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Dear Reader:

Cairo has created another erotic page-turner and it’s all about pleasing. Nairobia Jansen is the ultimate pleasure goddess. The former porn star is now a sleek entrepreneur who reigns over The Pleasure Zone, an upscale, private club that is truly for the uninhibited. Everything goes in this adults-only paradise geared to the freaky and rich who seek no-holds-barred satisfaction.

Nairobia, a vixen born of a Dutch mother and Nigerian father, is a seductress like no other as she’s viewed as irresistible by all those she encounters. She maintains an icy persona with her show-stopping looks and takes pride on not being vulnerable or serious about relationships while ensuring she’s forever sexually gratified. She’s vowed to never let another man capture her heart and end up falling into their love trap. No, she’s all about full control of her life.

Nairobia was first introduced in Between the Sheets along with the powerful married couple, music mogul Marcel and publishing exec Marika, whose story is also featured in The Pleasure Zone. Check out an excerpt in the back of this title.

As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane or you can email me at zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO

All the Facebook beauties ’n’ cuties and cool-ass bruhs

who make this journey mad fun.

Thank you for being open-minded enough,

bold enough, and adventurous enough

to share my love of hotness in the sheets with you.

Keep wavin’ ya freak flags!


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

What’s good, my freaky peeps? The Pleasure Zone isn’t simply about a sex club. It’s about exploring and discovering your own pleasure zones. It’s about an unyielding determination to be as sexually fulfilled as humanly possible without regret, without shame, without making excuses. It’s about unleashing your own hidden desires. It’s about sexual freedom.

Special shout-out to Jeffrey Roshell: Congrats on the release of ya first joint, ThornHill High School. I haven’t read it, but wanted to wish much success to you, playboy!

Mad luv to my cyber-boo, Markisha Harris; my cyber-wifey, Dierdre “Miz Wigglez” Mitchell; and my cyber-side-piece, Zanetta Davis!

Sara Camilli: I am forever indebted to you for all that you do.

To Zane, Charmaine, Yona and the rest of the Strebor/Simon & Schuster team: Danke, Gracias, Grazie, Merci, E dupe…Bedankt… there are not enough languages in the world to thank you for supporting, encouraging, and believing in me.

And, as always, to the naysayers: Fourteen books and still climbing. Lick balls, muhfuckas!

One luv—

Cairo


ONE

Desirous.

Hedonistic.

Orgasmic.

Drenched in exotic beauty, Nairobia Jansen was all of those things, then some. She was Kama Sutra. A dangerous combination of…seduction and sin.

She was good pussy.

Good fucking.

She was sweet surrender.

And the gray-eyed, half-Dutch, half-Nigerian beauty knew it. After all, she was every man’s wet dream. And over the years she’d become the forbidden fantasy of her share of women as well. No. She wasn’t a lesbian. But she didn’t consider herself heterosexual, either. In fact, she hated labeling her sexuality. She found it constricting, and goddamn boring. She refused to live her life confined to someone else’s definition of who she should or shouldn’t be. She fucked whom she wanted, when she wanted, however she wanted, with abandon.

But it was no secret she loved the taste of pussy. Hell, most of the world had probably seen her with her face pressed between the thighs of a slew of women during her porn-star days. She was Pleasure back then. It was unbelievable how that time in her life felt like a lifetime ago. Still her reputation followed her. She was a legend in the porn industry. And she was certain many men had jacked off watching her get fucked from the back, her ass bouncing up and down on a long dick making it disappear, while she tongue-fucked another woman. Pussy was heavenly. She loved licking into its wet folds, sucking on its plump golden lips. She loved the way its scent stained her tongue. Loved the heat of another woman’s cunt melding into her own, grinding clit-to-clit, creaming out an orgasm.

However, make no mistake. She loved the wet, juicy, slosh-slosh sound her pussy made every time it was being deep-stroked by a long, hard, throbbing cock more. So—hell no, she could never be a lesbian. She loved dick too much.

Nairobia drew in a deep breath, and resisted the urge to wince at not having had some good pussy since the death of her…well, the only woman who she’d once ever considered sucking and fucking exclusively. Marika. The thought of her being gone was still too much to give thought to. And tonight wasn’t the time for gloom.

No. It was a celebration. The grand opening of her latest adventure, a club—nestled inside what used to be a lesbian club—in the midtown section of New York. Its sole purpose was to cater to the carnal desires of wealthy men and women who stepped foot through its doors. She’d bought the space a little over a year ago as an investment to add to her already impressive portfolio. And now her dream of opening the doors to one of the world’s most erotic sex clubs would become a reality.

Tonight.

Nairobia stared at the wall of water cascading behind the sleek, curved bar before her eyes locked on the bartender. She was scandalously dressed, as always, in a form-fitting, sheer linen gown, a front and back slit crawling up to the crack of her luscious bare ass, and golden sweet pussy.

A Chopard diamond necklace, with over a 140-carats of teardrop-shaped diamonds, cascaded around her neck and dripped down into her cleavage. Her shoulder-length hair was pulled up in what she liked to call a naughty girl chignon. Her hair pulled back, twisted into a loose bun, then loose strands of hair pulled out, framing her face for that freshly “just-fucked” look.

The messier the better, that’s how she liked it. Like sex, she liked it wild.

“What’s your poison, Mademoiselle?” the bartender asked over the music. Silk’s “More” melted out through the world-class sound system.

She glanced around the club.

Chic.

Sophisticated.

Heated marbled floors.

Swathes of billowy ivory silk covered the walls on the first floor.

Candles of enormous sizes flickered about the expansive space.

Gas-lit torches lined the walls.

Draped candlelit booths.

Oversized white leather sofas and armless chairs.

Massive floral arrangements perfumed the air.

She looked up at the vaulted ceiling, then fluttered her gaze back to the milk chocolate Adonis in front of her, his eyes dancing over her body. Every muscle in his sleek torso bunched, and her pussy clenched.

Goapele purred out of the speakers about being ready to play. And Nairobia was more than ready. She stayed ready. Always wet, always ready. She thrust her pelvis to its beat, then reached over the bar, positioned in the center of the floor, and pulled him into her by his spiked collar. She kissed him on the mouth. Sunk her teeth into his plump bottom lip. Then nipped at the small diamond hooped earring in his left ear. There was a panther’s head tattooed on the back of his neck. And her mouth watered to bite it. She resisted the urge.

For now…

Save for his collar, the six-foot-four bartender’s sculpted body was naked, dusted in gold as was every other wait staff, server, and bartender. He grinned as Nairobia leaned further over the bar and her hungry gaze slid down his body and fastened on the meaty dick hanging between his muscular thighs.

Mmm.

Josiah.

Josiah.

Josiah.

He was drool inducing as was everyone else who would work the club, including the deejays and the bouncers. It was a mandatory requirement—to be beautiful, to be sexy, to be…fuckable, whether you were dressed or undressed. And, oh how he was so, so very fuckable.

Nairobia knew she would feed the staff her pussy and she’d feast on their hard dicks, and weeping cunts. But rule number one: she would not, ever, indulge the patrons’ libidos. No, no, no. Sexing the clientele would make for bad business. And fucking over good coin was not how she’d managed to brand her name, and her delectable talents. No matter how many thousands of dollars would pour into her club tonight—or on any other night, no matter how many loins would ache for her loving touch, she wouldn’t cross the axiomatic line. Not with the patrons.

She fixed her gaze on the sight before her. The swells of Josiah’s biceps made her clit tingle, but fucking him right this very moment was the farthest thing from her mind. She wanted his long tongue on her clit, in her pussy.

She whispered in his ear, “My poison tonight is, een natte tong op mijn kut.” A wet tongue on my pussy.

He smiled, then replied huskily, “Your every wish is my command, Mademoiselle.” His bulging chest muscles and abs rippled. Even the sight of his thick forearms, lined with wide veins, made her pussy churn in delight. She imagined him using her naked body as his human bench-press, lifting her up over his head the way one would a set of one hundred-pound barbells.

Nairobia inhaled deeply and held it. She rubbed a smooth hand over his rock-hard pectorals, right before pushing out a warm gush of cinnamon-scented breath, slipping her tongue into his ear and telling him how her pussy whispered from beneath her gown, how it longed for his long, thick tongue. “Mijn poes verlangt naar uw tong.”

He understood nothing she said, which made it that more alluring. He will submit to me, she told herself. As they all will, offering me his tongue…and his big, thick cock, if I so desire it.

Josiah disappeared from sight as a rich, sexy ballad filled the air. Nairobia blinked. Then a sly grin eased over her lips as she prowled around the bar. There he was. Lying on the tiled floor behind the bar on his back, his hands behind his head, his dick lying languidly across his rippled belly. He waited for her as the DJ played a song that opened up with the sound of a rainstorm and a female moaning.

“What is this he is playing?” she asked once she made her way around the other side of the bar. “Feelin’ This,” he told her. By a group called Profile, spelled with a Y instead of an I. Profyle. That it was played in some movie. “Motives,” he added. She didn’t know the movie, but she liked the seductiveness of the song.

Mmm.

She purred low in the back of her throat, hiking her gown up over her curvaceous hips. “Yes. Feel this wet kut. Taste it.” She squatted low. Straddled his face. Lowered her quivering pussy onto his waiting tongue. Then slowly rocked her hips. She murmured in her native tongue, “Maken graag miijn kut. Voeden mijn poesje je tong. Ja, my darling, jaaaaa.” Then she repeated herself in English. “Yes, my darling, yessss. Make love to my cunt. Feed my pussy your tongue.”

He groaned into her trembling slit.

A spasm wracked her entire body. Nibbling, licking, sucking on her clit, his teeth lightly grazed it before capturing it between his lips.

She moaned.

His fingers spread open her wet lips and he greedily tongued her, suckled her, flickering over her clit, feasting on her wet pussy. “Mmm, ja, ja, ja…” She spasmed around his tongue and fingers, her nectar coating his tongue. “Yes, yes, yes. Mijn natte kut likken…” She demanded he lick her wet pussy.

And he did.

He licked. Licked. Licked. Licked.

“Fuck,” he muttered against her lust-flared labia. He sucked on her lips. Wickedly kissed her kut. Breathed it in. Tongued her clit. Her hips rocked in sensuous rhythm. His stiff tongue speared her pussy. And she moaned as he made a growling sound that echoed along her silken walls. “Aaaargh, aaaah, aaaah…”

She glanced over her shoulder. He was fisting his thick cock. Her mouth watered, her pussy got wetter. She smothered him in her wetness as he fucked her with his tongue.

“Oh, yesss, oooh…mmm…so wet…uw tong…mmm…zo fijn…” Your tongue…mmm…so good…

She threw her head back, eyes rolling in the back of her head. Peaking toward orgasm, she swallowed, her breath hitching a bit. Nairobia bucked against Josiah’s face, her clitoris swollen and achy, her cunt roiling in pleasure. Seconds later, liquid heat squirted out of her. With low moans, he drank her juices, swallowing, swallowing.

She grinded into his mouth, riding another wave, wrenching out one last orgasm, before lifting her hips and pulling his wagging tongue from the wet space between her thighs.

She stood.

Satiated.

For the moment…

She always needed more.

Always wanted more.

Always.

Josiah shot to his feet, and Nairobia reached for his collar and pulled him into her. She licked his lips. Then kissed him, tasting her on him, his tongue, his mouth drenched in her juices.

She broke the kiss and stepped back from him.

“Have I pleased you, Mademoiselle?”

“Oh, yes, my love, yes. Your mouth and tongue are heavenly.” She reached for his plump dick. Grabbed it in her hand. “I will have you in my chambers. And fuck you into my cunt, my darling. Soon.” She stroked him. He dipped at the knees. Allowed his hips to roll, his dick thickening, lengthening, in her grasp.

The bulbous head of his dick swelled. Sticky nectar streamed from out of its slit. His mouthwatering cock stretched to enormous proportion, causing her firm grip to stretch, to loosen. She grabbed him with both hands. He became fevered with lust as she stroked him. Brought him to the edge. Taunted him. Slowly fucked his cock into her two-handed fist, her wrists twisting in delight as she stroked him to nirvana.

His muscles tightened.

Brows drawn tight, he groaned in anticipation, in…heated need.

She could have easily dropped to her knees before him. Devoured him. Drained him. Bathed him with her tongue. Sucked his scrumptious cock into her mouth, the length of him sucked down into her throat, the head blocking her airway. But she wouldn’t dare.

Not tonight.

She could feel the swelling of his nut right below the crown. And she imagined him saying—if he spoke Dutch, “Zuigen mijn dick teef.” Suck my dick, bitch. She moaned at the thought. “Mm. Ik wil voelen van deze grote lul in mijn kont.”

He groaned. “Aaah, yes. Whatever the fuck it is you said, yes, yes, yes. Aaah…aaarrgh…” She translated for him. Told him she wanted to feel it in her ass. He grunted his approval, leaking onto her hand. Furiously thrusting his hips, he wanted relief. Craved it.

His balls tightened.

She lazily glided her moist tongue over her lips.

Oh how she could milk him to release with her hungry, wet mouth. Or bend over the bar and offer him the inside of her pulsing pussy.

But she wouldn’t.

The Weeknd sang about a girl being worth it when she finally let go of Josiah’s throbbing cock and he took it into his own eager hand, fist pumping away.

She smiled watching him watching her with hazy eyes. She told him to come for her, to get lost in the pleasure. After all, this is what her club was all about. Pleasure. Sweet release. A split-second later, he was growling, throwing his head back, roaring over the music, bellowing.

And then…

Heat jetted out from his cock, his milky seeds spilling out onto the bar’s floor. She stalked over to him. Lifted his hand to her mouth, and licked his thick fingers clean, sucking them into her mouth—one by one, before easing up on her tiptoes and kissing him ever so lightly on the lips. Then offering him her tongue. He sucked it into his mouth, and their tongues danced in the remnants of his juices and hers.

“Allow your balls to fill, my love,” she said, finally pulling away from him. “And prepare for opening.” And then she was gone, stepping into the glass elevator, ascending to the second floor. The doors slid open, and she stepped off. She looked down over the elaborate gold railing, taking in the spectacular view. The club was certainly a breathtaking sight to behold.

Red-bottom-heeled models—a dozen or so, beautiful women she’d hand-selected from around the world to work in her establishment—wore pasties shimmering in Swarovski crystals and matching thongs and elaborate, bejeweled masks. Their male counterparts, sun-kissed, chisel-chested male models, were donned in loincloths and wore silk domino masks. Chords of muscle in their powerful thighs, big dicks and big, heavy balls were prerequisites.

Oh how she loved big dick. Its taste, its feel, stretching her mouth, stretching her walls, stretching her ass; the delicious burn, causing her to cream and mewl in deliciousness.

Mmm.

Nairobia squeezed her inner walls as she swept a gaze around the mostly empty club, then up at the three large, white Persian-carpeted cages suspended in air by thick ropes of metal chain. In a matter of moments, each cage would lower and two female models would step in one; two males and one woman would endeavor into another; and, in the final cage, two women and one male would venture inside. Then the cages would rise midway. And the caged lovers would hover in the air fucking and sucking, feasting on their anonymous lover’s eager sexes.

Huge statues, along with life-size erotic paintings of men and women in coitus, depicting threesomes and cunnilingus, and a variation of other lusty positions were situated throughout the club under the glow of sultry lighting.

The whole vibe oozed sensuality.

It dripped sex.

Rose petals scattered about, a spiral staircase wound up to the second and third and fourth and fifth floors, where there was a bubbling fountain in the center of the second floor, flames dancing across the water’s surface, and more oversized sofas. The third floor held stadium-style seating for live shows. And behind a set of double French doors was The Playground, a room filled with every type of sex toy imaginable, exclusively from her adult-toy line, Nasty.

The fourth floor featured two large stages for the male and female exotic dancers, along with another bar and DJ booth. Down the hall there was a cognac lounge and humidor area that was equipped with a full cigar bar stocked with the most exquisite brands, where aficionadas could smoke their favorite cigars and sip some of the world’s finest cognacs.

There were floor-to-ceiling windows and transparent floors looking down the club’s five flights. Each top floor had spectacular views of the Hudson River. The fifth floor opened up to a five thousand-square-foot rooftop garden with retractable walls and roof, along with an enclosed penthouse lounge.

The spiral stairs also descended down into the basement level, or the Love Tomb, as Nairobia called it. Gas lamps lit the way to a Roman-style sauna with polished wood benches stretched along the walls; a heated pool was on the other end for those who wanted to frolic in the sparkling blue water. Several passageways led to numerous chambers beneath the club, where patrons who craved their sex with a bit more kink could indulge their fetishes.

Each floor offered a condom and lube station that was set up like a candy station, with every type of condom in large crystal bowls—in every imaginable color and size—for those who preferred to play safe.

Although every member had to be tested and was required to retest every three months—and provide written documentation—if they wished to remain a member in good standing. Patrons had the option to fuck raw…or wrapped.

The choice was theirs.

A variety of lubes were also at the ready for those who might tap out after a few rounds or who simply weren’t blessed with the juiciest cunts and needed a little something to keep from scraping up a man’s cock. There was nothing worse than sandbag pussy, and a man having to go home with a chafed dick.

Rihanna’s “Skin” poured out of the speakers as Nairobia looked over the railing one last time. Bare-footed, naked bodies airbrushed in gold paint—long dicks, voluptuous breasts, and colossal asses on display for all to see—sauntered around the club in tune to the beat, preparing to take posts throughout the exquisite space as human statues. They’d be holding gold candelabras, lighting the way to nirvana.

The lights dimmed.

Oh, yes, in less than an hour—hidden behind thick mahogany doors, a decadent sea of pleasure awaited everyone who stepped across its threshold.

The sign above the doors that opened up into the club’s Italian-marbled foyer read: ENTER IF YOU DARE. LEAVE BEHIND YOUR APPREHENSIONS. SURRENDER TO YOUR DESIRES…AND STEP INSIDE THE PLEASURE ZONE.

Nairobia smiled wickedly.


TWO

The sweet notes of “Send Me Out” by Kelela played as flames swayed across the stunning fountain’s water on the club’s second level. The song was sexy. The artist’s voice poured out of the speakers like warm honey. And it made the air around Nairobia thicken with sexual energy. She skimmed a hand down her neck, then allowed it to glide down over her pulsing body.

The club’s grand opening had exceeded her wildest expectations. It was close to midnight, the bewitching hour—the freak hour, and the club was packed with hard-bodied hunks and curvaceously heeled women thrust in the throes of decadence.

Nairobia’s tongue slid across her teeth as she gathered the drool that formed in her mouth, and swallowed. Salacious thoughts and forbidden desires bloomed into sinful realities right before her and she was…well, she was shamelessly wet.

Sweet pussies slid down hard dicks. Thick dicks pushed through swollen cunts; balls pushing against asses, while wandering hands skated up bodies to cup bouncing breasts. The music and the delicious sounds of orgasms echoed around the club. Permeated its walls.

And Nairobia was floating.

On lust.

On mounting desire.

Nipples peaked, her gaze swept around the sensual space, her arousal heightening. The luminosity of the flickering firelight from the gas lamps reflected beautifully off tiled mosaics of notoriously lusty satyrs and maidens. The walls illuminated by the fire’s glow and its dancing flames gave the illusion that the satyrs were moving, their hips thrusting.

She felt herself growing lusciously wetter.

Not from the room’s ambiance, but from the sight of a mocha-colored, mink-lashed vixen being ravaged by three delectable, broad-shouldered chocolate hunks. She was straddling the one with the braids, his long legs stretched out along an oversized burnt-orange leather sofa as his hips thrust up in her, slicing into her cunt. Another, dark chocolate with dreads, was in back of her, his large hands on either side of her ass cheeks, the ring of her anus stretched around the head of his jumbo-size dick as he eased himself in and out of her, loosening the way inside her tunnel. The third hunk, bald, caramel-coated bliss, stood with both his hands on his hips, his legs spread wide, his balls dangling over Mr. Braids’ face as Mink Lash licked the head of his dick.

Nairobia felt the urging need to squeeze her thighs together, and she did.

There was a deep throb, a sweet aching, spreading through her pussy as she watched the four lovers in the throes of unadulterated pleasure. Her cunt caught fire, enflaming her slickened lips. She could feel the flames quickly spreading through her asshole, swirling up and around her clit. Her whole body became engulfed in heat.

And she needed relief.

She needed something long, hard and thick to hose down the inferno raging inside her.

She needed to be…fucked.

And the hedonistic sounds of hot, raw, sweaty fucking only coiled her desires tighter and tighter, squeezing her soul helpless until she found herself nearly breathless.

Nairobia knew she needed to turn on her heel and flee to the comforts of her plush office and watch all of the fucktivities from the safety of monitors that gave her a bird’s-eye view of every wicked, every sordid, every salacious act performed in every part of her establishment before she broke her rule and joined in. Temptation was gnawing away at her resolve.

Yet, there she stood.

Fixed on the glorious sight before her.

Mink Lash opened herself to her three stallions, giving into the dick and the heat. She moaned loudly over the music. There was a delicious rhythm all three cocks found, thrusting and retreating, fucking into her holes. Pure bliss coated Mink Lash’s face as she grunted and groaned and writhed around each thrusting cock.

Nairobia knew all too well the delicious feeling of being penetrated in all three orifices, pussy and ass and throat stuffed balls deep. She almost envied the busty vixen as she captured their meaty cocks in her greedy holes.

Bitch.

Watching the foursome was slowly uncoiling all her self-control, and Nairobia knew it. She felt it. But she wasn’t ready to leave. No. Not yet.

So she prowled closer.

The voyeur in her wanted—no, needed—to see more. They knew she was watching them and they fucked with wild abandon, wanting to be seen. Wanting to be heard. Wanting their wet, scented heat to be savored.

Nairobia seductively licked her lips, breathing in the aphrodisiac.

She wanted to bite into the air and swallow up the musky heat.

“Yes, my loves,” she rasped, edging over toward the sofa. “Stretch her to the hilt. Fuck into her soul.” She stalked around the sofa. “Fuck haar ademloos…” Fuck her breathless.

She found herself taking a slender, manicured finger and ever so lightly sliding it down Carmel-Coated’s spine, then over the globes of his muscled ass. She reveled in its magnificence. Next to a long, thick dick, a man’s beautiful muscled-ass was another one of her weaknesses.

He thrust hard into Mink Lash’s mouth and then slowed. “Open your fuckin’ mouth,” he ordered. She did what she was told, and he slid his dick gently over her tongue, rubbing the tip over her lips before plunging back inside the wetness of her juicy mouth. Mink Lash gagged. “Suck that dick,” he growled.

Nairobia smiled. Mink Lash was a good, greedy bitch. She knew how to submit to the dick. Nairobia admired that. And obviously so did her three lovers. Her pussy and ass and mouth were spread wide with cock. Caramel-Coated feathered a hand over Mink Lash’s cheek, then took her head and held it in place, thrusting, deeper, pushing every inch of himself to the back of throat.

“Yes, my love,” Nairobia whispered in his ear, “clog her throat with your hard cock. Crush her windpipe, my darling.” Spit splashed out of Mink Lash’s mouth, her eyes watered. Nairobia slapped Caramel-Coated’s ass and he let out a groan.

The freak in her wanted to drop down, spread her warm hands over his sweat-glistened gluteus and reward him with a tongue lick or two along the crack of his ass.

But she resisted.

She preyed around him. Moved on to Dark Chocolate. She allowed her hands to stretch out across his thick shoulders. She stood in back of him, her body practically pressing into his, and marveled in the feel of his muscles as they fanned out. She ran her hands along his traps. Then caressed his delts, before spreading out over his back again. Her hands slid down to cup his ass and her mouth watered. Unlike Caramel-Coated’s smooth, hairless ass, his was lightly covered with hair along the seam of his crack. Nairobia gripped it and he thrust himself deeper, his cock getting lost inside the warmth of Mink Lash’s ass.

Mink Lash mewled, her big bouncy ass sucking in his dick as Nairobia glided her hands underneath him and cupped his low-hanging balls. She lightly bounced them in the palm of her hand. They were heavy. And hairy. As was his cock. And it looked scrumptiously heavy as it disappeared in and out of Mink Lash’s ass; the thick, curly hairs at his groin brushing against her flesh.

Nairobia’s own ass clenched in want. Desire settled in the pit of her cunt and spread along her inner walls, tightening viciously around her clit, spreading like a wildfire.

Her voice heavy with lust, she muttered words in Dutch. Told him to shove his cock deep in her ass, to fuck her shitless.

He groaned in response. She moved on to Mink Lash. “Yes, my darling,” Nairobia whispered, leaning into her ear as she gurgled and clutched around a mouthful of cock. “Surrender to the dick. Worship it. Let it own you, my love. Or,” she sweetly warned, “I’ll put a crop to your ass, my darling.”

She reached for one of Mink Lash’s taut nipples, and pinched it. Twisted it.

Mink Lash screamed. Cried out as her three lovers impaled her with their engorged cocks. They fucked her mercilessly. She struggled for breath. Then cried out again. Her yell was sharp, echoing out across the room as they savagely shredded her throat and ass and cunt to pieces.

Arousal hummed through Nairobia’s veins. She felt her entire pussy quiver and tingle with need. There was no way she would get through the night without clutching a dick into her cunt and orgasming around it.

Oh, how she would love the feel of a warm nut coating the walls of her pussy. The thought only fueled the fires of lust enflaming her.

She was ready to come. Not later tonight. Not tomorrow.

Right now.

And she would.


THREE

“Ja, ja, ja,” Nairobia hissed over her shoulder, taking in the sight of Josiah’s sweat-glistened body as he spread open her ass and pierced the back of her cunt with his engorged cock. “Fuck me, my love…yesss…take my kut…mmm…oooh …aaah…ja, ja, ja…”

The club’s fucktivities had her libido in overdrive. She couldn’t— wouldn’t—go another second without the stretch of a cock inside her. So she summoned Josiah to her office. And now he was in back of her pleasing her, fucking into her cunt like a wild, horny bull. She clenched around him, and he groaned in pleasure as she orgasmed around his cock.

She was deep. Wet. Hot. And tighter than Josiah remembered. It made him sizzle. Everything about Nairobia was overwhelming, her body, her pussy. She was potent. God, how he loved her pussy. He loved the way it spoke to him; the way it wetly sucked and slurped in his dick, her ass clapping around him with every demanding thrust. He felt himself drowning in her silken heat.

His neck lolled back, his eyes rolling up in his head as she handled the heavy length of his cock with ease, her silky walls bringing him closer to the edge of climax. Neck straining, abdominal muscles tightening, he cried out, “Aaah, fuck!”

He didn’t want to come. Not yet. He’d just gotten inside her. And it’d been weeks since she’d given him her pussy. So he needed to savor it, needed to linger in it for as long as humanly possible. But her clenching walls and endless wetness were making it difficult to keep from exploding inside her.

He pulled out, leaving Nairobia empty, the crown of his dick slick and swollen, the condom already filled with pre-cum. He wanted to feel her naked pussy on his dick, skin-to-skin. But she wouldn’t allow it. Said he needed to earn her raw cunt.

He sank to his knees and tongued her ass, greedily licking the puckering rim as he slid two fingers into her pussy. His tongue lashed over her hole, then darted around it as his probing fingers found her spot, and stroked on its swollen heat.

Nairobia mewled. Clawed at her desk, her nails raking viciously over its surface. “Suck my clit,” she demanded, her need rolling out into a whisper. She arched her back. Spread her legs wider. Reached back and pulled open her ass cheeks. Allowed him access and privilege to all of her swollen sex.

Josiah took in the magnificence of her cunt, her labia, her slit, her scent, then positioned himself beneath her, her sex hovering over his face. He opened his drooling mouth, and latched onto her clit and sucked in.

“Oooh, ja, ja…bite it,” she pushed out, panting.

He slid his tongue from her core to her clit. Then, with teeth and tongue, he nipped at the swollen bud, then grazed it, scraping her with pleasure until, finally, biting into it. Heat and sparks shot from Nairobia’s clit, then gushed out from her slit, soaking Josiah’s face with her liquid desire.

Nairobia cupped her breasts. Tweaked her nipples until they ached. She closed her thighs around Josiah’s head, and rode his face. He groaned. Grabbed his cock and slowly stroked himself. Her pussy was so luscious, so heavenly. Lost in the throes, he licked and sucked and nibbled and bit.

He ravished her sex, filling her with desire; her sweet body tightening, then going slack, then rigid all over again with need.

Euphoric.

Intoxicating.

Another climax crashed against Nairobia’s walls, splashing out in heavy waves of bliss as expletives filled the room, and her body convulsed, her pussy melting into her young lover’s mouth.

Mouth curling up in a satisfying smile, Josiah was ready to plunge back inside her wet, slippery heat. Blood hummed in his body for release, for her. He needed back inside her. Now.

Quick on his feet, his sheathed erection bobbed up and down in anticipation. An instant later, Josiah’s cock was at the opening of her slit again, his head aching for entry past swollen tissues, back into her juicy flesh.

Nairobia drew in a breath as Josiah touched her, using his fingers to open her wide, making her more needy, more aroused. Then she inhaled, feeling the plump head of his cock at her entrance—all slick, all ready—wanting him, waiting for him. Her pussy clenched emptiness. She longed to have him back inside her.

“Bury yourself in me,” she said, in a voice heavy with lust and heat. “Lose yourself inside me, my love.”

Josiah groaned. Oh how he wanted back inside her so desperately, lost in her sweet heat. Without words, he gave her what she asked for. Between gnashed teeth, he gave himself what he craved. What they both craved.

His dick sank deep.

His toes curled. Nairobia grew wetter, her swollen lips wrapping around his shaft with each thrust into her body, her cunt quaking with joy. Exploding. Clenching. Cock drawing out, then plunging in, drawing out, then plunging in. In. Out. In. Out.

Rhythmic pounding lifted Nairobia’s body up with every thrust. Her walls tightened. Delicious pleasure soared through her body, clutching, crashing and colliding into Josiah’s own crippling need. “Feel that,” she rasped. “My wet heat for you? My needy cunt greedy for you.”

He moaned. “Yes, baby, yes…aaah, shit, yeah…” He thrust deeper, faster. “Shit!” The friction and heat were making him mindless. Nairobia pushed back against him, her ass slamming against his groin.

“Harder.”

Josiah groaned, bucking faster, sawing his cock back and forth, in and out, his swollen shaft pillaging her core. Nairobia heard herself crying out in pleasure. Heard the slap of Josiah’s body against hers.

“Ja, ja, ja…you like this wet kut…you love how it makes your cock crazed, no? Mmm. My kut is so wet for you…fuck meeee, my love…”

And then—oh thank God—Josiah slipped his hand between their bodies to stroke her clit, more pleasure swirling in brilliant heat. Wet flames engulfing him. And her.

Josiah quickly pulled out. And moments later, Nairobia was up on her desk, her legs pulled back, her knees pressed toward her breasts, gazing up at Josiah as he snatched off his condom and fisted himself over her creamy cunt.

“Yes, my darling, yes,” Nairobia cooed, pulling open her sensitive folds. “Come all over my kut. Let me feel your heat…”

“Aaaah, aaaah, aaah…ohhhhh, fuck…” Dazed at the sight of her pink insides clenching and quivering, her juices pooling out, Josiah choked back a yell as heavy ropes of scorching cum gushed from his cock, lapped against her labia, and singed her clit.

Over and over, he pumped himself, squeezing his cock, releasing ribbon after ribbon of his seeds, emptying his swollen sac. He pumped himself, milked out every last drop, until he had nothing else left.

Nairobia moaned as he laid his still-hard dick over her slit and slid back and forth over it, before sliding its head over her sex and slathering his warm, milky seed into her flesh.

“Lick me,” she hissed, her hips slowly undulating.

Tongue out, Josiah leaned in, and buried his face between her thighs, licking her clean.

She melted all over again.


FOUR

“Yo, what’s good, my beauties, cuties, hookers, hoes, pimps, and playboys…this is ya boy, MarSell, coming at you live with another steamy segment of ‘Creepin’ ‘n’ Freakin’ After Dark.’ All of my peeps who get down with me know how I like to serve it up: Hot, raw ‘n’ ohhhh so nasty. And tonight will be no exception as I introduce to you one of the world’s sexiest women alive. So drop them drawz, sit back…relax…light a candle…pour yourself a glass of your favorite wine and let me mentally lick you into climax…”

Nairobia shamelessly eyed the radio host, licking her lips, as he adjusted his headphones. Dark-chocolate skin melted over ropes of thick muscle. Long-lashed eyelids wrapped around smoldering dark-chocolate eyes. Full, luscious lips made for pussy sucking. Long, thick, manicured fingers. Everything about this man was…deliciously big. From his feet to his hands and scrumptious dick, he was six feet eight inches of heavenly perfection.

Marcel Kennedy.

Her pussy moistened at one of many sweet memories. His dick wrapped around her plump, juicy lips. Her tongue swirling over and around its thick, plum-shaped head, licking up and down the thick-veined shaft. His fingers lovingly stretching her cunt, stroking her insides until she felt her asshole clenching and her uterus starting to shake.

She could still hear his deep voice, coaxing her, urging her, to suck him into her wet, velvety mouth. One inch…two inches, four inches…then six. She cupped his heavy cum-filled balls—she felt them swelling with want and need in her hand. Her mouth glided back up to the head of his dick, suckling the head, nursing it in the way a hungry newborn would its mother’s nipple, before gliding her mouth back down over his thick, pulsing shaft, sucking in eight inches of dick…nine inches…eleven inches…

She moaned inwardly.

Two fingers became three fingers, getting lost in her wetness, the slickness of her pussy, making it easy for a fourth finger to ease its way in. And then there was another set of hands, soft and gentle, pulling open her ass. She felt the heat of their touch on her skin, the heat of breath caressing her asshole, then the tip of a wet, heated tongue sweeping over its opening, teasing her, taunting her.

She gasped in ecstasy, sucking in the remaining two inches of dick as his sexy wife tongue-fucked her asshole.

Marika.

God rest her beautiful soul.

Marika and Marcel had been the perfect couple. Open and loving. Bold and daring, both with voracious sex drives that allowed the other to openly indulge in surreptitious sexual encounters while the other either watched or, more often than not, participated in. Oh how they were the epitome of uninhibited lovers. Behind closed doors and between the sheets, Marcel and Marika were everything Nairobia could have ever hoped for. They were as close to sexual perfection as it could ever get.

Almost.

Nairobia sighed inwardly. She still couldn’t believe it was a year since her unfortunate death, no…murder.

How tragic.

Killed by some crazed bitch. A one-night stand turned obsession that cost them everything. Marika lost her life. And Marcel lost his soul mate, his lover, his whole world crumbling down around him by the pull of a trigger.

Nairobia had attended the closed-casket funeral. Hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of celebrities, professional athletes, and mourners flocked to pay their respects. Her heart broke into a thousand pieces seeing Marcel so broken, so lost. Beset with grief. And regret. And guilt.

He was inconsolable for months after Marika’s death. He’d cut himself off from the world. Cocooned from the prying eyes of the press and media. Practically vanishing.

And here he was now, one year later…looking more desirable than ever.

So, so…fuckable.

“…She’s an author, model, and one of the most desired women around the globe…”

Nairobia blinked, catching Marcel’s burning gaze on her flushed face.

“…That’s right, my freaky peeps…tonight’s guest is a woman who has graced the covers of both Playboy and Penthouse; is the CEO of her own production company, Sweet Pleasures; and, has built a multimillion-dollar empire with her exclusive adult toy line, Nasty. Just how we like it…”

I am good pussy.

I am good loving.

I am unforgettable fucking.

Nairobia smiled, slowly crossing one sultry leg over another, then clasping her hands in her lap.

“Without further ado, Tri-State, I introduce to you Nairobia Jansen…” There was the sound of applause coming from in back of her. There were several dozen guests in the studio who’d been invited to tonight’s live show. They would all be given a basket of sex toys and edibles from her latest collection, along with an autographed copy of her book, Good Pussy.

Nairobia adjusted her headphones. “Ooh, thank you, my darling,” she said seductively, while trying to temper her Dutch accent without completely disposing of it. She reached over and touched Marcel’s hand. “It’s so good to see you, my love. Thanks for having me on the show.”

“Nah, baby, thank you. It’s damn good seeing you, too. And, yo, trust. I see you, baby.” His gaze slowly roamed over her. “Yo, my peeps…I wish you could see what I’m seeing right now…” There was howling and whistling in back of them from the studio’s male guests, and even some of the females. “This beauty is mad sexy, yo. Spellbinding. She smells good. Looks good. She’s damn intoxicating, my peeps. I can see why so many muhfuckas have been turned out. You got mofos drooling all over the place.”

Nairobia glanced over her shoulder and smiled.

Always known for flaunting her most famous assets—her voluptuous breasts, curvaceous hips, and beautiful round ass—in scandalous wears, tonight was no exception.

She was scantily sheathed in a diamond net mini-dress with a neckline that plunged below her navel and a slit that crawled up to her bare pussy with an open back to match, leaving nothing—and I do mean, nothing, to the imagination. She stood. Placed a hand on her hip, and slowly turned, giving everyone in the room an up close and personal view of her body. She had an ass like two basketballs, and men loved seeing it bounce. She was tempted to bend over, grab her ankles and make it shake in Marcel’s handsome face. But that would be tasteless. She was a lady, after all. Classy.

“Damn, baby,” Marcel said low and husky wiping fingers over his brow. “It’s getting hot in here. Yo, Tri-State, this beauty has ya boy sweating like crazy.”

She smiled, taking her seat. “I take that to mean you like, no?”

“Do I like?” He licked his lips. She was sure it was subconsciously done as his lusty gaze scanned her body again. She had that effect on many. “Yo, let’s just say you’re starting to awaken the beast.”

Her cunt clenched. “Mmm,” she purred, reaching over and running a manicured finger along the inside of his thigh. “And does this beast bite?” she teased.

Marcel let out a low groan. “Nah, nah, baby. As long as you’re petting it and keeping it wet, it’s good.” She gave him a knowing glance. And good it was. Her finger traced the length of his ever-growing cock. Then, before she wrapped her hand around the stretched fabric of his pants and groped it, she snatched her hand away—acutely aware of the audience in back of them, even though she loved being watched.

She feigned disappointment. “Too bad, my darling. Ik hou van zijn gebeten.” I love being bitten.

She watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he swallowed. “Damn, baby, there you go talking that sexy shit.” His crooked grin, followed by dimples, and a glint of mischief dancing in the pools of his eyes, had her slowly melting.

Damn him.

“Arrêtez d’essayer de me tourner.”

He told her in his smooth, honey-rich voice to stop trying to turn him on. Lucky for her—and to her world travels, she understood French. She smiled. “I’d never do anything you wouldn’t want done,” she confessed, flirting with the fantasy of a good fucking.

“Aiight, aiight. I heard that,” he said, shaking his head. “Don’t tempt me. Word up, yo. But before I get sidetracked wit’ tryna chain you to this desk ‘n’ having my way with you, let’s jump right into tonight’s interview.”

She nodded and smiled. “Yes, let’s.”

“Aiight. You’ve modeled. You’ve done porn. You’ve graced the covers of magazines. You’ve written two best sellers. You’ve created your own sex toy line…” Nairobia nodded as he listed her accomplishments. “And now you’ve opened your very own club in Manhattan. Tell us about it.”

“Yes, my darling. I am a woman of many talents…” She shifted in her seat. Uncrossed her legs, spreading them open, teasingly, then closing them, crossing her legs at the ankles, revealing her thigh, and the whole side of her soft, bouncy ass.

Marcel struggled to keep focused. Struggled to keep from fucking her right here, right now. Nairobia saw the hunger in his eyes and wondered how long it’d been since he’d plunged his colossal dick into some pussy. Good pussy.

Before Marika’s death, she would have spread open her thighs and welcomed him inside her wet, silky walls, while her mouth made love to his wife’s clit, her tongue sinking into her cum-sodden cunt.

But, now…?

So much had changed.

She’d changed.

He’d changed.

Those clandestine encounters between the three of them were now bittersweet memories to be tucked away, and savored.

Marika was gone. Dead.

Still…

She fought from rocking her hips in abandon as the memory of him sucking her engorged nipples, one at a time, between his lips, into the waiting heat of his mouth; his wet tongue lashing, his teeth grazing each—

Marcel cleared his throat, pulling her from her lustful reverie.

She shifted in her seat. Crossed her right leg over her left.

Their gazes met and, in that moment, she imagined him standing. Then unzipping his pants to drag the heavy length of his cock out, it straining toward her own waiting, hungry mouth. She could almost taste the sweetness of his semen on her tongue.

Almost.

A moan caught in the back of her throat as she swallowed down the thought of him flooding her mouth with nut. Her leg bounced over her knee in a failed attempt at cutting off the budding ache between her thighs.

Marcel parted his lips to speak. But she didn’t, she wouldn’t, allow it. “The Pleasure Zone, my darling, is a club like no other,” she said, her tone coated with the slightest hint of her Danish and African ancestry—her mother was Dutch, her father Nigerian. “It’s an ultra-chic, upscale, private, For Adults Only club, where hedonistic desires unfold under one lavish roof.”

Marcel groaned. “Damn. Sounds like it’s gonna be hot ‘n’ poppin’. But, yo, let’s pause for a moment. Let’s rap a lil’ about your joint, Good Pus—bleep—sy, real quick. Why’d you write a joint like that? And what makes pus—bleep—sy good pus—bleep—sy?”

Nairobia licked her lips. “Well, my darling. Good pus—bleep—sy is what every woman likes to believe she has. But, unfortunately, it’s more than a state of mind. It’s a state of being. Good pus—bleep—sy is a mixture of things. It’s the sound, the taste, the feel all wrapped around the ability and the want to indulge in its partner’s inner-most desires. It’s wet, juicy, tight…built for every stroke, every inch, giving you limitless access. Good pus—bleep—sy pulls you in; it’s not just milking the dic—bleep, it’s gripping and sucking out a man’s soul, it’s emptying out his balls. It’s snatching his breath.

“Good pus—bleep—sy makes a man clutch the sheets and cry out and brings him to his knees. It makes an already unstable man lose what’s left of his mind, having him busting out windows and stalking you. Good pus—bleep—sy, my darling, speaks to the dic—bleep…”

“Goddaaaaayum, baby.” He licked his lips. “Yo, you hear that, Tri-State? She said good snatch speaks to the dingaling. Damn. Tell us what it’s saying, baby, when we’re balls deep in that ish?”

Nairobia slowly opened her legs. Gave Marcel a sneak peek of her smooth, honey-coated cunt. “It’s saying…beat me. Fuc—bleep me. Dic—bleep me down. Make me cum…”

She closed her thighs.

Marcel stared at her. She knew what the fuck she was doing to him. And it had his balls bubbling, his dick rock-hard. “Damn,” he breathed out, then quickly told his listening audience that they were going into a commercial break. He eased back from his microphone as Miguel crooned “Pussy Is Mine” over the air. The producer Nina walked over to them smiling. “Girl, you’re about to cause a riot up in here. The testosterone level in the back is through the roof. It’s crazy right now. I’m loving it.”

Nairobia smiled. “I aim to please, my love.”

Nia blushed. But she couldn’t help herself from sliding her gaze over the slopes of Nairobia’s breasts, her protruding nipples, before catching Nairobia’s eyes staring up at her. Nia’s face flushed shamefully. Nairobia smirked, standing up to give her—and the burning gazes in back of her—another full view of all of her lusciousness. She reached for Nia’s delicate hands and placed them up to her firm, upright breasts.

They were real. Beautiful. And always ready to be fondled.

The audience went wild watching the station’s producer sensually cup Nairobia’s breasts. The act surprised Nia and made her instantly moist. She’d never felt another woman’s breasts before, though she’d had her share of bi-curious fantasies.

Nairobia leaned in to Nia’s ear and whispered, “My hot, silky cunt feels even better.” She winked at the shocked producer, then let her hands go. Another time, another place, she might have been compelled to offer Nia a taste of her nectar. Or maybe, snatch her by her hair and snap her neck back, shoving her hand in between her thighs, then stroking her trembling sex until it clutched and dripped.

Marcel’s wife had once told Nairobia she was the kind of woman who’d capture her heart, if she were to ever fall in love with a woman. Why she thought of that at this very moment, she didn’t know. But what she did know—without a doubt, was, she could turn this little young perky tart inside out. One night in the sheets with her, she’d ruin the poor soul so damn good she’d be up late at night prowling the streets for pussy.
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