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Dear Reader:

Cairo is on a continuous roll of entertainment with his raw brand of erotica and memorable characters. We first met Pasha, the diva fascinated with oral sex, in Deep Throat Diva. Now the salon owner of Nappy No More returns with a vengeance, determined to destroy those who have wronged her: from the team of hooded kidnappers who took turns abusing her to women who have betrayed her in some fashion.

Despite her unfaithfulness—although she doesn’t consider what she does as cheating—while her hubby, Jasper, is in lockup, Pasha is viewed as a heroine. She doesn’t slow her roll during his incarceration and gains a reputation for her skills. Men constantly crave to experience her favorite hobby.

She manages to satisfy their desires, but she never loses focus. Her vicious mission is to pay back the culprits in her path, one by one.

Thanks for giving Retribution support and look out for Ruthless, the next title in the series. Make sure to check out Cairo’s other titles: The Kat Trap, The Man Handler, Daddy Long Stroke, Kitty-Kitty, Bang-Bang, Man Swappers, Big Booty, Slippery When Wet and the e-book, The Stud Palace. Thanks also for supporting the authors of Strebor Books. We truly appreciate the love. You may contact me at www.facebook.com/AuthorZane or via email at Zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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Publisher

Strebor Books

www.SimonandSchuster.com
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This book is dedicated to all the dick suckers in the room who love givin’ that bomb-ass head & to all The Deep Throat Diva fans who have waited patiently for Pasha to bring it to Jasper’s head. Well, guess what? She’s baaaaaaaaack! And this time she’s suckin’ dick for a cause! Swallow the heat ‘n’ enjoy the cream! This one’s for you!
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Aiight, my Juice Lovas ‘n’ freaks, I’ma keep it short ‘n’ sweet this time. Nine books in ‘n’ countin’. Don’t sleep on ya boy, I’m still pushin’ out the heat, one stroke at a time!

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

To all the Facebook beauties ’n’ cuties and cool-ass bruhs who make this journey mad fun: Real rap. Y’all my muthaeffen peeps! Thanks for vibin’ with ya boy! And, uh, I’m still waitin’ for some’a you to run me some of them sex tapes y’all got hidden. I ain’t playin’. I wanna watch! LOL

To all the silent-haters, close-minded & sexually repressed peeps: Eat my nut sac! It’s filled wit’ lots of hot thick, sticky cream just for you. Maybe that’ll help open ya unclog ya sexually constipated asses.

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

To the members of Cairo’s World: Uh, yeah, yeah, yeah…I already know I still haven’t been handlin’ thangs over on the other side like I said I would. I’ma get the flames turnt up for y’all nassy-asses real soon; real spit.

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

One luv—

Cairo



2011

I, Jasper Edwin Tyler, take you, Pasha Nivea-Alona Allen, to be my wedded wife. To have and to hold from this day forth. That’s real, yo. From da moment I laid my eyes on you, baby, I knew you were da one for me. You are my soulmate, baby. My e’erything. My heart beats and bleeds for you. And together we are forever connected as one. You are my joy, my guidin’ light. Da wind beneath my wings, yo. I pledge my love to you, baby. No woman has ever inspired me, loved me, or treated me da way you do. I need you like I need air, baby. And I ain’t ever lettin’ you go. I lay down my life for you. I promise to love you, protect you, respect you, and be da man you need me to be. The love I have for you is forever, Pasha, ya heard? ’Til death do us part…”

“I, Pasha Nivea-Alona Allen, take you…Jasper Edwin Tyler…to be my…wedded…husband. With each w-w-waking breath, I-I…p-p-promise…to l-l-love you unconditionally, to f-f-for…give…you without reservation, to r-r-respect you…and be the w-w-woman…you n-n-need me to be. I s-s-shed these tears for you and with you. I give you…a-all of m-m-me, Jasper. In the joys and sorrows, in the good times and the bad times—from this day forward, I pledge my love to you. A commitment made in l-l-love, k-k-kept in faith, and e-e-eternally m-m-made anew.…”



One

Every bitch has a past. A present. And more than one story to tell…

“Aaaaah, shit yeah. Goddamn, baby, you know how to suck this dick…fuck, aaah, shit…uhhh, motherfuck. Damn. Mmmm…Ummmph…Yeah, get up on them balls, baby… aaaah, shit…wet them balls up…uhhh, put that dick back in ya mouth, baby…”

I grin as the head of his throbbing dick is engulfed in the warm, wetness of my mouth. My mouth becoming a quick replacement for the juicy wet pussy it craves to be deep inside of. Oh, yes…I’ll be riding down on his hard dick for the second time tonight, but right now, sucking another hot nut out of him is my only mission.

I swallow him down to the base, my nose pressed into his musky, sweat-and-pussy-scented pubic hairs, as I grab his balls and pull them up, extending my tongue and licking them.

I gulp him and let my throat muscles massage the head of his dick. He pushes his hips into my face. Fucks my throat in slow deep thrusts. Most bitches are born with only one cunt. I’m one of the fortunate to have been blessed with two: the one between my smooth, beautiful thighs, and the one in the back of my throat. Sucking dick wets my pussy and sets my insides on fire.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit…Motherfuck, yo…damn…uh, fuck…sssssssssssshiiiiiit…you got the head game on lock, baby…aaaah, fuck!”

I grin to myself. Of course I do. I’m not the Deep Throat Diva for nothing.

I slowly pull off his dick, sucking all the way up, then licking up and down the sides of the shaft. I tongue his piss slit, lapping at the sticky precum as it oozes out. I look up at him, watching him watching me as I make love to his dick and balls with my mouth, lips, tongue and hands. I reach up and play with his nipples. They’re dark chocolate pebbles, hard with desire. I pinch them, giving him my specialty no-hands dick throat action, bobbing my head up and down, taking him deep into my mouth, gulping down every thick inch of him.

He moans. “Damn, baby…mmmph…you got my head spinnin’, yo…ooooh, shit, shit, shit…”

I pull his dick from out of my throat, then inch up over his body and press my lips to his, slipping my tongue into his mouth, giving him a taste of what I taste. His hard cock. His sticky precum. His tongue greets mine and we engage in a round of deep, tongue-probing kisses until I finally break away, breathlessly and greedy for more dick. I kiss the side of his neck, my wet tongue trailing along his skin, my mouth running down his chiseled body, swirling my tongue over each of his nipples before journeying down to his stomach, dipping my tongue into his navel. I tease him with my lips and tongue. Make him beg me to take his dick back into my mouth.

“Get back on that dick, baby. Wrap them sexy-ass lips around it…”

I grin, looking back up at him as I run my tongue along the shaft, right side first, then the left side. “Buckle up, baby,” I whisper. I lick around his balls. “I’m about to give you the dick sucking of your life.”

“Yeah, suck my shit…”

I swallow him again, sucking faster and harder, giving him the vacuum deluxe. His dick engulfed in my mouth, my lips wrapped tightly around the base of it with a bunch of spitting and slurping and gulping—my jaws milking him, as I rapidly bob my head up and down, my soft lips sucking up the length of his shaft, then back down with each slurp.

“Aaaah, fuck…you gonna make me bust this nut…uhhh, mmmm… you want me to bust this thick nut down in ya throat, baby? You like that good dick, don’t you? Aaaah, shiiiit, yeah…suck that shit… You want Daddy’s hot nut…?”

With a mouth full of dick, all I can do is grunt and massage his balls to edge him on. I give him one hell of a porn star performance. Pulling his dick out, then spitting all over it. I give it to him wet and sloppy, the way he loves it. I run my hands along his hard body, reach up and pinch his nipples, then glide them back down over his skin, my nails lightly grazing his flesh.

I increase the suction on his dick, wrapping my hands along the back of his muscular thighs—the way I did the first time I had him stretched out in a hotel bed, giving him my no-hands-all-neck-and-throat action, ramming his dick in and out of my throat.

I can barely hear his moans over the wet, gushy, slopping sounds coming out of the back of my throat. I slow my pace. Pull him out of my throat and suckle his cockhead, swirling my tongue over it, lapping at the ever-flowing precum seeping out. Halfway up his dick, I wrap my right hand around the base of his shaft and pump while I continue working over the top half of his dick with my mouth. Slowly bobbing and pumping into a groove that has him clutching the sheets, his toes opening and closing.

He begs me to take him deep in my throat again. He’s ready to nut. But I want to keep teasing him. Want to keep edging him. I flick my tongue over the head of his dick, run my tongue around the rim of it, swirling back up to his slit.

“Goddamn, baby…fuck! Let me get that throat…”

I tongue around the head some more, then slide it to the underside of his pulsing shaft. Ooooh, I love how thick it is. Love how his vein swells. Slowly…so very slowly, I lick down to the base, to his sac, licking under them. I kiss them, lick a circle around them, then pull each one into my mouth, gently sucking his balls.

He grips my head, grinds his balls into my mouth, his dick bouncing and throbbing against my forehead. He grabs it, attempts to stroke it. But I yank his hand back.

I knew the very first time I sucked his thick, juicy dick up on the third level of that parking garage in his tinted SUV, then swallowed his creamy nut and looked up into his hazel eyes that I had opened Pandora’s box for the both of us. I knew the first time I let him eat my pussy, the first time we were in the sixty-nine position, the first time I contemplated giving him some of this pussy, the first time he kissed me, that I was at a point of no return with him.

I climb up on top of him. Position his dick in the center of my slick pussy. Then lean in and whisper in his ear, “You ready to fuck this pussy?”

He grabs my hips, thrusts upward. Attempts to stab his dick into my wetness. “Yeah. You already know what it is.” I press my lips to his again. Our tongues meet. And our kiss ignites another burst of flames inside of me as I reach in back of me and guide the head of his dick in. I ease it in between the lips of my pussy. Fuck the tip of his dick. Raw. I roll my hips nice and slow until I am sitting all the way down on his dick. I lift my hips up halfway, slam back down, then rodeo fuck him, serving him up a dish of hot, naked pussy.

He grunts.

I moan.

He moans.

I grunt.

He cups my ass. Thrusts his hips up into me. We find a rhythm and fuck each other as if it’s our last night on this earth. Shit, if we ever get caught it just might be his. Still, we both know we’re playing a very dangerous game.

“Aaaah, fuck…ooooh, shit, baby…I love fuckin’ this pussy…”

“Yeah, daddy…fuck this slutty pussy…oooh, yes…”

“Uhhh…uhhh…shit…fuck…I’m gettin’ ready to bust…”

I quickly lift up off his cum-coated dick, my pussy juices sliding down his shaft and wrap my mouth over it, sucking the nut out of him. The head of his dick hits my tonsils as I swallow him all the way in, dick and nut down into my throat.

And it’s good to the last damn drop!

I pull his dick from out of my neck. Lick it clean. Then smack my lips together as he dozes off, lightly snoring.



Two

A hard, horny dick has no conscience. It’ll fuck a bitch over if she lets it…

I ease out from under the rumpled sheets, still damp with sweat and cum from an all-night suck-and-fuck-athon, grabbing my buzzing cell while slipping on my silk robe. I quietly slide open the balcony door, then step out into the early morning light. I slide the door shut behind me, rolling my eyes the minute I hear his voice. I hate everything this motherfucking nigga stands for!

“Yo, what da fuck is you doin’, yo? I been callin’ ya ass all muthafuckin’ night, yo. Don’t have me bust yo’ ass, Pasha. Word up. Let me find out you back on ya bullshit, ya heard?”

This nigga’s crazy.

Shit, he’s always been fucking crazy! But it’s gotten worse.

I suck my teeth. “And what are you gonna do, Jasper, kill me this time?” I say sarcastically. Although I’m half-joking, half serious, knowing that if he could body me, he would. But as it stands right now, I’m worth more to him alive than I am dead; particularly since everything—the house, the cars, the bank accounts, and the businesses he now own—is in my name. A smart nigga wouldn’t be so caught up in the material shit. But Jasper is. And as insurance in case this happy-handed nigga ever decides to really toe-tag me, I’ve made sure my son is the sole beneficiary of everything and I’ve assigned my attorney as the executor of my estate.

Jasper will be left with nothing, if I can help it.

“Yo, fuck outta here. I’ma bust yo shit, that’s what. You already know what it is, yo. Now act fuckin’ stupid if you want, ya heard? I keep…”

I shake my head. His threats are of no longer any consequence to me. And to think I once loved his ass with everything in me. There was a time—before the prison bid, before all of the cheating, before the lies, before everything else happened between us—when I believed that Jasper was the only man for me. I thought I would love him forever. Mmmph. What a goddamn joke!

Ain’t shit forever! Not love, not life…nothing!

All I have in me for this nigga is contempt. I hate his black ass. The way he looks at me, the way he smells, the way he touches me, makes my skin crawl. Jasper’s a grimy, ruthless motherfucker. And I hate him. I know he’s my son’s father—and there’s nothing I can do about that. But, God forgive me. Sometimes I wish this nigga dead for what he did to me. This dirty nigga had me locked up and tied up and gagged down in some dusty-ass basement. Then let his goons violate me. Yeah, I did my dirt while he was on lock. But what this dirty nigga did to me is unthinkable, unconscionable. It haunts me. And it’s some shit I can’t, I won’t, ever forgive him for.

No, a snake nigga like Jasper has to be dealt with, carefully.

“Don’t have me fuck you up, yo…If I ever find out you playin’ me, yo…I’ma fuck you up…to teach you a lesson…”

I knew my transgressions—sucking a string of random dicks while Jasper was incarcerated—would cost me. I had gotten greedy. I let it consume me. Let it become an obsession. And instead of quitting while I was ahead, I let my thirst for dick and cum control me. And, as a result, I kept posting ads on that godforsaken website Nastyfreaks4u.com, soliciting men who sought out getting some anonymous head. And with the promise of providing a toe-curling experience and giving men some of the best mouth, tongue, and throat work around, I started living up to my screen name, Deep Throat Diva, throat-swabbing niggas like there was no tomorrow.

Problem is, niggas started getting strung out. Some crazy nigga started harassing me. Another started stalking me. Then the nigga tried to snatch me up in my own yard. I had to fight the nigga off of me. Had my next-door neighbor not pulled up when he had, I don’t know what that crazy nigga might have done to me. And of course I refused to call the police. I couldn’t.

What was I going to tell them? “Hi. I’m known as Deep Throat Diva in cyberland. I post ads online to suck dick, and I sucked this nutty nigga crazy. Oh…and by the way, my fiancé—who’s been locked up for almost five years—can’t ever find out that the woman he wants to marry is a cum guzzler or he’ll beat the shit out of me.”

Really?

You think?

Umm, no thank you. That was news I didn’t want out. It was info I had hoped to sweep up into a tiny box of lies and keep locked away before Jasper got home. But it didn’t happen that way. Something went tragically wrong. Someone got up in Jasper’s ear. And the shit blew up in my face.

Now wait. You judgmental bitches can think what you want about me. I loved Jasper. My dick sucking had nothing to do with how I felt about him at that time. There was no emotional connection to any of them niggas I sucked. All they were were a bunch of hard dicks. It was all about what I needed/wanted to fill a sexual void. I had no intentions of ever fucking anyone other than Jasper. And, at the time—somewhere stuck in between my neglected libido and loneliness—I concocted this twisted fantasy of believing that as long as I didn’t give up my pussy to any other nigga that Jasper and I could live happily-ever-after once he was finally released from prison. And he’d be none the wiser to know that the lips he kissed were the same lips that stayed wrapped around a bunch of different dicks and had been glazed with more nuts than I care to remember.

But it didn’t work out that way for me. My happily-ever-after didn’t turn out so happy for me after all. And I’m sure you know, or can at least imagine, how the rest of the story ended for me.

If Jasper would have just beat the shit out of me, I could have handled it, deservingly. I would have worn my ass whooping proudly, knowing I caused it. And maybe things with us would be different. Maybe he would have found it in his heart to forgive me. Maybe we could have moved on from it. I don’t know.

What I do know is, after what that bastard did to me. Whatever love I had for him has turned into deep seething contempt. Everything I believed in, held on to, was shattered the moment Jasper leaned over my hospital bed, smirking. His eyes still haunt me. The way he stared into me, cold and calculating. The whole time I was missing, I had hoped and prayed that he’d be out looking for me, that he’d be stricken with worry. And all the while that motherfucker knew where I was. Because he was behind it all.

No one has any idea what happened to my spirit down in that basement.

The humiliation.

The fear.

The disrespect.

Somewhere in between the second or third dick shoved into my mouth, I lost pieces of me. By the fifth dick, everything inside of me snapped. I was broken. By the sixth dick, I became numb. I crumbled up and died inside.

Jasper did that to me.

Okay, I did that to me.

Still…I didn’t deserve that!

Anyway. It was only supposed to be temporary—posting ads, only something to do until Jasper came home. That’s what I kept telling myself every time I posted an ad. Cheating—well, fucking, on Jasper wasn’t a thought for me like I said. But celibacy was taking its toll on me. How was I supposed to go five fucking years without dick? I missed the feel of a hard dick—his hard dick. My pussy ached for it. But I stayed true the best way I could.

I had promised Jasper before he had gone to prison that I wouldn’t let another nigga fuck me while he was locked up. Still a bitch like me needed something more than an assortment of dildos and vibrators to fuck to take the edge off, until Jasper was released from prison. So I posted—what was supposed to be a one-time thing—a sex ad looking for men who wanted throat work. I didn’t think I would get swamped with replies from men from all walks of life—some married, some single, some shacking with women, some freakier and kinkier than others—looking for a good dick suck.

So what started out as mere curiosity and a means to an end quickly became an obsession.

My guilty pleasure.

My dirty little secret.

Dick sucking consumed me.

And there was a hefty price to pay. But I didn’t think it would almost cost me my life. Okay, okay, I’m lying. I knew I was playing with fire, taking dangerous risks creeping out in the middle of the night and sucking random niggas off in their cars in parking lots, parks, or motel rooms. I knew Jasper would kill me if he ever found out. And I believe he would have bodied me if I hadn’t been pregnant with our son at the time. Still…that didn’t stop him from degrading me, then beating the shit out of me, almost to death, no less—even though I was pregnant. And he knew it.

I can still remember the shit as if it were yesterday.

“Remember she’s not to be hurt…”

“No doubt, I’ll just rough the bitch up a bit…”

“C’mon, man…chill out wit’ all that…she’s pregnant…”

I can still hear their voices, deep and unrecognizable, in my head. “Bitch, if you so much as flinch, I’ma dead ya ass right here…Now do what I tell you and I won’t haveta spill ya pretty lil brains out all over this concrete…”

I can still feel their hands on me. The niggas who snatched me up that night at the mall. My hair being violently pulled and my head snapped back. I can still hear the click of the gun, pressing against my temple.

“…I promise you. On e’erything I love. I will kill you, bitch…”

I continue replaying pieces of that night in my mind. I fight back. Attempt to get away. And, then…in one swift motion there’s a blade pressed up under my throat.

“…I’ma slice ya muthafuckin’ throat, ya heard?”



Three

A lie is never a lie, until you get caught in it…

I blink.

“…Pasha, what da fuck, yo?!” Jasper shrieks in my ear, jolting me back to the present. “You hear me talkin’ to ya ass?”

I gaze out into the Pacific Ocean, breathing in the morning breeze while taking in layers of orange, red, and yellow as the sun rises from the horizon. Sometimes I wish I could blink my eyes three times and make this nigga disappear for good. I swear. If I were a snitch-type bitch, I’d have his ass set up and feed his ass to the feds. They’ve been watching his slick-ass every since he got released from prison. And he knows this. But his dumbass is still caught up in that life, thinking he can’t be touched.

I understand the game. It’s hard to get out of. I know the risks that are involved. Someone’s bound to get at you at some point, whether it’s the feds, some jealous-ass hater, or a hungry nigga looking for a come-up. Either way, when your time’s up, it’s up.

And I recognize it was Jasper’s drug money that made it possible for me to open my salon, Nappy No More, ten years ago. Jasper believed in my vision. He footed the bill, no questions asked. And in less than three years I quadrupled his investment, even wrote him a check for the full amount, although he refused to take it. Still, I wanted him to be clear that my salon was mine—free and clear, period. Not his. Or ours. Mine.

I let him know, I didn’t want to keep feeling like he had claims to my shit. Reluctantly, he took the check, popping shit about only taking it to shut me up. He didn’t cash the shit, of course. But I made it clear that whether he cashed it or not, I didn’t owe him shit where my salon was concerned. Now here we are ten years later, and it’s my hard-earned money this go-round that’ll be opening up Nappy No More II out here on the West Coast as soon as the deal is sealed.

So, again, I don’t need the nigga. So, why am I still with him?

Because I’m not leaving him until he pays for what he’s done to me. Until I take him for every-goddamn-thing he’s worth. And my staying has nothing to do with the threat of him killing me. I’m beyond that. Like I said earlier, once this nigga no longer thinks he needs me, I’m good as dead the next time I’m caught with another nigga’s dick in my throat. Still, as far as I’m concerned, he owes me for all of my pain and suffering. And he’s going to pay in more than one way.

In the meantime, I suffer and plot in silence.

A stack here, a stack there; bit-by-bit until I have every motherfucking dime of his, or at least most of it. I know Jasper’s no fool when it comes to his paper. So I already know he has a load of money tucked somewhere other than in the safe tucked behind a wall panel in his walk-in closet, or the one that’s built into the floor of our pool house—the one he thinks I don’t know about. Jasper’s money is long. And so is his ego and temper. So as long as I play along with his sick mind games and need for control, I still benefit from his drug dealing, and whatever other dirty shit he’s into.

Again, not that I need it. But I want it. I deserve it. The jewels, the furs, the shopping sprees—all financed by him. Still, it all comes with a price to pay. Jasper’s unpredictable mood swings. His paranoia. His jealousy. His abuse.

Am I scared of him?

There’s no easy answer to that. Jasper’s unstable. But the one thing I know is, this nigga’s in love—okay, obsessed—with my pussy. And, yeah…Beating me almost to death for sucking dick—okay, dicks—is one thing, but putting me in a body bag isn’t where he’s at—not yet. And as long as I keep sucking and fucking him and stroking his fragile ego, I’m good for now.

Still…every time I feel this nigga looking at me, I feel as if he’s staring right through me. His dark eyes are cold and cutting. I can tell the nigga’s always thinking. Always trying to catch me slipping. So, because of that, yes, I’m afraid—very.

But not enough—as you can see—to stop what I’m doing. The knots in my stomach are a constant reminder that I married the devil, and he’s been fucking me raw ever since.

Still, I play my position.

But one of these days, very soon, this nigga’s got it coming to him. Every dirty thing he’s ever done is going to come back to him. And I’m going to be the one he’s looking at before his black ass gets dropped. I’m going to be the one who spits in his face when it happens. I promise you. Before his lights get shut, I’ll be the last bitch he sees.

“I’m so fuckin’ relieved you and the baby are aiight.…If I woulda lost you and my seed, I’da lost it for real, yo. We connected, baby.…For life.”

As hard as I’ve tried blocking everything out, I can’t. His voice. The look in his eyes, the way the motherfucker smirked when he saw it in my own eyes. That I knew.

“…and if I find out you been playin’ me, yo; that you had another nigga’s dick up in you, I’ma beat the dog shit outta ya ass, you dig?”

It was him.

“I know what you’re thinkin’, baby…It’s over wit’, baby…all that shit you were doin’…I warned you, Pasha. I told you don’t fuckin’ play me, yo.”

They knew I was pregnant, because Jasper had told them. But I didn’t know it then. I had no clue he was behind any of that sordid shit until I woke up in the hospital and he was there by my bedside—tears streaming from his eyes, concern painted on his weary face, pretending.

I mean, I knew he had a vicious streak.

Knew he could be violent.

Yet, to think he’d go to that extreme to do what he did, to be willing to pimp me out to a bunch of his niggas and let them disrespect me.

Let them take turns fucking my throat.

And smacking me around.

No. Jasper wouldn’t ever have any of that shit done to me. Not the man I loved. Not the father of my child. I couldn’t imagine it.

Then, again…I’m sure he didn’t expect the woman he loved, the woman carrying his child, to be practically running a community dick-sucking center behind his back, either.

Anyway. I finally saw the truth in his eyes when he hovered over my hospital bed. Realization. That he was behind the attack. And, every since that awful night—the night I was kidnapped out in the parking garage of The Mall at Short Hills, nothing for me has ever been the same.

I warned you, Pasha. Told you don’t fuckin’ play me, yo.”

I bring my attention back to the idiot on the other end of the line. “What is it, Jasper?”

“What da fuck you mean, ‘what is it’? I asked you what da fuck is you doin’, yo? I’m talkin’ to ya silly ass ‘n’ you actin’ like you iggin’ a muhfucka.”

I sigh, glancing over my shoulder looking back into the suite. I want another round of dick from the man sleeping under the covers before I have to make the twenty-minute drive back to my condo in L.A.

I eye Mr. Thick-Seven-And-A-Half as he stirs. He rolls over onto his back, pulling back the white sheet. His dick springs upward. And my mouth instantly waters. He stretches his long legs out, then grabs his hard dick and strokes it. He sees me watching him.

I knew the first time I let him bust his creamy nut in my mouth and I swallowed him down to the last drop that I would keep sucking him. I knew sucking his thick chocolate dick would become my guiltiest pleasure. I just didn’t think I would be fucking him, too. But here I am. In Santa Monica with my pussy sore from the pounding he put on me into the wee hours of the morning; his raw dick deep inside of me, fucking what’s only on loan to him.

Later tonight, he’ll be going back to his wifey and two children, playing the loving man and doting daddy. And, tomorrow, I’ll be going back to Jasper’s crazy ass.

“Actually, Jasper,” I finally say. “If you really wanna know. I was iggin’ you. It’s too early in the morning for this shit. I’m in Los Angeles, nigga. Where I’ve been for the last week, getting shit ready for the final phase of opening my new salon.”

“Yo, who da fuck is you snappin’ at like that, huh?”

I blow out a frustrated breath. “You know what, Jasper? I’m sick of you always coming at me all crazy. Do me a favor. Why don’t you go fuck one of your side bitches and leave me the fuck alone? I’ll see you when I get home.”

“Bitch, is you fuckin’ serious, yo? Put my muthafuckin’ son on the phone.”

“He’s asleep. And I’m not waking him. If you want to talk to Jaylen, I’ll call you back when he wakes up. Now goodbye.”

I end the call before he can say anything else. I slide back the glass door, then step in, leaving the door open as the ocean’s breeze eases in. “You ready for some more of this pussy?” I untie my robe and let it slide off my shoulders.

He grins. “You already know the answer to that. Come over here and wet this dick, baby.”

A devious smile eases over my lips. “What you want, first, this throat or pussy?”

I crawl in between his legs. I stroke his dick with my hand, licking around his balls, the pungent scent of sweat and fucking still clinging to them. “Both,” he says as I slip the head of his dick into my mouth. My body shivers the minute the head of his dick hits the back of my throat. “Awwww, fuck yeah…Suck that dick, baby…”



Four

The bitch you think has your back, is the same bitch who’ll snake you…

8 A.M., I’m heading north on I-10 toward L.A., relieved there is no traffic. Los Angeles’s traffic is usually horrible no matter which highway you’re on, or what time of the day it is. But, this morning, it’s smooth sailing, probably because it’s early on a Saturday morning. As bad as I wanted to stay wrapped up in Thick Seven’s arms, I couldn’t. He has shit to do. And so do I. Getting back to my son, that is.

Jaylen’s been my saving grace. He’s the reason I haven’t lost my mind fucking around with Jasper. Even, after the kidnapping, I kept it together—for his sake. He needed me to be strong so that I could carry him to full-term. The doctors had said I was at high risk for delivering him months early due to the stress and trauma of what I had been through. My baby’s life depended on me being strong. But it wasn’t easy.

I had shed my tears, while never letting anyone else see me break. Not even Jasper’s snake-ass. The nigga knew he had me shook. He had seen it in my eyes. But I’d be damn if he’d ever see me shed a tear over it. No, those tears were reserved for when he left the hospital at night.

I spent two weeks in the hospital. And the whole time I was laid up in that bed with tubes and monitors all hooked up to me, I refused to talk to the police. Refused to give them any information surrounding what had happened to me. I refused visitors. I didn’t want to see anyone. Or let anyone see me like that—all banged up and broken, all swollen and bruised. Not even my Nana, whom I love dearly. Not even Felecia who at the time I loved like a sister—up until I learned that that phony, two-faced bitch was talking shit about me behind my back. After all I’ve done for that bitch. And that’s how she repays me. Kicking my back in, then smiling in my face.

My gut always told me to watch that bitch, which is probably why I never confided in her like I used to when we were growing up. Everyone always said when we were growing up that Felecia was jealous of me. But I didn’t want to believe it. Felecia had the same opportunities as I did. We shared some of the same pains, and life’s experiences.

My mother, Nivea Alona Rice—who gave me her first and middle names as my own middle name—loved the trappings of being a hood-rich trophy wife than she did for me. She gave birth to me. Then, three months later—after she met some big-time drug dealer who wanted to wife her up, she dropped me off on my father’s doorstep and never looked back. Years later, she was found murdered in the trunk of her Porsche with two bullets to the head. I was twenty.

Felecia’s mother had more love for drugs than she did for her. Cocaine was her first love, then later on, crack. Felecia didn’t know her father. However, I knew mine. But he was more invested in the streets than he was in raising a daughter. Ralphie Allen, aka The Boogey Man, loved me. But he was a hood nigga with a vicious rep who loved the streets and shaking niggas up more.

As a result, we both lost our parents to the streets, and the drug game. My father—a drug dealer himself—was murdered when I was eleven. And Felecia’s mother, my father’s sister, died from a drug overdose a few years later.

Sadly, we were both orphans long before either of our parents ever hit the ground and the dirt got tossed on them. Luckily, we had a grandmother who loved us. She not only opened her home to us, she raised us as if we were her own.

So the thought of Felecia betraying me hurts. That bitch cut me deep. I never wanted to think my own blood would snake me the way she has. Didn’t want to believe the shit Mona used to tell me. That she was jealous of me. Still, I couldn’t put my finger on it. However, there was always something that didn’t sit well with me when it came to Felecia. Maybe it was the way I’d often catch her cutting her eyes at me on the sly. Or how she always brought up Jasper’s name. Or the way she’d be looking at him before he got locked up, then after he was released. Or how I would always catch her whispering with Stax anytime he came by the salon. Something wasn’t right. But my love for that conniving bitch blinded me. I slept on her ass. And instead of distancing myself from her like I should have, I ignored the nagging feeling in the pit of my soul.

And that shit cost me.

The night I was attacked in front of my house—after being out sucking dick, she was the only person I had to call, but something deep inside of me told me not to. I should have listened. But I didn’t. I wanted, needed, to trust her. But, now thinking back, that bitch sat up in my kitchen consoling me and judging me at the same time. That bitch is the one who probably told Jasper about my attack. He claimed it was my old neighbor, Clint. But I never believed it. From what I’d seen of him, Clint seemed to stay to himself. He minded his own business. And, prior to the attack, he and I barely spoke when we’d see each other coming or leaving our homes. So, he’d have no reason to tell Jasper shit. Why would he? He and Jasper didn’t know each other that I knew of. And he didn’t know shit about me. That scheming-ass bitch, on the other hand, is a whole other story.

My cell rings bringing me out of my thoughts. I reach over into the passenger seat and fish it out of my bag, glancing at the screen. Speaking of that fucking bitch, it’s her calling me now. I hit IGNORE.

I haven’t spoken to her in almost two weeks. The day I reached over the receptionist’s counter at the salon and tried to slap her face off, then told her to pack her shit and get the fuck out of my shop. She was fired.

Truth be told, I don’t think I would have really fired Felecia had it not been for Booty, I mean Cassandra, coming down to the salon with her messy-ass putting Felecia on blast in front of everyone like she did. But she did. And I had to set that bitch straight and take it to her face. Then I told Booty, I mean Cassandra, that I thought it was best that she didn’t bring her ass up in my shop again. She keeps too much shit going. I can tell I had hurt her feelings. “Bitch, boom! You ain’t said nothing but a word. I ain’t ever gotta come back up in this trap.”

Sadly, drama or not, Cassandra has always been one of my most loyal customers. And I know in her crazy-ass head she was only trying to look out for me. But the drama with her is waaaaay too much for me. And the thing is, I really like Cassandra. She’s probably as real as it gets. Sometimes, maybe a little too real, if that’s even possible. Still, drama follows her wherever she goes. And, as far as I am concerned, her and Felecia going at in front of the clients was the last straw for me. The whole thing was unreal, but couldn’t be overlooked.

“Oh, no, honey boo,” Cassandra said to Felecia in front of everyone. “The only one ’bout to get tossed is you. I’ve been waitin’ to do you, any-goddamn-way. So how ’bout you be a real bitch and tell Pasha how you told me Jasper whoops her ass and she’s scared of him, huh, bitch? How ’bout you let her know how you done fucked him, too.”

My eyes popped open in shock. Not that she had called Felecia out on it like that because she had already told me over the telephone a few weeks prior what Felecia had told her, so that was of no surprise to me. The shit that rattled my nerves was that she did it in front of all those nosey, gossiping-ass stylists of mine. She could have waited to confront Felecia when it was only the three of us around instead of in front of prying eyes. That shit was messy. But I knew her ass wasn’t lying. Cassandra Simms might be called many things, but she’s never been one for lying. If she says it happened, you can almost guarantee it did.

And even though Jasper and Felecia both denied fucking, I didn’t believe one word from either of them, then. And I don’t now. Jasper is a pathological liar and chronic cheater so nothing that comes out of his mouth is believable. Besides, I’ve caught him in enough lies when it comes to fucking other bitches to know not to believe shit he says when it comes to pussy, and other bitches. And Felecia, well, I can’t trust shit that bitch says anymore; especially after finding out she’d been talking about me behind my back.

Like Cassandra had warned me a week or so prior to that incident down at the salon, “Pasha, boo. The only thing Miss FeFe is tryna have is your man, trust me. And if she don’t want Jasper, you can trust and believe she damn sure wanna be up on his big-ass dingdong…that’s how them messy bitches do it.…Fish that bitch…I ain’t been tryna feature Miss FeFe every since she told me that shit about you. This bitch really thinks you mighta been out there suckin’ all kinda dicks behind Jasper’s back. I’m tellin’ you, Miss Pasha, girl. That bitch is scandalous, boo…”

Well, I couldn’t exactly confess to Cassandra that Felecia was right. That I was spinning a bunch of niggas’ tops behind his back. Still, whether it was true or not, that bitch, Felecia, still had no goddamn business talking to Booty, I mean Cassandra, about it. No. The bitch should have come to me. We’re the ones who were supposed to have been so close, like sisters.

I don’t know why bitches stay thinking I’m some silly little bitch who won’t handle or check them because I’m not one of them loud-mouth ghetto bitches always looking to get it in. Felecia, of all people, should know better. She knows how I used to be. How I’d fight bitches with no hesitation. How I sliced a bitch with a blade freshman year from ear to ear for talking shit. She knows the old me better than anyone else. That side of me I’ve tried to keep tucked away, hidden. That bitch with the quick temper and quick hands who’d fight her battles and mine. Before I grew the fuck up. Before I realized I had a whole lot more to lose than most of them dumb-ass hoes, including her two-faced ass. But trust and believe. That face slap was nothing compared to what she has coming to her. When she least expects it!

I should probably call to check in on Jaylen. I reach for my cell and decide to call Sophia, my live-in nanny, who also travels along with me—an older Brazilian woman who I hired a few months ago—to help me care for Jaylen. Sophia answers on the fourth ring in her thick Spanish accent. I let her know that I am on my way back to the condo. She tells me Jaylen’s still asleep. That he woke up in the middle of the night looking for me. I ask her if she wants anything while I’m out. She says no. She asks if I want her to prepare breakfast for me. I thank her. Tell her no. A few moments more of conversation, I end the call.



Five

A bitch has to free herself of the present in order to let go of the past…

As I’m merging onto CA-110 North, my cell rings. I glance at the screen, ready to send it straight to voicemail if it’s Felecia again, or Jasper. It’s neither. It’s Mona, Jasper’s cousin and my closest friend. In fact, she’s the reason I ended up with Jasper in the first place had she not introduced us.

Mmmph.

Twelve-and-a-half years ago. Time flies too damn fast, sometimes.

I’ll never forget that night. Friday, October 6, 2000. She had been stressing me for weeks to go to some birthday party at a nightclub for one of her relatives. But I wasn’t interested. She had this bright idea that while I was there, she’d introduce me to one of her male cousins who had recently moved to Jersey from Connecticut. “And he’s your type,” she had said.

“And what’s my type, Miss Know It All?” I had asked.

She snickered. “Dark, chiseled, and hood…and you’re exactly what he’s lookin’ for.” Then she stated he specifically requested a fine, fly bitch with a fat ass who wanted something more out of life than running the streets.

Mona and I were cordial to one another in high school, but we never really hung out. She always seemed a little strange to me back then, like withdrawn. When she went MIA in the middle of the school year for like four months, then returned the following fall, the gossip was that she got put away for trying to kill herself. Mmmph. I never asked her about it. And I never cared to know. Not even after we ended up going to the same college and sharing a dorm room together. We clicked. Then over time became very good friends. So it didn’t matter. It still doesn’t.

Anyway, Mona knew I had a weakness for hood niggas with extra swag. And Jasper was it. But what she failed to mention is that the nigga was a chronic cheater and that I would have to slash tires, fight him, and beat up a bunch of his sidepiece-hoes almost every other month.

Big dick and all, Jasper was fucking trouble from the word go. And instead of cutting him off like I did with every other nigga I had been with, I kept fucking with him until his ass had me just as dick-dumb and dizzy as the rest of them bitches he’d been fucking. But the one thing I had that none of them other bitches ever got was his love. Get a hood nigga to fall for your ass, and see what you get. Borderline damn stalker, okay! Anyway, I knew I had his ass hooked, even if he was fucking other bitches. Those retarded-ass hoes were getting his hard dick, but I had his heart. At the time, that’s all that really mattered to me. Now, if I could rewind the clock, I would have left his ass on that dance floor that night at the party and never looked back.

Oh well…

“Hey, girl,” I say, taking the Fourth Street ramp toward Downtown L.A. “How’s everything?”

“Pasha, girl, please tell me you’re back from L.A.,” she says, sounding distressed.

“I’m still out here, girl. I’ll be home tomorrow around five, your time. Why, is everything okay?”

“N-no.” Her voice cracks. “Some shit hit the fan Thursday and I think…no, I know, it’s about to get real ugly. Ohgod, Pasha. I don’t know what the fuck I’ve gotten myself into.”

My heart jumps. “Ohmygod, Mona, what in the world are you talking about? What happened? Is everything okay with Mario?” Mario’s her sixteen-year-old son who stays in some kind of trouble over these young hoes because he can’t keep his dick in his pants. Like father, like son. And if he’s anything like his father, I know he’s slinging one big-ass dick. Not that I’ve fucked Avery, Mona’s husband. But I have seen it before. And believe you me. It’s one big, juicy sausage! Mmmph.

I guess you want to know how I know this. Well, um, let’s say—without going into too many details—that he was prowling around up on Nastyfreaks4u looking for a little sidepiece head and sent an attachment of his hard dick to my Deep Throat Diva email. For some reason, his email stays stuck in the back of my memory.

Hey Deep Throat Diva, I’m 5’11 black 195lbs with a nice 8.5 thick, fat cock for your mouth and throat. Private, very discreet. Married with family here. Cool laidback guy…

Unfortunately, I didn’t know it was his dick or that he was the man behind the email or screen name READY2NUTINU until I got to Mountainside Park, stepped out of my car and he rolled down the driver’s side window of his tinted-out black SUV. Talk about shocked! My face cracked. And so did his.

I was fucking sick to my stomach. And to think of all the email exchanges, IM-ing and cyber-sexing he and I had done in the wee hours of the morning—with Jasper asleep in the other room; and probably the same for Mona. How he loved his wife, but was bored in bed with her. How he loved head, but his wife didn’t like sucking dick. How, when she did, it was half-assed. How I called his wife whack for not keeping his dick wet. How I told him how I couldn’t wait to taste his fat dick, how I couldn’t wait to make love to it with my mouth, lips, tongue and hands; how I loved to deep throat; how I was going to suck his dick in a way that his wife never had, never could, never would. How I was fantasizing about being on my knees and worshipping his cock and swallowing his creamy load.

I told Mona’s husband all of this.

And, then…even after Avery realized it was me, the nigga still pulled his dick out and wanted, practically begged, me to wet it. And, yes, I got the shakes. And my mouth watered. I’m not going to lie. But I refused to go there. However, um, I did reach into his truck and stroke it a few good times, gripped that thick-ass sausage with its big fat cockhead with my paraffin-soft hands and jacked him off until my conscience got the best of me. Then I let it go, shaking.

As bad as I wanted to click on the whore-switch and hop in the passenger seat of his truck, lean into his lap and cock-wash the skin off that shit, I couldn’t do it. Not after finding out whose husband he was. I couldn’t do that to Mona. And I couldn’t bring myself to do it to myself. I already felt guilty for doing what I was doing behind Jasper’s back. I didn’t need to add Mona to the list. No matter how messy I was being. And, yeah I know I was fucked up for even touching his dick. I should have spun on my heel and sped off in my car. But I didn’t.

Sadly, every time I look at Mona, knowing she’s a lazy dick sucker, I hear him saying, “She half-sucks my dick.”

I wish I would have never gotten in my car that morning to sneak off to suck another nigga’s dick when I should have listened to the nagging voice that was in my head warning me to leave well enough alone. But I didn’t listen. I lied to Jasper, telling him I was on my way to the gym. Then found myself face-to-face with my best friend’s husband.
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