound frame, proudly and boldly. And any man who can’t appreciate me, or my dangerous curves packed with ass and 36 double-D titties, can go straight to hell. Fuck ’em!


I’m a size sixteen, okay. And I wear it well. And you’d think any man in his right damn mind would want a woman who has a long tongue, deep throat, and a wet, juicy pussy that loves to fuck. You’d think a man would want a sexy, full-figured bombshell who has some meat on her bones rather than chasing behind some skinny, anorexic bitch you see running around starving herself half to death. Mmmph. Not Maurice, that’s for sure!


So thanks to him, it’s been eight months, three weeks, four days, eleven hours, and forty-seven minutes and fifteen excruciating seconds since I’ve sucked a dick, fucked a dick, or been fucked over by a dick. I guess that last part is a blessing. No…it is a blessing!


Still, I can’t say I don’t miss being touched and caressed and held. That I don’t yearn to have this smoldering fire blazing between my legs pounded out by something other than a dildo. But I made a promise to myself that I would not give out any more of this pussy to another man until I’m swept off my feet by someone who can appreciate a full-figured woman who has her shit together instead of being intimidated by her. So, until then, I will suffer through this aching between my thighs alone—stress-free and drama-free, and continue to take matters into my own hands until something, or someone, worthwhile comes along.


I press my legs shut, discreetly rubbing them together as I eye the surveillance camera. I slyly pinch my right nipple. If there wasn’t someone on the other end of the lens watching me, I would pull my skirt up over my hips and finger-fuck myself right here in this elevator. I glance up at the flashing light as the elevator descends. 16, 15, 14, 13, 12, 11…hoping like hell it doesn’t stop on any of the floors until I get to my destination. The woman’s bathroom, with the single stall and sink, tucked in the far right corner of the second-floor lobby. The one I use religiously—or the one up on the twentieth floor when it’s not already occupied, like now—to masturbate in. Most of the folks here at Sci-Tech take three or four smoke breaks throughout the day. Me, I take what I call masturbate breaks. I love cumming, all over my fingers, all over my toys, then licking them clean. I love the taste of my own pussy. 10, 9, 8, 7, 6…


Still…my pussy’s hungry for a good fucking. And no matter how many times I masturbate, I can’t ever seem to take the edge off for any longer than a few hours before I’m back at it again. Stroking my clit, then easing one finger, then two fingers, then three, inside my horny cunt before replacing them with my most faithful, trustworthy travel companion—the Trojan Twister Intimate Massager—with its four twistable positions and eight settings. Oooh, yes. With two double-A batteries, this little gadget brings me quick relief during the day while I’m at work until I can get home to ride down on one of my many dildos.


I slip my hand down into my Dooney & Bourke, feel around for the satin pouch, then sigh with relief. Something’s gotta give, soon. But this’ll do for now. The elevator stops on the fifth floor. I suck my teeth as it opens. In steps Viola from Procurement. All gussied up in her Sunday’s best, bringing in with her the lush peachy scent of Heat by Beyoncé. This gossipy bitch doesn’t know the difference between church wear and business attire. Today, she has on a brown, ankle-length skirt and a long, matching suit jacket with rhinestones on the lapel. I roll my eyes. All she needs is the handkerchief with the lace trim, the gloves, and wide-brimmed hat to match and she’d be church-ready. Heathen-ass ho!


“Good Morning, Ava,” she says, smiling wide, bright and phony the minute the door shuts. “Happy New Year.”


Okay, be nice, Ava. It’s the New Year and you promised yourself you were going to leave old resentments in the past. Yeah, but I also said if I didn’t have anything nice to say to someone that I would simply not say anything to them at all.


I take a deep breath. “Oh, hey, Vee. Happy New Year to you as well.”


“So, where you off to first thing this morning? Isn’t your office up on the eighteenth floor?” She glances at her watch. “It’s not even after ten yet, and you’re already prowling the halls.”


Don’t let this bitch get to you!


I tilt my head. “And here it is at the top of the New Year and I see you’re still worshipping in the House of Messy,” I shoot back, shaking my head. “First day back to work and you’re already minding everyone else’s business, except your own.”


She grunts, dismissing me. “So how you been, Ava?”


Okay, I see this trick wants to purposefully get on my nerves first thing this morning. “I’m beautiful, thanks.” I don’t bother asking her how she’s been; I don’t care to know. It’s obvious. Stuck-up and wound up real tight.


She gives me the once-over, and smirks as she turns to face the mirrored wall of the elevator. “Um, how’s your girlfriend doing? You know”—she pats her thigh, keeping her stare forward—“that rough-looking girl with the dreads who works up on the twentieth floor in Tech Support. The two of you always seem so cozy together in the lunchroom.”


I give her a confused glare. But I know exactly whom she’s referring to. Starleesha Wilkerson—well, Star for short. She’s a lesbian. Not that I have anything against lesbians; I don’t. But this ho does. Her moral compass doesn’t allow her to embrace another’s sexual preference, which in layman’s terms translates to her being an opinionated, homophobic bitch!


“I don’t have any girl friends here. But if you’re talking about Star, how about you ask her yourself since you seem to be so concerned. I don’t keep tabs on her.”


The elevator stops and opens on the third floor. “I see the way she looks at you.”


I frown. “And what exactly are you implying?” I narrow my eyes, placing a hand up on my hip in a combative stance.


“You ain’t foolin’ no one,” she snidely says over her shoulder.


I blink, taken aback, as the gunmetal gray doors slide shut.





Two


I’m not a lesbian…


My skirt is hiked up over my hips, my panties somewhere down around my knees. I am squatting over the toilet, stroking myself with eager fingers. “Mmmm…” I moan, imagining her slithering tongue nestled between the folds of my wet pussy as I toss my head back and shut my eyes. She is nameless and faceless, my dark chocolate lover. But she visits me in my fantasies quite often. My clit is sucked into her mouth, being pulled at, coaxed out from its hiding place, swelling in size; its tip sensitive and alive, shooting decadent sensations through my entire body. I am bucking against her face, grinding on her mouth, wanting to scream as I reach my first wave of an orgasm.


No, I am not a lesbian. I am curious.


“Oooooh yes,” I murmur as my imaginary lover delivers delicious tongue strokes across my clit, along my swollen lips, and into my saturated slit. Juices ooze out, wetting my fingers. I turn on my vibrator, roll it over my clit and gasp. Teeth bite into my nipples, one at a time, pulling and stretching them. The low hum of my silicone friend heightens my arousal, pushes my urges and imagination to unchartered limits as I replace sticky fingers with it, plunging into my wetness. “Oooh, yesss…”


I slip my fingers into my mouth, suck and slurp and lick, sliding my moist tongue in between each finger, savoring my nectar. Imagining my juices are her juices. That I am tasting my first pussy, my tongue easing out of my mouth, licking at her nub as she places her hand on the back of my head, slamming my tongue into her pussy. “Oh, yes, fuck me, baby…mmmmm…” I hear my imaginary lover whisper.


My fantasy fuck, my delicious secret, my invisible lover all wrapped into naughty deeds. Her tongue, her fingers—in my pussy, my ass—caressing my clit, pinching my nipples. She tells me to turn around, to get on my knees, then slides a very thick, eight-inch pink dildo into my slippery slit.


“You want that big pink cock? You like how that feels stretching your pussy?”


She rapidly pushes it in and out of me, slapping my ass every so often.


“Oooh yeah…uh…uh…mmmm…uh…mmmph…aaah…oooh yeah…fuck yeah…yeah, yeah, yeah…mmmph…”


“You wanna taste your pussy?” She pulls the dildo out of me, glides it over my lips. “Open your mouth, suck your pussy off that big fucking cock…” She jams the dildo down into my throat. “Gag on that cock!”


“Ooooh, mmmph…” Gurgling sounds escape the back of my throat as she stretches my neck open. She’s shutting off my airway and I am getting dizzy. Mercilessly, she stuffs my throat, reaching under me and pinching my clit. I suck and slurp and gag, moaning and groaning. She slaps each ass cheek. My pussy is wet…so very wet!


In my mind’s eye, her tongue slides across my puckering asshole and I feel myself melting, creaming all over my vibrator.


“Oh…Ohhhh,” I whisper. Imaginary hands cup my ass, squeeze and slap it. My lover’s breath hot against my ear as she tells me how badly she wants me, needs me. How eager she is to touch me, please me, be pleased by me.


Another moan escapes me.


“Pull your ass open. You want it in your ass and pussy? You wanna be fucked by two huge cocks?”


“Yes, baby…give it to me in my ass…stuff my pussy, boo…”


The pink dildo slick with spit is pushed against my asshole. I feel it pressing up against my tight, hungry hole, its head slowly prying its way in. Methodically, she works the head in. I gasp.


“Relax,” she whispers, then bites my left ass cheek. She hands me a beige, fleshy, eleven-inch dildo, commands me to suck it. To wet it up real good, then slide it into my overheated pussy. I do as I am told, moaning.


“Oh yes…”


Another inch of thick silicone dick is pushed into my ass as I am stretching my pussy, filling my slit with goodness. I buck my hips. My eyelids flutter. Sweet agonizing bliss shoots through my body. I am in the midst of coming.


“Oooh, yeah…you like it in your ass, huh?”


“Yes, yes…oooh fuck, oooh fuck…”


Mouth open, eyes closed, I let out a low moan. My fingers quickening over my clit as I bury my travel companion further into my soaked pussy. Its vibrations sending delicious chills along my spine. I run my tongue over my parted lips. My silicone buddy probing my pussy, delving into wetness, twisting around clutching muscles. I grip the handicap rail to steady myself as my knees buckle. The cold steel cooling my warm hand. I slowly pull out my vibrator, roll it around on my clit, then ease it back inside of me. I turn it onto its highest setting, causing ripples of delight to turn into waves of pleasure. I am coming and coming and coming. Nonstop, surges of hot juices splashing out of me.


I picture my lover clamping her warm mouth over the mouth of my gushy pussy and sucking my juices out.


“Oh yes, oh yes, oh yesssss…” In my mind’s eye, my thighs lock around my lover’s face. I ride her tongue, fast and hard. Her grasp tight on my hips, she devours my pussy until I coat her taste buds with my honey.


I pull my vibrator out of my soppy wet cunt, then slide it into my mouth, licking and lapping along the sides, savoring my juices.


“Oooh, your pussy tastes so good,” I hear her say in between licks and slurps. Her tongue flicks my clit. “You like that?” I gasp the moment I place the tip of my vibrator back on my engorged clitoris. I close my eyes as I massage my clit with the vibrator imagining it’s my lover’s tongue. I whimper softly. Over and over, I stroke my clit. Its low hum pulsing through my pussy until I can no longer take it.


I spread my legs wider and slip the tip of the vibrator into my pussy, teasing myself before plunging it deep inside of me.


“Yessssss…”


“You want me to fuck you with my tongue?”


I moan as my eyes flutter open. “Yes, fuck me. Oh, God, Oh, God, Oh, God…yesssss…mmmm…I’m cooooooming. Yes, yes, yessss…”


My pussy squirts as someone knocks on the door, distracting the tingling in my pussy, disrupting the pulsing in my clit. “Hello?” a male voice inquires. “Is everything all right? Are you okay in there?”


“Uh…y-yeah,” I squeak out, trying to pinch back the squirting of my hot juices. “Uh-ooh. I…”


“Are you sure everything’s okay? Hello? Ma’am?”


I clear my throat. “I’m fine. Be out in a minute,” I manage to say in spite of the shuddering of my walls. I ease my vibrator out, clicking it off, before sliding it into my mouth and sucking it clean.


My knees are wobbly. But I make every attempt to steady myself so that I don’t topple over. I slip two fingers into my pussy, then scoop out the remaining bit of my juices and slide my fingers into my mouth, licking my lips when I am done. Satisfied that I have scooped out all that is left of my orgasm, I reach into my bag and pull out a packet of feminine wipes, then wipe myself clean.


A few seconds later, I am pulling my panties up, straightening out my skirt, then washing my hands. I stare at myself in the mirror. Girl, your horny ass needs to get laid, fast. You’re too damn fine not to have someone in your life handling all of this good, fat pussy.





Three


“Sci-Tech, Ava speaking.”


“I miss you,” the voice on the other end says, causing flashes of what used to be to run through my head. I quickly shake the thoughts, rolling my eyes.


“Why are you calling, Maurice?”


“I was thinking about you, and wanted to hear your voice; that’s all.”


I laugh. “Oh, really? We haven’t spoken in eight months, and now—out of the blue, you’re suddenly interested in hearing my voice. What, them skinny bitches aren’t working out for you?”


“C’mon, Ava, baby. Don’t do me like that. I know I fucked up.”


I tuck the phone into the space between my cheek and neck as I scroll through my emails. “Okay, you fucked up. Glad you realize that. Now, what do you want?” This fool has the audacity to say he wants to see me tonight. Please. I’ll let my pussy freeze over in hell first before I ever let him sniff, lick, or stick this juicy hole again. “Uh, not. No, thank you. You had your chance, Maurice. And there’s no second chances being given out over here.”


“Don’t you miss what we had, baby?”


I frown, deleting various emails, then opening my spam folder. “No.” Yeah, it’s a bold-faced lie; there are times that I do miss him. His touch, his kisses, his dark, delicious dick hitting the bottom of my pussy and stretching its walls; I miss it all. And I am pissed at him, at myself, for him being the cause of my cunt slowly churning out cream. But no is all he is deserving of after how he ended it, wanting to fuck some nondescript skinny bitch over me.


“You don’t mean that.” His voice dips dangerously low. “I know you miss me, baby.” My pussy responds, coming alive. I swallow. “I wanna see you.”


“That’s too bad.” I press my thighs shut. “I’m no longer available to you, Maurice. So do us both a favor and don’t call my job again.”


“I was really hoping we could still be friends.”


“Maurice, I want you to listen to something, okay?”


“Yeah, I’m listening.”


Click.


Fucking asshole!


He calls right back and I have to threaten to get a restraining order against him if he doesn’t leave me the hell alone. I hang up. Less than a minute later, my phone is ringing again. It’s another outside call. I’m annoyed that my phone’s caller ID isn’t working. I know it’s him so I snatch the phone up on the third ring and give it to him real good. “Listen. I told you we have nothing to say to each other. Call this number again and I will have your monkey ass charged with harassment. Now stop calling my motherfu—”


“Whoa, whoa,” the voice on the other end says. “Who pissed in your bowl of Cheerios today?”


I am immediately embarrassed. “Ohmygod, who is this?”


“Girl, it’s Kara. And remind me to never get on your bad side.” She chuckles. “Long time no chat. Happy New Year to you.”


Kara—or Karalyn, used to work down on the tenth floor in Logistics before landing a government position down in Bethesda, Maryland over a year ago. Although we weren’t BFF’s, we’re friendly. She’s someone I would go out to lunch with, or meet up after work for an occasional drink. And I liked her enough to want to stay in touch, which is a rarity for me given the fact that I don’t usually do well befriending other women. But there’s something different about Karalyn—I mean, Kara. She always kept to herself. And like me, kept her personal life private. The only thing any of us knew about her personal life—and that was by chance—was that she was married and had no children. Other than that, she kept it strictly professional. And I liked that about her.


“Ohmygod! I’m so sorry, girl. I thought you were…mmph. Never mind. Happy New Year to you, too. It’s good to hear from you. It’s been ages since we’ve talked.”


“Yes, it has.” She tells me she’s spent the last six months working over in Afghanistan training. That she returned to the Sates about two weeks ago and had been thinking about me. “Hence the reason for why I’m calling you. I was wondering. What are you doing this weekend?”


Hmmm, let’s see? Aside from playing in my pussy and OD-ing on red Velvet cake and vanilla bean ice cream the entire weekend, it’s not like my life is one big social calendar. I haven’t been out on a date in months, nor have I had a vacation since the one I took with Maurice last summer to the Margarita Islands, which I practically had to beg him to go to. I glance at my computer screen. “Um, nothing really. Why? What’s up?”


“I was hoping you’d say yes to coming up to my cabin in the Poconos this weekend. I haven’t been there in months and really need to get up there to check on things. I thought maybe we could have a girls’ weekend, just the two of us.”


What the fuck? Is this chick serious? What the hell I look like going up to some winter cabin with another woman—alone? She’s cool and all, but not like that!


“Look, before you say no,” she adds, sensing my reservation. “Think about it. I have some bottles of Moscato already on ice, and the liquor cabinet up there is fully stocked with any other liquid pleasures you might want. We haven’t talked in a while. We can sit around the fireplace, snacking and drinking and watching old reruns of Desperate Housewives.” I chuckle, surprised that she remembered how much I love that show. “And it’ll give us a chance to get caught up. Besides, judging by the way you answered the phone a few minutes ago, it sounds like you could use a little getaway.”


Well, she’s right about that. Still…


“I promise you, it’ll be a very relaxing, refreshing weekend; for the both of us. And who knows, maybe you’ll want to keep coming back.”


I smile at the thought of having somewhere else to go instead of staking out the malls for clearance sales, or being cooped up in my house, staring at the walls, eating myself into another dress size. “Okay, I’m sold. When and where?”


“Oh, great,” she says, sounding a bit too overly excited. But why? “Girl, you have no idea how you’ve made my day. I look forward to seeing you.” She gives me the address and directions. I tell her I will work a half-day on Friday, then head up. We talk a few minutes more, then disconnect.


At six o’clock, I shut off my computer, slip into my coat and prepare to leave for the day. “Miss Wilson,” Erica—one of the administrative secretaries, stops me, carrying a huge floral arrangement in a crystal vase. “These just came for you.”


I raise my eyebrow in surprise. “For me?” Erica hands me the vase. There’s a white envelope in the center of it. I open it. GIVE ME ANOTHER CHANCE? I’LL DO WHATEVER IT TAKES. I MISS YOU. MAURICE.


I tear the card up, then hand the vase back to her. “No thanks. You can toss these.” I walk off, ignoring the young assistant’s curious look. “See you in the morning.”


•  •  •


The rest of the week flies by uneventful. I become immersed in briefings and reports at work, then spend an hour and a half each night at the gym right after work so that by the time I get home—around eight, I am too exhausted to do anything else besides shower and then hit the sheets. So Friday rolls around faster than I had hoped. For some reason, I feel nervous. And I’ve been tempted a few times to call Karalyn to cancel. But then I think about the alternatives, and decide against it. Hell, it’s the New Year and I promised I would spend it doing and experiencing new things. So I might as well get started now.


At twelve P.M. sharp, I am pulling out of the employees’ parking garage. With my overnight bag already packed and in the trunk, I stop at the Exxon down the street from the job. Gas up, then head up Interstate 280 toward Interstate 80, heading westbound.





Four


“So, do tell,” Karalyn says, moving around the L-shaped granite counter. We’ve eaten lobster and shrimp dishes she’s whipped up. And have spent the last several hours getting caught up with each other’s lives while listening to her vast collection of music. Surprisingly, Karalyn has been extremely chatty. She’s told me that she and her husband, Kenneth, have been divorced for the last six months, partly due to his infidelities and, mostly, to her not being happy in the marriage. She said it felt like she was suffocating. Now the conversation has shifted over to me. I sip my wine, eyeing her over the rim of my glass as she reaches for her glass of wine, then takes a sip. It’s close to eight o’clock in the evening and we’ve already finished off two bottles of Moscato, now working on our third. And, yes, my guard and hair have both been let down. I’m feeling good. “What happened between you and ole boy, anyway? What’s his name?”


I sigh, shifting my weight onto the stool I’m sitting on. “Maurice.”


She snaps her fingers. “Yeah, that’s right. Mister Fine. Mmmph. Anyway, what happened or didn’t happen to cause this breakup?”


I toss back my drink. “What else you have besides wine? I need something a little more stronger than this.”


She chuckles, pointing over toward a room off of the kitchen. “There are a few bottles of Ciroc and, I think, I have some Bombay, Tequila, and Remy in the cabinet as well as out in the pantry. And you still haven’t answered the question.”


I get up from my seat and head for the bottles of liquor, feeling tipsy. “I’d rather not talk about him.”


“I thought the two of you were madly in love.”


“Please. So did I. But that one-way love affair has since been derailed.” I walk back out with a bottle of peach Ciroc.


She guzzles back the rest of her wine, then sets her glass on the counter. “So what happened? What changed?” She reaches over and grabs a handful of grapes from off a ceramic platter and pops two in her mouth.


I roll my eyes, cracking open the bottle. “Girl, long story.” I walk over to the fridge and pull out a tray of ice cubes, then locate a can of pineapple juice she has in another cabinet. Now in the back of my mind I know I probably shouldn’t have any more to drink. And I definitely should probably stick with the one and not switch over to something else. But, tonight, I feel like pushing the envelope to the edge. I feel like letting my hair down and simply being in the moment. And I’m sure I’m going to pay for it in the morning.


Karalyn stares at me, tapping her nails against the granite. “Well, are you going to keep me waiting? Spill it. I wanna know what happened between you and Maurice?” I pull out a clean glass from out of the cabinet. She tells me to grab her one as well. She’s decided she’s had enough of the wine for one night.


“Say when?” I say as I pour vodka into a glass over three cubes of ice. She waits until it’s half-full, then says, “when.” I add a splash of pineapple juice, then hand her the glass.


“Aaah, yesss. Now this’ll kick it up a notch,” she says, taking a sip.


I grin. “Glad you like.”


“I definitely do. A lot.” She eyes me over the rim of her glass. “How about we take this into the living room so we can get a little more comfortable?” She stands, stretches, then takes another sip of her drink. “You sure know how to make a simple drink taste delicious.”


“Hey, what can I say?” I tease. “I’m good at whatever I do. Trust.”


“Oh, I’m sure you are. And I can’t wait to find out what else you’re good at.” The statement drips with innuendo. My face suddenly feels flush with embarrassment.


She laughs, walking off into the living room. “Relax, girl. I’m only teasing.”


“Oh,” I say, not sure if I am relieved or disappointed that she’s, uh, only teasing. I’ve never looked at Karalyn or any other woman—other than my faceless imaginary lover—in a sexual way. So the fact that I have to restrain myself from practically leering at her perky D-cup breasts, her ass in skintight jeans, or her sumptuous lips is way beyond me. I blame it on the alcohol. Blame it on being in need of a good fuck.


Karalyn turns to me. “Sooo, you coming or not?” The word come sounds soft and sexy the way she says it. It lingers in the air between us. It’s hidden meaning teasing me.


I grab the bottle of vodka and walk toward her. “I’m coming, geesh.”


She laughs. “Then hurry up ’cause I wanna hear all about your breakup with Mister Fine. Don’t even think I forgot.”


I roll my eyes up in my head, following behind her. “Girl, I already told you. Long story.” I set the bottle on the table, then take a seat down on the opposite end of the sofa from her. “I need a refill.”


“We have a whole bottle of vodka and the entire night.” She takes my glass from me, her delicate fingers gently grazing mine. Heat shoots through me. I shift in my seat. She fills the glasses with Ciroc, then tops it off with peach juice, then hands me mine. I take a sip eyeing her as she fixes hers, then sits a few inches away from me.


I raise my glass to her. “Not bad.” Now it’s her turn to tell me how she’s good at everything she does. She emphasizes everything.


“Now, give me the short version of how Mister Fine broke your heart so we can spend the rest of the night drinking and doing whatever else comes to mind. Or we can simply sit and do nothing at all, except finish this bottle off.”


I smile. “Sounds good to me. Long story short, I loved Maurice more than he loved me. Hell, I loved him more than I loved me. But the icing on the cake for me was when that motherfucker said I was too fat.”


“Fat? Is he serious? There’s nothing fat about you, girl. Oh, he’s a fucking idiot! Mmmph. He actually called you fat?”


“Well, not exactly in those words. But that’s what it sounded like when he decided to tell me while I was sucking his dick that he wanted—no, needed—his space. That he was no longer attracted to me. Translation, I want a skinny bitch.”


“That bastard!”


“Yeah. Tell me about it. It’s a good thing he didn’t fuck-up my self-esteem too bad, but imagine how I felt hearing that shit with a mouthful of his cum. I felt like I had been punched in the forehead for grazing the head of his dick with my teeth.” I shake my head. “I should have known something was wrong when he stopped going down on me, then eventually no longer wanted to have sex as much.”


She gives me an incredulous look. “He did what? Stopped giving you head? That’s a no-no. And you were still sucking his dick?”


I give her a dismissive wave. “Chile, among other things.” I take a sip of my drink. “I was that man’s whore in the sheets. Anything he wanted sexually, I gave it. I’d let him slip his dick out of my pussy, pull it out and suck it clean, then let him run it all up in my ass with no questions asked. Why? Because he was my man and I was willing to do whatever I needed to in order to keep him satisfied. But whenever I asked him to eat my pussy, it was always some half-assed tongue lap. Then when he stopped doing it altogether and I asked him about it, he said it was never really his thing, but only did it because he wanted his dick sucked.”


Karalyn sips her drink, listening intently.


I shake my head, thinking back to the last time Maurice and I made love—no, fucked. His wide, delicious dick a pleasurable fit, stretching and filling me. A sweet ache building up deep in the wells of my cunt, swelling my pussy lips. I gasped as he dipped his hand between my thighs, arching my back and spreading my legs to give him more access to the back-shot view of his cock sliding in and out of me. It’s presence brushing up against my G-spot. My free hand fluttered to my breasts. Pinching my nipples, rolling them between my fingers. I slammed back on his dick, bouncing and clapping my ass around the base of him, nearing myself to an orgasm. But then he gripped my hips, digging his nails into my flesh, and started banging deep and hard into me while letting out a long, low groan.


Then, after a series of short, jerking thrusts, it was over. He had cum.


And I was left teetering on the edge of an orgasm of my own, my pussy whimpering and pulsing for release. All I needed were a few more deep strokes and I would have spurted a stream of hot juices. But Maurice had already slipped out of me, rolling over onto his side, then through heavy-lidded eyes, telling me goodnight as he pulled the covers up over him. There was no half-hearted kiss on the lips or cheek. No feeble attempt at trying to pull me into his arms. Nothing.


But that wasn’t the first time he had taunted me, getting off before making sure I’d gotten off, too. It had become a pattern. One I ignored up until that night. “Wow. Um. I know that’s not it, is it?”


He shot me a look over his shoulder, frowning. “Yeah. I’m good.”


“Well, I’m not,” I huffed, snatching the covers back. “I didn’t cum yet.”


“Whose fault is that? You better go pull out one of them toys and go finish yourself off. Next time, make sure you get yours before I do.”


And with that said, he turned back over on his side, yanking the covers back up over his head. I was stunned and pissed all in the same breath. I couldn’t believe his response to me.


I press my thighs tight, remembering how good his dick was. Too damn bad he wasn’t any good.


“That selfish bastard!” Karalyn hisses. “That’s one of the reasons why I divorced Kenneth. He was so disconnected from what I needed sexually. And I don’t really think he cared as long as he got his.” We both take sips from our glasses, knowingly. “I know why I stayed with Kenneth for as long as I did. Because I wanted my marriage to work. But why did you put up with Maurice for as long as you had?”


“I simply accepted it. I wasn’t ready to let go. I thought things would get better. And I wanted a ring so I didn’t make a big deal about it, even though I felt…I don’t know. Rejected in a sense. After awhile sex with us became routine, like it was a chore that he needed to hurry up and get finished with. For me, it became a desperate mission to keep him. Sometimes I’d wonder if it was me.”


“Girl, hush. It definitely wasn’t you. He sounds like he was a selfish bastard. Good riddance to his trifling ass. He did you a favor.”


She holds her glass up toward mine. They clink together.


“Exactly. I’m so over him and any other emotionally bankrupt asshole. I’m sick of the games, and all of their fickle ways. Girl, I’m so done with stroking a man’s super-sized ego. I’m done with ’em.” I don’t realize how that sounds until it’s fallen out of my mouth. As if I’m done with the male species forever, and ever, Amen. “Anyway, that’s the past. I’m eight months free of that mess. And I have no intentions of going back to it. Right now I’m happily single and doing me.”


Karalyn smiles. “Girl, good for you.” She reaches over and swipes a strand of hair out of my face, her fingertips lightly brushing against my forehead. “He didn’t deserve a woman like you, anyway. You’re a beautiful woman who deserves so much better, Ava. You deserve to be with someone who’s going to appreciate you, love, and cherish you.” A surging heat sweeps through me as she says this. I shift in my seat, attempting to ignore it.


Conya Doss has been playing in the background. And when her track “Don’t Change” pours out into the room, Karalyn and I quietly slip into our own mental zones, sipping our drinks and bobbing our heads to the beat, getting lost in our thoughts.


•  •  •


It’s 3 A.M., when I finally slide between the sheets of the queen-size bed in Karalyn’s guestroom. My head spinning from the liquor, I close my eyes and squeeze my thighs together as I run a hand over my hardened nipples. I let out a low moan as I pinch them.


What is going on with me? Why exactly am I here again?


My fingers slip down between my thighs, imagining Karalyn’s hands touching me, teasing me, seducing me.


I don’t fall asleep until almost five in the morning.





Five


The next evening, Karalyn and I are sitting in the living room. We’ve spent most of the day lounging around her cabin, talking, drinking bottles of wine, and listening to music. And I am surprised at how comfortable I am around her.


Rahsaan Patterson’s “Feels Good” is playing. The fireplace is lit. The mood is…intimate. And I should be concerned. But I am not. Still, I am taken by surprise when Karalyn reaches over and grabs a stuffed shrimp from off the platter set in front of us on the coffee table and holds it, perched between her index finger and thumb, to my lips. “Open your mouth. Eat it.” Her words come out hot and thick like molasses. I clamp shut the sweet stickiness that has already started to seep between my legs. I shift in my seat.


She sees my expression and laughs. “It’s only shrimp I am trying to feed you.” Her eyes gleam. “Or would you prefer I feed you something else?”


I blink, lifting my hand to take the shrimp from her.


She shakes her head, pulling her hand back. “No. Use your mouth.”


I am both turned on and taken aback by her dominance. My pussy clenches as she presses it to my lips, coaxing me. Karalyn feeds me the shrimp. I close my eyes and take it in one voluptuous bite.


“It’s good, isn’t it?”


I refuse to meet her eyes as I chew.


I can’t believe I’m sitting here doing this.


I reach for my glass and take a sip. “Yes.” Without thought, I lick my lips. “It’s delicious.”


“Like you, I’m sure. So when’s the last time you had your pussy ate?”


I almost choke on my drink. “Ohmygod, I can’t believe you asked me that.”


She shrugs. “Well, tell me. How long has it been?”


Too long!


I let out a nervous chuckle, wondering why I’m not more uncomfortable with this. Wondering why it doesn’t matter that I am sitting here with another very attractive woman who’s clearly flirting with me.


I put my glass to my lips, then toss back my drink. “It’s been months.”


She eyes me. And for a split second, I think I see amusement flutter in her eyes as she licks her lips. But I can’t be for certain. Shit. After the last four drinks I’ve had, I can’t be sure about much of anything that’s going on right now, especially about why I’m feeling so…horny. “Can I ask you a question?”


I nod. “Sure.”


“You ever been with another woman?”


No, but I’ve fantasized about it. Of course I don’t share this tidbit.


“Have I ever been with a woman, how? Sexually?”


“Yes.”


I shake my head, reaching over and pouring myself another drink. My throat suddenly feels as if I’ve gulped down sand as my heart thumps in my chest. I’m nervous, but not in an uncomfortable way. “No.”


“Would you ever try it?”


I pause and look at her, trying to figure out where this line of questioning is heading. I twist in my seat. “No. I doubt it.”


Okay, yes, I’ve masturbated—multiple times, to the thought. And, okay, truth is. Some—no, all—of my best orgasms have been as a result of those fantasies. Still, that’s doesn’t mean I’m willing to openly admit it to her or anyone else. And it definitely doesn’t mean I want to live them out. Or do I? I mean, what if I like it? What if I want it again? Would that mean I’m a lesbian? “I don’t knock what anyone else does,” I push out, shifting my eyes from hers. “But I’m not gay.”


“I didn’t say you were. I’m only asking if you’d ever wondered what it would be like to be with another woman. And would you ever consider it?”


I look at her. “I’m strictly dickly. I mean, right now I’m sick of men. And, yes, I’ve temporarily banished them from my bed and my life, but only for the moment. I’m still very much in love with the feel of a hard dick plunging inside of me.”
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