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Dear Reader:

Cairo fans and new readers alike will love this latest erotic adventure in his true off-the-chain fashion. Between the Sheets is simply an ongoing sexfest carried out by a married couple, Marcel and Marika, who have an extremely open mind when it comes to who’s doing who and where.

Both explore same-sex relations as much as with each other, and the rules are firmly laid down. Each one selects their next conquest and must be present or participate in the action. They bring new meaning to threesomes and heat up the sheets with their never-ending fantasies. Truly combining business with pleasure, their sizzling, no-holds-barred lifestyle is balanced with their professional personas. Marcel, president of a record label, dishes the heat on his late-night radio show, and Marika runs her own publishing company.

Tune in and discover how Cairo brings the heat once again in this crafty tale and what happens when an unexpected encounter adds mayhem to the mix.

As always, thanks for the love and support shown toward myself and the authors that I publish under Strebor Books. We appreciate each and every one of you and will continue to strive to bring you cutting-edge, exciting books in the future. For more information, please join my Facebook page @AuthorZane, Twitter @AuthorZane, or Instagram@AuthorZane. You can also find my “toys” at Zanespleasureproducts.com and my main web site remains Eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com
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ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Eleven titles in, with me currently finishing up my twelfth, and, still, it feels like my first release. I’m always like a virgin in heat tryna get that first nut, waiting with baited breath for the book to drop. Then after the clock strikes midnight and all the iPads & Kindles are downloaded with their books, and my joints are snatched off the bookstores’ shelves, I’m always on pins ’n’ needles—cupping my balls, hoping that those who’ve dropped their paper on me enjoy the heat as much as I enjoyed writing it. With each joint, I breathe fire onto those pages. And I am thankful to be able to share my love of hotness in the sheets with those open-minded enough; those bold enough, those adventurous enough, to wanna step into the light. On some realness, I am forever grateful for having Juice Lovas who show me mad luv, spread the word, and wave their freak flags proudly! I say all this to say, THANK YOU! Here’s to Between the Sheets & every other hot joint I drop. All that I do is for you! Fuck what ya heard. The Cairo movement is here to stay!

As always, special shout-out to all the Facebook beauties ’n’ cuties and cool-ass bruhs who make this journey mad fun: Real rap. Y’all my muthaeffen peeps! Too many of you to name, but YOU know who you are, godddammit!

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: Thanks for the mad luv!

And, as always, to the naysayers: You still mad or nah? Ha! Lick balls, baby! What would the movement be without you? On some realness, I am all that I am because of you. Thanks for the inspiration for me to continue to do what I do, how I do it, just so I can fuck with you. Here’s another dose of heat for you to choke on. Gag on the flames, muhfuckas!

One luv—

Cairo



ONE

Marika

I have a confession. I’m a slut. Yes. That’s right. I’m a smutty, dick-sucking, ball-slurping, ass-licking, toe-sucking, pussy-eating, cum-loving whore. For my husband, that is…always for him.

The man of my most sweetest, wettest dreams.

My lover.

My soul mate.

My freak in the sheets.

The man I love getting filthy with.

Marcel.

Mmmm…yes! He’s my addiction. And Lord knows he’s sinfully fine.

Dark chocolate-coated perfection with long lashes wrapped around smoldering dark chocolate eyes and soft, full, luscious lips.

Everything on him is long…and thick.

His fingers.

His dick.

His feet.

Oooh, did I mention his tongue? Yes, yes, yes…his wet, pussy-pleasing tongue.

“Mmm,” he moans. “This wet pussy…” His tongue dips inside my cunt, then glides over my clit. “You taste sooo fuckin’ good…” His voice, rich and deep, vibrates over my swollen lips, oozes its way through my slit, resonating inside my entire body.

I let out a gasp and claw at the sheets. “Mmmmm, oooooh, yesssss…”

God, I, uh, mmm, love…this…mmm…man.

He’s six feet eight, 245 pounds of chiseled bliss.

A delicious mix of hood swag and sophistication, he is as rough, raw, and rugged as he is seductive and sensual. Combine all of that with an overactive libido and an extremely creative imagination and you have the recipe for long nights of toe-curling, lip-biting, hot, sweaty fucking or nights of slow, passionate, steamy lovemaking; or an all-night oral-fest with him feasting on my pussy until I am dazed and confused.

Take your pick.

Marcel closes his warm mouth around my clit and gently sucks.

“Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God…fuck, fuck, fuck…yes, yes, yes, yes…oooh, oooh, oooh…”

Floetry floats around us low in the background. “Say Yes” plays. And all I can think is, yes, yes, yes, yes!!! Marcel pauses just long enough to ask, “You like this tongue all in your sweet, tangy cunt?” He doesn’t wait for a response. He goes back to sucking my clit in sync to the beat, grinding himself into the mattress.

My eyes flutter closed, then open all unfocused. Blurry. Teary-eyed. It takes several seconds to stop them from rolling up in my head before I can blink my lover back into view. His head is bobbing up and down between my splayed legs, his tongue working feverishly over my clit, along the mouth of my pussy. My hips lift slightly off the bed as his big hands cup my ass and squeeze.

“Mmmmm…yessss…”

I eye Marcel through a haze of passion as he closes his mouth, his lips puckering around my clit, and suckles as he licks into me. I gasp and shiver. The heat of his tongue causing me to slip in and out of consciousness as my clit is being sucked into his mouth, pulled at, and nibbled.

The more Marcel licks, the more his tongue flicks, then dips, then feathers over my clit, my pussy gets wetter and hotter. Slick juices pool out of my slit, bringing me closer to another climax. I arch my back and willingly, lovingly, offer him more of me—my gift, my love offering, to him.

He moans into my sex again, causing my cum-coated walls to pulsate.

“Yesssss, yessss, yesssss…”

Marcel tongues my pussy, pinches my clit, and causes a whimper to hitch in the back of my throat. He knows what he’s doing to me. He’s pushing me to the edge of an orgasm, tongue-fucking me…speechless. My wet cunt stains his mouth, his lips, his tongue. His chin is slick from my boiling juices.

I buck my hips. “Oh, yes, right there, right there, right there…oh, yes, oh, yes, ohhh, ohhh, ohhh, yes, yes, yes, yessss…”

My eyeballs roll up and around in their sockets a few times before I am finally able to open them again. I blink. Blink again until my eyes swim back into focus. Then slowly take in the heavenly sight before me. My man looks so fucking good between my legs, his face drenched, his tongue swimming in my juices as he alternately licks and sucks at me, alternating from suck to lick, then doing both at the same time, then alternating quick up-and-down strokes with swirling tongue circles that makes hot wet greed swell inside my pussy, causing my sweet musky scent to thicken the air. It fills my nostrils as I inhale, deeply, intoxicating me.

I love the smell of my wet pussy.

Love the click-click sound of Marcel’s tongue. Its melody playing against the low sounds of Marsha Ambrosius’ “With You” easing through the surround sound.

“Oh, God…ohhhhh, God, yes,” I mewl. “Eat my pussy. Oh…oooh…”

“That’s right, baby,” Marcel whispers, looking up from between my thighs; his dreamy, bedroom eyes full of lust and love and a hint of mischief; his cum-slick lips glistening, “give me that sweet pussy…” He licks his lips, then dips his head back in between my quivering legs, sucking my clit into his mouth like an oyster as he slides a thick finger into my slit and pumps inside me in a steady rhythm. He swirls his finger into my wetness, pulls out, then slides two fingers in, then three, until I feel everything inside of me start to throb and ache. My pussy clenches around his fingers, greedily sucking them in. He is skillfully stretching my walls and stroking my spot, stoking the fire.

Oh, God! I want, need, his huge dick filling me.

“Please,” I whisper.

“Please, what?” he taunts, lapping at my juicy pussy, sinking his tongue between the plump folds of my throbbing lips, then swirling it back over my clit.

My heartbeat quickens. My body trembles. Drool settles at the corner of my mouth. I moan his name and cum hard, the hot pulse of my need spews out and drenches his fingers, his hand, as I get lost into a knot of swirling, throbbing ecstasy. I grind my pelvis into the blaze—his thick, sticky fingers still pumping into the flames—and beg him over and over and over.

“Please, please, please…oh, Marcel, baby…pleeeeeease…”

“Please, what? Tell me what you want, baby.” He looks up and grins that lopsided grin; his deep dimples creasing each side of his face. “Tell daddy what you want…”

Daddy. Oooh, daddy, daddy, daddy…

“I w-want t-that b-big d-dick, d-daddy…mmm…f-fuuuck m-meeee…”

He leaves me breathless and begging.

“Your Hands” floats around the room and Marcel’s face disappears again. He hums the tune into my pussy. And tears spring from my eyes.

I know most people don’t believe in love at first sight. But I do. And I knew the first time I spotted Marcel—fall semester of my freshman year at Howard—coming out of the student center with three of his frat brothers that he would be my everything. And I knew the first time he slid my black-laced panties down over the swell of my hips—at the end of fall semester the following year—spread open my thighs and licked my clit, then slid his long, delicious dick into me, slow-fucking my pussy and stretching open the inside of my silky walls—causing wave after wave of wet blazing heat to flood my body, that he was the man I’d spend the rest of my life with.

And here we are sixteen years later, and nothing’s changed. I am still in love with my husband, more so now than ever before. With him, there are no sexual limits. He has pushed and tested and tried every one over the years, taking me to places beyond my own imagination. And there is nothing I will not do to pleasure him. There is nothing he will not do to pleasure me. My fantasies are his. And his deepest desires are mine. All within reason, of course.

And, together, we are a never-ending inferno. A wild, thrashing river of hot sensations, forbidden desires, and fulfilled fantasies.

I gasp as Marcel sucks on my labia like it’s a juicy peach and my heart nearly stops beating as my nipples pebble and my pussy floods with more liquid warmth. “Oh, yes, baby,” I whimper, grinding into his mouth. “I love you, I love you, I looove you…”

I fight to keep my eyes open, fight through the glaze of encroaching pleasure slowly blinding me. I don’t know how much longer I can hold on. I am hanging on the edge of the cliff, losing myself, my mind falling deeper into the haze as he pulls his fingers from between my slick heat and brings them up to my lips.

“Taste your pussy,” he murmurs, sliding two fingers into my drooling mouth. I flick my tongue over his fingers, tasting the sweet thickness of my cunt cream, sucking him into me, pretending it is his thick dick in my mouth. Wishing it was.

Oh how I wish, yearn, for him to inch up over my body, hoist my legs up over my head and aim the thick, bulbous head of his dark, veiny dick at the opening of my slit, then fuck his way into the scorching heat. But he doesn’t.

Instead, he pulls his fingers out of my mouth and sucks them into his own, sliding them in and out, then flicking his tongue over each finger.

“I want you to come for me, Marika. Give me that sweet, juice, baby. Squirt it all over my face…” His gaze shimmers with heat and want—and determination. Then his face disappears, again, his tongue circling over my clit, then plunging back into my hot pussy, darting in and out, in and out, hard, fast.

Marcel slides a wet finger along the crack of my ass—my asshole is juicy and slick from my pussy and his spit—then pushes it inside of me. In synchronized motion, his finger and tongue work in harmony with Jill Scott’s “He Loves Me.” He tongue-fucks my pussy. Finger-fucks my ass.

And now I am gasping for breath. Sweet torture. That’s what this is.

I open my mouth to speak, to murmur, to moan, to babble…anything, but nothing comes out. Mouth agape, my eyes float around in their sockets as a jolt, the tingles, a surge of rippling fire, coils through my body and causes my pussy to spasm uncontrollably.

I am overwhelmed.

Powerless.

The searing heat completely takes over.

And I come. And come. And come. Clasping my thighs around my lover’s head, I squirt and soak him, wetting the sheets beneath me.



TWO

Marcel

“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. So if you’re just tuning in to the Tri-State area’s hottest radio station, 93.3 The Heat, sit back…relax…light a candle…pour yourself a glass of your favorite wine…pull out your favorite lube…your favorite toy…or hit up that special someone…and prepare to be stimulated beyond your own imagination as we get into tonight’s topic of putting in that tongue ‘n’ neck work.

“That’s right, my freaky peeps. Oral sex. It’s not an option. It’s a requirement. And tonight it’s going down. But before we get it poppin’, we’re gonna slowly heat you up with this sexy Janet Jackson joint, ‘Warmth.’ I don’t know ’bout you, but I like it when it’s real wet ‘n’ nasty…”

I adjust my microphone as Janet whispers over the air about nothing comparing to the warmth of her mouth. I’m looking forward to tonight’s segment, already anticipating the freak-nasty comments callers would make about their dick-sucking-and pussy-eating sexapades. All things real, I love getting my dick sucked. Love fucking it down into a wet, tight throat. Hearing them juicy smack-suck sounds coming out of a mouth while I’m sliding this dick in ‘n’ out turns me the fuck on.

Shit.

I slip my hand down into my sweats and stroke myself on the sly underneath my desk; the urgent need to bust this nut deep inside a wet mouth slowly swells up in my balls.

I reach for my buzzing cell with my free hand. I smile, opening the text message. OOH I LOVE HEARING UR VOICE OVER THE AIRWAVES. CAN’T WAIT TO HEAR TONIGHT’S HOT TOPIC. I BET UR ALREADY PLAYING W/THAT JUICY DICK [image: Images]

I grin, removing my hand from my sweats, temporarily leaving my thick, aching dick stretching along my thigh. I text back, U KNO ME SO WELL, BABY. CAN’T WAIT 2 STRETCH DAT WET PUSSY N FEEL ALL THIS DICK DEEP UP N U

Less than three seconds, another text comes through. HMMM! THIS PUSSY MISSES U! U TEASED N TONGUED ME REAL GOOD 2NIGHT. I CAN STILL FEEL UR TONGUE INSIDE OF ME. U LEFT ME SO WET N HORNY 4 MORE OF U

I smile, sliding my hand back down into my sweats, then quickly glance over into the control room at my producer, Nina, who is staring back at me licking her succulent lips. I wink at her. She smiles, shaking her head.

Janet Jackson fades out and Marsha Ambrosius’ “69” eases over the airwaves as I squeeze the head of my dick. I’m ready to fuck. Ready to gut a throat and beat some pussy up. I glance down at my watch. Two more hours to go. I’ve been working the 8 p.m. to 12 a.m. slot on Thursday nights at the radio station for the past seven years. It was supposed to be a temp thing, but when the ratings shot through the fuckin’ roof and peeps started calling in begging for me to come through and hit ’em with that nasty heat, that sealed the deal.

And here I am one night a week, keeping the heat cranked up and the freaks turnt up. Not because I need the paper. Nah, I’m paid out the ass. I’m on the air doing what I do because—despite having built my own empire—my first love has, and will always be, radio broadcasting. Being on the air as a radio personality is all I ever dreamed of as a kid. And it’s what I went to school for.

I look over and eye Nina, who gives me the signal that we’re back on the air in five…four…three…two…one…

“What’s good, my peeps. We’re back on the air ready to turn up. And tonight we’re talking about putting your mouth on it. That’s right, my freaky peeps. Sucking. Licking. Slurping. Tonguing it down. Fellatio. Top. Dome. Head. Neck. Becky. Brain. Pole Smoke. Knob Slob. Whatever lil’ term you wanna call it, I wanna hear from the ladies, first. Where are all my bobble heads ‘n’ deep throat divas at? Holla at ya boy. 212-FreakMe.”

Instantly the lines light up.

I grin. Aiight. Let’s see how many cock swabbers are callin’ in.

“Hello?”

“What’s good, beautiful? You’re on the air.” There’s a bunch of unnecessary feedback. “Yo, do me a favor, love. Turn ya radio down or off for me.” Why the fuck I gotta keep telling these dumb hoes this shit? I shake my head.

“Oh. I’m sorry. Is that better?”

“True. What’s good…whom am I speaking to?”

“Oh, hi. This is Ciara.”

“Uh, ohhkay, Ciara; you giving out them deep throat specials or what? Talk to me, ma-ma.”

She giggles. “Umm, not really. I mean, I’ve tried it a few times, but I’m not that good at it. I’m hoping someone will call in, so I can get some tips to help me get better at it.”

“Aiight, baby. Hold tight. In the meantime, ma-ma, the best way to get them skills up is practice, practice, practice. The more dingdong you suck, the better you’ll get. So drop down ‘n’ get ya suck on, baby. And remember: No teeth. And use lots of spit. Next caller.”

“Hey, MarSell.” She smacks in my ear. I frown. “This Quita aka Head Nurse aka Bobble Head aka Slurpy aka Prime Time Neck Work aka Deep Throat Diva, straight from Brownsville.”

Damn, this dick-suckin’ ho gotta lot of nicknames. “Aiight, Quita. What’s good, baby…?”

“This head game, boo. That’s all I like to do. I can suck a whole block ‘n’ still want more.”

“Damn, baby. What, you gotta motor in ya neck?”

She laughs. “Nonstop, no-gag, neck action. East New York! We go hard! Make a niggah nut quick. And what?”

“Oh, aiight, aiight, baby. I ain’t mad atcha. How often you puttin’ in that neck work?”

“If not every day, then at least three, four, times a week. And all weekend long. I like to throw head parties.” I blink. Ask her what that entails. She smacks and chews in my ear. “Oh, it’s where I rent a room ‘n’ invite like five to ten niggahs to come through ‘n’ we drink ‘n’ smoke, then I give ’em all the business.”

Goddam! This freaky broad’s sucking dick all willy-nilly. “Oh, word? Aiight, aiight. You the neighborhood cock-washer then.”

She smacks in my ear again. “Somethin’ like that. I just love suckin’ di—bleep.”

“You swallow?”

“Swallow?” she says indignantly as if I’ve offended her. “I’m a guzzler. Don’t get it twisted, bae. I’ma guzzler, baby. And what?”

“Then suck on, suck on, ma-ma. Just know you can’t draw a pension down on ya knees. Next caller. You’re on the air with ya boy, MarSell.”

“Yeah, this is Trixie, from Hillside.”

“Oh, aiight. What’s good, Trixie. You givin’ head, baby?”

She sucks her teeth. “No. I’m not doin’ none’a that nasty shit. And all y’all hoes out there drankin’ ‘n’ sloshin’ watermelon all around in your filthy mouths are all a buncha nasty-asses. Ratchet-ass tramps. Dic—bleep—suckin’ tricks. I hope you nasty bitches get throat cancer. All of you nasty whores going to hell in a gasoline hand basket.”

“Whoa, whoa…slow down, mami. Yo, you gotta man?”

“Yeah, why?” she says defensively. I ask her how long they’ve been rocking. She says three months. “What my man got to do with all them nasty dic—bleep—suckin’ hoes out there? He ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

“Oh, you think? Well, good luck with that,” I say, rolling my eyes and shaking my head. It’s mind-boggling how there are many whack muhfuckas out there who still don’t/won’t suck dick or eat pussy. “Know this Trixie, baby. If you plan on keepin’ him, you had better learn to do some tongue tricks ’cause if you ain’t toppin’ him off, he’s eventually gonna be out getting it somewhere else. A wet mouth is a wet mouth. And you better hope it’s with another chick. Be well.”

I hang up.

“Yo, my freaky peeps, I’ma say this. Lonely has a face ‘n’ it’s a chick who ain’t suckin’ a dic—bleep. Next caller. You’re on the air.”

“This is Wanda from Jersey City. I don’t know where you’re getting your callers from, but they definitely can’t be black.” I frown. Ask her why she says that. “Because no real black woman is sucking no dic—bleep all willy-nilly and reckless like that. I’m sorry. I don’t know not one black woman who loves giving head like that or who just goes around putting her mouth on some random man’s penis.”

“Well, baby. Dingaling sucking is real. Sorry to hear you’re not surrounded by head doctors. Or maybe you are but they do what they do ‘n’ just ain’t telling you because they know how judgmental you are.”

“I’m not judgmental. Trust. I just know that black women don’t suck unless they’re getting something out of it.”

“Oh, but they are. They’re getting a hot juicy nut. But thanks for the Public Service Announcement, baby. Let’s keep hope alive. Next caller, you’re on the air…”

“Hi, boo. My name is Sabrina, from Irvington.”

“What’s good, Sabrina from Irvington…please tell me, you puttin’ in that throat work?”

“All day every day, boo. My man stays sucked. And I’m a proud black sistah who loves cock ‘n’ cum. Mmph. You don’t know? You betta ask somebody. Them uptight bitches who ain’t sucking need to get up off them pedestals ‘n’ drop down on them knees ‘n’ get their bobble on. Sucking dic—bleep does the body good!”

I chuckle. “I heard that, baby. So tell us. What is it about puttin’ in that mouth work that turns you on?”

She moans. “Mmm. Everything about it turns me on. The way it tastes. The way it stretches in my mouth ‘n’ hits the back of my throat. I swear I love sucking my man. It ain’t even gotta be hard. If I see it, my mouth automatically starts watering. My man is real freaky like me. He loves his balls ‘n’ ass licked, too. And, trust. I do it all for my man. If I don’t satisfy him, somebody else will. And ain’t no other ho getting up on my man’s dic—bleep. All I’ma say is, I’m in love with making him come. It gets me soaked every time. And that hot, gooey nut oozing down my horny throat.” She makes smacking sounds as if she’s licking her fingers. “Hmph, hmph, hmmph. My man’s baby batter is finger-licking good, boo. Right down to the last hot drop.”

I press my legs shut, licking my lips. “Yo, I heard that. That’s what it is. Sounds like you know how’ta suck the chrome off a tail pipe. Thanks for sharing, baby. Keep wavin’ that freak flag. Next caller.”

“Lawd God, listen to the hooligan from Brownsville!” my next caller cries out in her thick West Indian accent. “No class! She brite to come on radio a chat like some kinda downtown sketel bam. Just pure unattractiveness. She just come sprawl out her likkle black self like ole stinking pussy jezebel mother of harlot, prostitute hog! Lawd God! She mud up fi dat.” Click.

“Alrighty then, ma-ma. Tell us how you really feel. Next caller.”

“Yo, I ain’t no chick. But I suck a mean dic—bleep.”

This dumb muhfucka. I shake my head, leaning up in my seat. I said chicks call in. “Oh, aiigh, aiight. Where you callin’ from, bruh?”

“Yo, this Thug Throat. I bet I can suck a dic—bleep—better than any chick out there. DL masculine freak niggah out in Paterson tryna link up wit’ them DL thug bulls to blow a Dutch wit’ ‘n’ suck da shit outta his dic—bleep—‘n’ lick up on them balls. Yo, you want dat wet sloppy head, come holla at ya boy!”

“Yo, Hol’up, hol’up, Thug Throat. Drop the flag, bruh.” I smirk. “Next time you wanna place an Ad, go hit up Nastyfreaks4u.com, or the classifieds. Next caller.”

The next chick that calls in, Precious, says she’s been with her man for almost two years and he hasn’t eaten her pussy once. Won’t even lick it. But she sucks his dick on-call. And she’s getting frustrated with him always making excuses as to why he won’t chow down on her cunt.

“Damn, ma,” I say, shaking my head. “Sounds like you need a replacement, baby. Cat should be feastin’ on the cookie. His tongue, mouth, fingers working in sync to cause heat to flare all through ya body, baby. He should have you soaking them sheets ‘n’ the room should be flooded with moans ‘n’ the wet smacking sounds coming from his mouth as he tongues, slurps ‘n’ gulps in all them sweet juices.”

She grunts. “Mmph. Well, there sure isn’t any slurping or gulping going on over here. And these sheets are drier than a sandstorm.”

“I feel for you, ma-ma. My advice. Get you a real man. Real men eat the cookie. Next caller. You’re on the air with ya boy, MarSell.”

“Ooooh, daddy,” the caller seductively coos into the receiver, “you sound like you really know how to please a woman. Can I borrow you for the night?”

I chuckle. “Nah, beautiful. I’m flattered. But I don’t think my wife would approve of that.”

“Ooh, as sexy as you are, she’s more than welcome to come along for the show, if you need a chaperone.”

My dick jumps. I lick my lips, opening and closing my legs. Her voice is like honey, thick ‘n’ sweet. “Oh, word? What’s ya name, baby?”

“Anonymous,” she says. “And I have a question.”

“Oh, aiight, Miss Anonymous. What’s your question, baby?”

“I wanna know how can I get a taste of you? I bet you got that good nut. I’ll come up to the radio station ‘n’ suck your dic—bleep—and swallow your nut under the table. I’m playing in my kitty now imagining you sliding your tongue all up in it. I love hearing your voice on the radio. I tune in every Thursday night. But this is the first time I got up the nerve to call in. You keep my coño wet.”

“That’s what it is. Keep that thing soaked, baby. Thanks for the luv.” I disconnect the call. We go into a quick commercial break, then Kelly Rowland’s “Kisses Down Low” plays over the airwaves. Nina struts her fine-ass over to me, sliding her hips on the edge of my desk.

“You have so many callers on hold, you might have to split the segment,” she says, licking her lips. My gaze locks on the way her pink tongue slides over her full, glossy lips. I lick my lips and grin. Nina’s fine as fuck. Although I’ve never given her a dose of this dick, I know she wants it. And she knows I know she wants. I’ve caught her eyeing it on many occasions. But, as sexy as she is, as enticing as her plump ‘n’ juicy made-for-dick-sucking lips are, I’d never stretch her neck out or beat the box up. One, I love my wife too much to ever cheat on her. Two, I don’t believe in shitting where I eat. And, three, Nina isn’t Marika’s type. So, nah, I’m good.

“Oh, aiight. I’ll take a few more calls, then we can call it a wrap. We can do”—I slowly lick my lips, dropping my gaze down between her legs—“pussy eating next week. Is that cool with you?”

She smirks, getting up and heading back to the booth. “Whatever you want, MarSell.”

I grin. “Yeah. Daddy likes the sound of that.”

She laughs, flicking a dismissive wave at me. “Whatever.”

We’re back on the air in five…four…three…two…one…

“Aiight, my freaky peeps. We’re back.” I tell ’em we only have time for two more callers and will pick up the other portion of this segment when I’m back on the air next week. “Next caller. What’s poppin’…”

“Ooh, yessss, gawtdammit! Is this my sugah-boo, MarSell? Am I on the radio?”

“True indeed. Turn down ya radio, love.” I shake my head.

“Fuquan, turn down that radio, boo!” There’s a bunch of yelling in the background. “Fuquan! Don’t do me, gawtdammit! I said turn down that gawtdamn radio before I punch ya eye sockets in.” There’s more yelling, then she’s back on. “Okay. I’m back. Oooh, these bad-ass kids stay tryna do me. Is that better, sugah-boo?”

I frown. “Yeah, you good. Who are you ‘n’ where you callin’ from, baby?”

“Yes, Fahvergawd! This Cassandra Simms from Brick City, boo. Oooh, you do me right, gawtdammit! Every time I hear ya voice on the radio, you get my drawz real gooey. Yes, Fahvergawd! But y’all need to get y’all a new system ’cause I’ve been on hold for almost thirty damn minutes tryna get to you, sugah-boo. You coons done made me miss half the male revue down at The Crack House tonight.”

I chuckle. “Whoa, whoa…pump ya brakes, baby. You got through now. So what’s good…you suckin’ the snot outta ya man or what?”

“Ooh, niggah-coon, boom! You tryna be messy. And I don’t do messy. No, I ain’t suckin’ no coon-niggah’s snot. Well, not unless I gotta suck a lil’ dingaling for me a new handbag or some heels. Otherwise, my mouth don’t go on no wee-wee, sugah-boo. No gawd. But that ain’t why I’m callin’. So don’t do me.”

I raise a brow. This ghetto-ass broad. “Oh, aiight, then get to the point, baby. Why you callin’?”

She huffs. “I’m callin’ ’cause I wanna say somethin’ to that lyin’ bitch from East New York, Quita or whatever that lyin’ whore’s name is. Boogah-coon, boom! You better pop you a molly ‘n’ spark you a blunt ‘n’ get yo’ gawtdamn mind right. You ain’t the real deep throat diva, bitch.”

I blink. “Damn, baby. Why you goin’ in?”

“ ’Cause that bitch is a fraud. Yeah, she prolly neck gobblin’ the dingaling a mile a minute, but she ain’t the official cum whore, sugah-boo. She ain’t blowin’ no real bubbles outta no man’s ass.”

“Oh, word? Then who is?”

She grunts. “It ain’t that bitch.”

“Aiight, Then if it isn’t her ‘n’ it isn’t you, then who is it, ma? You wastin’ my time, baby.”

“Ooh, thick daddy, see you tryna be messy, boo, with yo’ ole tall, fine chocolatey self. And I don’t do messy. I ain’t gonna say her name on the radio, but if you been down to her salon, Nappy No More, then you know who she is. Now can I give a shout-out, boo?”

I shake my head. “Yeah, aiight. Make it quick.”

“Ooh, yes, Fahvergawd! I wanna give a shout-out to all’a my sponsors. Yes, gawd! Y’all been good to me. And I wanna give a shout-out to my homegirl Dickalina ‘n’ her retarded daughters, Candylicious ‘n’ Clitina. And my nine sons—Darius, Jah’Mel, Da’Quan, Marquelle, Joshua, Isaiah, Elijah, ‘n’ da bad-ass twins, Fuquan ‘n’ Tyquan, ‘n’ my nasty-azz daughter, Day’Asia. Day’Asia, you better not have no bloody drawz in that muthafu—”

Yo, this broad’s shot the fuck out. Bloody drawz? Really? I disconnect the call. Ratchet-ass hoes. “Yo, my peeps, ratchet is what ratchet does. And that babe right there sounds like she’s the official walking definition for it. Anyway, my freaky listeners, it’s about that time. I don’t know what your plans are for the rest of the night, but ya boy gotta beautiful wife at home waitin’ for him to climb up in them sheets ‘n’ heat it up. Hopefully, you’re about to do the same. ’Til the next time, remember this: what you won’t do, someone else gladly will. And that’s real. Keep it sexy, keep it wet…always keep it ready. I’m out.”

Silk’s “Meeting In My Bedroom” blares over the air as I hit the switch and remove my headset. I gather my shit, say my goodbyes, and hit the door, anxious to get home to my baby to slide this hard dick all up in her.



THREE

Marcel

“Dance for me,” Marika says low ‘n’ sexy, pulling at her thick, dark nipples, pinching them between her slender, manicured fingers. Her juicy lips, glossed and painted with siren-red lipstick, are parted and wet. The thought of her hot mouth wrapped around my dick, staining it with her painted lips ‘n’ spit, causes me to lick my lips.

Man, fuck. I love seeing lipstick ‘n’ spit smeared on my dick.

I’m standing in the middle of our master suite, bare-chested and in a pair of Polo boxers, dick stretching down my thigh, hands on my hips, eyeing my sexy wife as she spreads her thighs and slides her hand down her smooth belly, over her distended clit, then letting her fingers trail the rim of her swollen pussy lips.

I grin, dimples flashing deep in my cheeks. I can’t front. My dick’s getting harder than a muhfucka right now. I wanna fuck! I wanna nut! I wanna bust all up in my baby’s guts! But I know she wants me to seduce her. To give her a slow, sexy striptease while she gets off, giving me a show of her own.

She smacks her clit. Her pussy puckers. Drips sweet honey as she runs her fingers over her clit, then smacks it again.

Yo, I’ma spit you some real shit. I’m the luckiest muhfucka in this world. I bagged a real live dime. Hands down. I have a bangin’-ass wife. Brains, beauty, and a bad muthafuckin’ body, that’s what the fuck I’m talking about. A freak on deck, my baby stays ready to rock in the sheets. And there’s nothing she won’t do to keep her man happy. But this shit’s a two-way street. And, real shit, whatever my baby wants, she gets. Hold up. Don’t get it twisted. I’ma real open-minded muhfucka, but I do have a few restrictions just as my baby has hers. And we respect each other’s boundaries. But everything else is a go. No questions asked.

So when she sits here with her fingers toying with her clit and playing in her pretty pink slit and asks me to dance for her, a mufucka’s gonna dance.

I knew my baby was a freak the moment I laid eyes on her spring semester at Howard, coming out of an AKA rush. It wasn’t anything she said or did or what I heard about her that told me she was a freak. It was the way she licked her lips. It was in her walk, the way her long, sculpted legs stepped one foot in front of the other. The way her pelvis thrust when she strutted, the way her hips swayed, the way her ass shook in that lil’ plaid Catholic schoolgirl skirt and her full titties bounced in her white low-cut blouse. She walked with a confidence that screamed, “I’m that sexy bitch! And this pussy’s good as fuck! Nigga, what?”

No lie. My dick bricked up just from looking at her. And I wanted her…along with practically every other muhfucka on campus who was tryna get at her. But, I laid low, waited until after she crossed the burning sands, the following fall semester, then swooped in and made my move. But I didn’t have to put too much work in ’cause she’d been eyeing me as well. And you see where she’s at, right? Right where she’s always wanted to be. ’Nough said.

I keep my gaze fixed firmly on Marika as her pussy swallows in her fingers. Her juices drip wetly down her hand. My dick throbs in my boxers. Tingles. Pulses. I’m ready to rip these muhfuckas off and pounce on my woman. Ready to slide between her thighs. Ready to kiss her pussy and slide my tongue to the back of her lips. Ready to catch the sweet waterfall of her goodness on my tongue. Ready to lave at her clit, slowly circling my tongue around it. Ready to press my lips tight into her. Ready to push my tongue deep inside of her. Ready to soak in her wetness. Ready to suck her dry of all her juices. Ready to taste how delicious she is. I’m ready, ready, ready! Oh, I’m sooo muthafuckin’ ready.

Heat builds up in my heavy balls. I’m ready to explode. I take a quick step forward.

“Oh, no,” she warns playfully, wagging a wet finger at me. “Stay. Enjoy the show.”

“Shit,” I mutter, shaking my head. I pull in my bottom lip.

She knows I’m a voyeur. She knows I get off watching just as much as I do partaking. But right now, a muhfucka isn’t tryna watch. He’s tryna indulge. He’s tryna get his head grasped by both his baby’s hands while she clamps her thighs over his ears and fucks her pussy into his mouth.

She grins. “You like watching me play in this sweet pussy, Marcel?”

I slide my tongue over my lips again, anticipating a taste of her hot juices. “C’mon, baby. Stop fuckin’ with me. You already know the answer. Let me get a lick of that.”

She opens and closes her thighs, mocha stretched over long, sculpted legs. Open. Close. Open. Close. The head of my swollen dick hangs out of the leg of my drawz as she plays peekaboo with her pretty pussy.

Legs open. Marika smiles at me, then drops her gaze down to this long, thick dick as she cups her pussy, then massages her clit.

Precum trickles out of my piss slit.

She licks her lips. A hint of mischief sparkles in her eyes.

I know the game she wants to play oh so fucking well. “Look. But Don’t Touch. Don’t Taste.” She’s paying me back for last night’s ep. As much as she loves this tongue in her, she loves this dick more. But all I did when I got in from the station last night is fuck her slit with the head. She begged for more. Clamped her legs around my waist and tried to fuck more dick into her wet-wet. But I fought the urge, knowing that I held her—and her pussy—in my power without ever having to slide an inch of this dick inside her. So I tip-fucked her nice ‘n’ slow, letting the mouth of her pussy suck the head of my dick. Word is bond, I love it when her pussy muscles tighten around my head and milks the nut out of it. It feels like she’s suckling on my shit.

But now, I am suffering. Waiting. Begging.

I glance at the time. It’s already quarter to seven in the morning. All I want is some easy pussy before I head into the office. But, nah, Marika’s in the mood to play games. She’s gonna make me work for it.

“It’s getting late,” she says teasingly. “You might wanna hurry up and give me what I want, so you can get”—she takes her hands and pulls open her pussy lips—“this. This is what you want, isn’t it?”

“C’mon, baby,” I practically whine, taking another step toward her. “Let me get some of that pussy.”

Her hand goes up to stop me. “Not until you dance for me.”

Legs closed. She slides her fingers into her mouth, teasing me with her tongue swirling through each finger.

I squeeze the head of my swollen dick. “You see all this hard dick, baby? You got my shit leakin’.”

A wicked smile plays across her painted lips. “And you see all this wet pussy, don’t you? You’re not getting any until…”

“I know, I know. I dance for you.” I smirk, shaking my head. It’s all a part of the game. Me pretending not to wanna dance, her pretending not to want me to have the pussy.

In the end, she knows, I know, we’re both going to get what we want.

I tug at my dick.

Marika bites into her bottom lip. Lets out a soft moan. Then darts her tongue out over her top lip. “C’mon, Marcel, baby,” she coos. Her right hand cupping her left breast, then pinching her nipple. Her left hand moving methodically over the bare mound of her pussy. “Dance for me.” Her fingers get lost into her slit. The sweet sound of her wet pussy being fucked by her fingers starts to drive me over the edge.

I finally give my baby what she wants. I switch on one of the CD players—the one with a hundred-disc carousel, loaded with every kinda R&B slow jam to sexy and freaky joints from Trina to New Birth, Floetry, Jill Scott, Janet Jackson, Marvin Gaye, Force MD’s. SADE, Kem, Keith Sweat, Pleasure P, Prince, Lakeside, Jodeci, Usher, The Dramatics, Janet Jackson, Marsha Ambrosius, Silk, Tank, Atlantic Starr, Plies, J. Holiday, Beyoncé, Teddy Pendergrass, R. Kelly, Ginuwine, Trey Songz, Maxwell, SWV, Dwele, Raheem DeVaughn, Pretty Ricky, and many others, then set it for RANDOM play.

There’s something real intoxicating about fucking and making love to music, yet not knowing what will play next heightens the experience. You can go from slow, deep lovemaking to hardcore pussy pounding. But, uh, dancing for Marika to shit that only a chick should be dancing to for her man, is not my thing. But it’s what turns her on. And, like I said, what my baby wants, my baby gets. But I’m not gonna front. I’m silently praying that the track gods only play shit by the bruhs.

Marika grins as Plies’ “Get You Wet” floats through the system. I reach for the fly of my boxers, then in one swift motion, tear open my drawz, exposing a trimmed bush of thick, curly pubic hair. I reach down and pull my dick out, let it hang over the torn cotton.

By the time Usher’s “Seduction” starts playing, I’m stroking my dick into a thick, long erection. Marika moans, groans, grunts, when I lean forward, extend my tongue out and lick around the head of my own dick, lapping at my sticky precum. I cup my balls.

“Ooooh, yesss…” Marika says in almost a whisper. “Lick that big dick, daddy. Suck it for me.”

I look up and wink at her, then flick my tongue over it several more times before standing upright and thrusting my hips at her. She moans, winding her ass into the mattress.

“Mmmm…you’re so fucking sexy…you got my pussy coming, baby…”

“Yeah, finger-fuck that wet cunt…”

The music throbs around us.

A smile toys at the corners of my mouth as I slowly stalk toward my baby while Trey Songz sings about getting on top. I swing my hips. Dip at the knees. Marika licks her lips as she takes in my body. Dark-chocolate skin sliding over thick muscles. Her fingers match my own strokes as the head of my dick slides in and out of the palm of my hand.

She can’t keep the smile from creeping across her face when Beyoncé starts singing about how much she wants to show her man how much she appreciates him. I silently groan. She laughs.

“Oh, aiight, aiight. You think this shit’s funny, huh?” I dip at the knees and thrust my hips, lifting my arms up over my head as “Dance for You” plays. The only thing on my mind is easing this dick into her pussy and getting deep inside her. I bunch every muscle in my sleek torso, gliding my hand down the length of my dick.

I move in, closer. Closer, closer, my long fingers caressing my balls with one hand, while my other hand moves faster and faster in short strokes from the top to the bottom of my swollen head, then rhythmically slides into long, deep strokes from the base of my dick, then up, over, and around my head. Long and deep and slow, then fast and short. Stroke for stroke, my knees dipping every so often.

“Yeah, baby,” I groan as R. Kelly’s “Cookie” pulses through the speakers. I have my dick practically in her face now. Her tongue slides out of her mouth. Her head leans in. Yeah, she wanna taste this dick now.

“Nah, you can’t have none,” I tease, yanking it away from her open mouth while leaning into her, reaching for her wet pussy. I smack it. Pinch her clit. “Yeah, look at that pussy. All wet ‘n’ juicy.” I slip a finger in. Skim her inner walls with a swirl. She lets out a soft moan, reaching for my dick. I push her hand away. Press my lips into hers. Slide my tongue into her mouth as Trey Songz sings about being a panty wetter.

I twist a hand into her hair. Yank her head back. Bite into her neck. Nip at her ear.

She moans. “Aaah.”

“I’ma fuck the shit outta you for makin’ me late for work. You know that, right?”

I pull my finger out of her cunt, smack her clit, then plunge two fingers back into her slit. Marika gasps, hisses, then whimpers low in her throat, clawing at the sheets. Her eyes snap open wide. She has that hungry glow in them. My baby wants this dick. Her muscles squeeze my fingers as they curl forward inside of her, finding those crinkly ridges at the front of her pussy.

“Yeah, what was all that slick shit you were talkin’?” I press into spongy flesh, massaging her spot. “Talkin’ about I wasn’t getting none of this pussy…?”

Her mouth stretches open. Her eyes grow wide as I move my fingers into a slow, steady rhythm, increasing the pressure on her G-spot.

She rocks her hips. Her breath hitches. A scream explodes from her mouth as Jason Derulo croons out “Vertigo.”

“That’s right. Come for me, baby.”

Withdrawing my fingers, I bring them to her lips, smearing gloss and cunt musk together, then pushing them deep into her mouth. “I told you ’bout teasing me when you know I have to be at the office early. Didn’t I?”

My fingers slip from her mouth, drawing a wet trail to her pebbled nipples. I pinch, the right one, then the left one.

“Yes,” she moans. Then in one swift motion, I lift her off the bed, flip her over, and tell her to get on all fours. I slap her phat ass, then drop to a crouch behind her, taking my thumbs and spreading her cunt open. I sweep my tongue over swollen, glistening lips, then bury it inside of her sticky heat. Marika drops her head forward and claps her ass cheeks around my face, moaning as I tongue-fuck her and stroke my dick through two songs before finally standing and rubbing the thick head of my dick up and down between her damp pussy lips, then sinking it in.

“Aaaaah, shiiiit,” I choke out, head thrown back. Her taut, hot pussy causes every muscle in her body to tighten. “Aaah, muthafuck, yeah…” I withdraw halfway, then plunge in, deep—until my balls press tight against her cunt lips.

Marika’s cries echo around the room, bouncing off the walls. I grind my hips into her nice and slow. “Yeah, baby,” I moan, watching my dick slide in and out of her. “Coat my dick with that sweet nut. I love watchin’ you take all this dick…aaaah, fuck, baby…nice, wet pussy…”

I pull out again. Fuck her with the head. Then surge my hips forward again, pushing my iron-hard pipe back into her. A soft, feminine rumble of approval seeps from her lips as I change my rhythm, using long powerful thrusts. In, out. In, out. Swish, swish. In, out. In, out. Swish, swish. Each stroke cutting, slicing, sawing into wet heat, gliding out of her wetness from head to base. My balls slap up against the back of her.

I wrap both of my arms around her and pound into her. By the time Xscape starts singing, I’m right where I wanna be. Roaring, buried deep in Marika’s shuddering body, fucking my nut into the warmest place on earth.

My baby’s wet pussy.



FOUR

Marika

“Your eleven o’clock is here,” my receptionist, Shayla, says the moment I step—okay, okay…half-walk, half-limp, thanks to the delicious fucking Marcel put on me this morning—through the sliding glass doors of M&M Publishing, a large publishing company with magazine and book publishing holdings nestled inside a luxury high-rise building on the fortieth floor. The building also houses a record label and a multimillion-dollar public relations and global management agency that manages numerous Fortune 500 companies across the country.

As president and chief executive officer of M&M, I oversee the publishing and operations of our numerous divisions. And I am damn proud of my accomplishments as a thirty-six-year-old, African-American woman.

Straight out of Howard with a degree in communications, I landed a job with a major publishing house where I quickly worked my way up the ladder to executive editor of one of their imprints. Then, after almost two years, I’d had enough and decided to launch, along with Marcel, my own publishing house. Eight years later, M&M Publishing has rapidly become a force to be reckoned with in the publishing industry, becoming the home of many major bestselling authors. And as a result, in 2013, I was presented with the prestigious Matrix Award, a Tiffany medallion, from the New York Women in Communications for excellence in publishing.

I run a manicured hand through my hair, lifting my shades up and resting them on top of my head. The wall behind Shayla’s desk is a waterfall with sparkling sheets of chlorinated water splashing endlessly down into a basin filled with shimmering rocks. I glance at my timepiece, then look over toward the waiting area. “Already? It’s only ten.”

She shrugs, pushing a curtain of blonde-colored hair from her high cheekbones. “He said he didn’t want to be late.” She picks up a stack of phone messages and hands them to me. “Oh. And a Miss Lollipop Lipz called and asked for you to call her on her cell.”

I frown. “What kind of mess? Lollipop Lips? I don’t know anyone by that name.”

She snickers. “She said you might say that. She also mentioned something about a manuscript she sent over by Express mail for you to look at. She called it Cum Stains.”

“Oh, hell no. I’m not interested in anything titled Cum Stains written by some woman who goes by a slutty name like Lollipop Lips. No thank you.”

Shayla gives me a knowing look. “If you ask me, she sounded like a real nut. No pun intended. And it’s Lipz with a Zee, not an Ess.”

I raise a brow. “Well, the next time Miss Lipz with a Zee calls, you can tell her we’re not interested in anything with cum stains on it. And we’re no longer taking submissions.”

I gather my things to head toward my office overlooking Times Square.

“Oh, and one more thing,” she says.

I turn to look at her. “Yes?”

“She said she hopes you have”—she lowers her voice—“two bottles of Sweet Bitch on ice for her.”

I blink.

It takes a second for it to register before I burst into laughter. Sweet Bitch is the favorite wine of my friend and line sister Jasmine. We’ve been best friends since kindergarten, more like sisters. And there’s not one secret we haven’t shared with the other. Well, okay. Maybe there’s one or two that I haven’t shared.

“That fool.” I wave Shayla on. “I can’t with her.”

She looks at me inquisitively. “I take it you know her?”

I nod, wondering why she hadn’t called me on my cell. “Unfortunately, yes. And, you’re right. She is a nut.”

She shakes her head, then says as I walk away, “Good luck with that.”

I chuckle, quickly making my way down the corridor, passing walls lined with framed book covers, autographed author headshots, plaques, and awards. Reaching the end of the corridor, I swipe my laminated ID through the silver card slot, wait for another set of glass doors to slide open, then walk through.

The doors hiss shut behind me.

I turn down another corridor, passing a nest of sleek glass cubicles, then step into my spacious, 1,250 square-foot office with a huge window, Calacatta marble flooring, built-in bookshelves, and a marble-and-steel wet bar over in the far-right corner. On the other side of my office near the window overlooking the New York skyline, there’s a plush white leather sofa and two matching chairs and a French vintage gold leaf coffee table.

I smile taking in my sophisticated, yet chic, office. Many years ago, I was a girl with a dream and a plan armed with a degree. Now here I stand. A woman with the kind of life and career most can only dare dream about. And I have a husband, a partner, who loves and supports me in everything I do. Sometimes I feel like I’m living in a fairytale. It feels so surreal.

I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m still breathing, and that everything around me is real.

It is.

My smile widens as I walk around my large, centered desk and stow my Hermès handbag in the bottom drawer. Just as I’m preparing to sit, Shayla buzzes me and tells me Lenora Samuels of LS Literary Agency is on the line. Lenora is the head of one of the top literary agencies in the publishing world.

“Good morning, Lenora. How’ve you been?”

“I’m fabulous, darling.”

“That’s great. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”

“I have a manuscript I’d like you to personally take a look at.”

“I—”

“Let me stop you, my dear,” she cuts in not giving me a chance to protest. “Before you tell me you’re too busy and try to send me chasing one of your lovely editors. Know this. This book is sure to cause a bidding war. Trust me on this. It’s so hot and juicy. Flooded with drama and lots of steamy sex.”

My ears perk up. “Okay. I’m listening.”

“Well, it’s titled Prison Snatch…”

I blink.

She says it’s written under a pen name. Heaven. By a woman who spent several years in state prison after she tried killing her lover. She tells me it’s fiction. Erotica. But that it’s based loosely on her freaky sexapades during her incarceration.
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