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Lez Talk: A Collection of Black Lesbian Short Fiction - Short Story

SUMMARY: A necessary and relevant addition to the Black LGBTQ literary canon, which oftentimes
overlooks Black lesbian writing, Lez Talk is a collection of short stories that embraces the fullness of
Black lesbian experiences. The contributors operate under the assumption that “lesbian” is not a dirty
word, and have written stories that amplify the diversity of Black lesbian lives.
At once provocative, emotional, adventurous, and celebratory, Lez Talk crosses a range of fictional
genres, including romance, speculative, and humor. The writers explore new subjects and aspects of their
experiences, and aﬃrm their gifts as writers and lesbian women. Beginning with Sheree L. Greer's "I
Can't Turn it Oﬀ,” a short, powerful tale imbued with socio-political undercurrents, the collection also
includes work from Claudia Moss, LaToya Hankins, Lauren Cherelle, K.A. Smith, S. Andrea Allen, Faith
Mosley, and Eternity Philops.
Lez Talk contains two contributions from Krystal: “Two Moons,” and “Darker the Berry.”
• Categories: Women’s literary fiction, LGBT fiction, Short story collections
• 222 pages
• ISBN-13: 978-0-9972439-9-4
• Book dimensions: 8.5 x 5.5 x .5
• Paperback: $15.95 EPub/Mobi: $9.99
• Publication: April 5, 2016
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Lez Talk Excerpt
“Darker the Berry”
I considered the selection of fresh produce before me. The peaches were fat and fuzzed, and I
couldn’t resist gently running my open palm over the ripest ones. The assorted pears, red and
gold and green, looked interesting, but I’d never really had a taste for them.
Now the cherries, they were what I’d come to the market for. I was in the mood for
something both sweet and tart, something I could let play in and fill my mouth with flavor,
tease my tongue with its juices. I found them shining and glistening with fresh droplets of
water on them, freshly rinsed from the contraption wired above. They looked delicious and
already had my mouth forming an “o” of anticipation.
Then she walked up and stood beside me.
At first I thought it was the cute checkout girl I often asked to point me in the direction
of goat cheese or coconut milk. Grocery store layouts always baffled me for some reason. I
knew people who liked to cruise each aisle looking at all the things they might need. Not me. I
liked to get in and get out with exactly what I came for.
The clerk, Sara, batted her eyes and tugged at her braids when she talked to me,
pointing me down aisle four for something or other. I offered smiles of gratitude in exchange
for her assistance, sometimes with a wink. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-one or
twenty-two, but she was nice and pleasant and always had a smile for me.
But it wasn’t Sara standing strangely close to me now. A name badge hung from
around her neck. Tonda Lyons. I couldn’t quite make out where she worked, the colors on the
badge unfamiliar to me. But on the bottom was a red stripe that read “Clearance Level 12.”
Must be important.
Tonda was taller than me, 5'10", 5'11" maybe. Beautiful bald head shining under the
store lights. She had a presence about her that didn’t require words. I pictured her interrogating
someone the way only a person with Clearance Level 12 could. Hands on hips, neck cocked to
the side, lips pursed in an I dare you to lie to me kind of way. The thought made my back
tingle.
Her skin was the color of plums. Cool blue-black with purple undertones. Smooth and
taut. My tongue itched suddenly, growing fat and swollen in my mouth. Sweet and tart. I bet
she fit the bill. Now my mouth was watering.
She reached in front of me, back curving over as she fingered a bunch of grapes,
oblong green ones, then the fat reddish ones. I couldn’t help watching her. The jumper she
wore was riddled with starbursts of color on a navy blue fabric. Splotches of fuchsia, yellow,
blue, and green stretched lively across her back and hips. A blot of pink spread across her ripe
buttock and my mouth fell open with appreciation.
“I like the fat juicy ones,” she said to me with a relaxed look of acknowledgment as
she retrieved two bunches of grapes and placed them in her hand basket. So do I, I thought
continuing my lazy intake of her physique. Fleshy thighs stayed my attention.
Her eyes fell to where my hand hovered over the cherries. I still hadn’t made my
selection.
“They say the darker the berry, the sweeter the juice.”
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A surprised sound escaped my throat. “Is that right?” I nodded in her direction, a smile
growing on my face. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She’d gotten more than just my
attention. Her words had piqued my interest.
“Oh, yes. Dark skinned fruit always has the sweetest juice.”
She was surely playing with me now, flirting. Likening herself, her skin tone to that of
the fruit in front of me. It dawned on me that moments like these—unexpected, sexy, random
—were exactly the moments missing from my life.
I plucked a deep, dark cherry from the open carton and plopped it into my mouth,
twisting the stem between my fingers. “Mmm,” I sighed, making a big show of my enjoyment.
I can play too. A bit of juice squirted from the sweet Hudson cherry and landed on my chin.
Before I could wipe it away, she was already stepping in closer. “May I?” She stopped
short before grabbing my chin. I simply nodded. Permission granted. The pad of her thumb
swiped the juice off my chin. Her touch was warm and swift, and I thought of her deft fingers
gliding over my skin in other ways.
Dark red juice colored her thumb. I wanted to pull her digit into my mouth and suck
the juice off, but she beat me to it. Tonda jammed her thumb in her own mouth and sucked.
Eyes closed, lips curled in around her thumb. Ooh! The look of pleasure on her face made me
twitch between my legs. I wish I could bring you such pleasure.
“Doesn’t get much sweeter than that.” Her soft voice interrupted my thoughts. She
looked at me with suggestive eyes, challenging me.
“Why don’t we test that theory?” I offered, placing two cartons of cherries in my
basket. I’ve never been one to turn down a challenge.
Just as Tonda was about to speak again, Sara came around the corner. “Do you need
any help tonight, Nova?” She was smiling bright, arms pressed back behind her pushing her
small breasts up and out against her green apron.
I clucked my tongue and shook my head slowly, drawing my attention from Tonda to
look at the girl. “No, I found what I wanted, sweetie.”
Sara looked slowly from me to Tonda then back to me. Her smile faded as she turned
her body to face Tonda. She still had a job to do. “And you, ma’am. Are you finding
everything?” Sara’s tone shifted when she addressed Tonda. The bright notes in her voice died
and her shoulders fell.
“Actually, where are your chocolates, dear? I’m in an indulgent mood tonight.”
Tonda’s eyes flashed hot, reddish brown around the outer iris. She was looking right at me as
she spoke.
“This way.” Sara looked over her shoulder at me before guiding Tonda to another aisle
for chocolates. I hoped she’d grab something extra dark, something bitter to contrast the sweet
bite of the fruit. I grabbed a few soft peaches, a plum the same hue as Tonda and a red pear.
Why not?
Tonda and I arrived at Sara’s register at the same time. I stood behind Tonda, watching
her place her items on the conveyor belt. I easily sneaked glances at her high ass and hardy
thighs. Her arms were delightful to look at too, long and toned. I imagined them wrapped
around my shoulders as we came together, our bodies dancing to a sweet rhythm. Her elbow
crinkled and stretched as she moved each item from her basket for Sara to scan and I decided I
would like to bite her there. Soon.
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Sara’s cheeks flushed more and more with each scanned item. She looked from Tonda
to me, then down at the items she rang up, heat climbing from under her black ringer tee until
her neck was almost a deeper shade of brown.
“Forty-two seventy-five.” Sara stared up at Tonda, waiting for the dark-skinned beauty
to pay. Her eyes lingered on Tonda’s face for a moment, then traveled down as far as they
could see before the bulk of the register blocked the rest of her view. I wondered for a moment
if Sara was comparing herself to Tonda. I hoped she wasn’t.
Tonda paid for her items and slowly bagged them while I chatted with Sara. She drifted
a few feet away, but was clearly waiting for me.
“Thanks,” I said as Sara bagged my fruits and double wrapped the bottle of wine I
picked up on the way to the register.
“It’s my job,” she replied, shrugging and avoiding my gaze.
“You do it really well. Always with a beautiful smile.” I handed her my debit card and,
despite knowing better, I let our fingers brush together. Sara blushed again, swiped my card,
and handed it back.
“Thanks.” A lighter note lifted her voice and she handed me my receipt.
“Same time next week?” I asked jokingly.
Sara nodded and smiled a crooked half smile.
I walked over to where Tonda stood waiting, my cool, friendly demeanor slipping as I
took in the sight of her again. My desire for something sweet burned at the back of my throat.
The way she held herself so strongly, with one hip popped, made me wet between my legs.
She was a night I wanted to disappear into.
“So, your place or mine?” she asked, her voice huskier than I remembered.
“How close?”
“Not close enough.”
“Mine, then.” My place was right around the corner and I wanted to see her naked,
spilled like ink across my bed.
“I’ll follow…”
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Author Interview
Tell us about your upcoming title, Two Moons: A Collection of Short Fiction.
The stories in Two Moons are about finding your place in the world, finding your way, believing in
and embracing the things that make you unique and amazing. Nothing is impossible in these
stories.
When you’re not writing, what do you do for fun?
I’m usually reading with an animal snuggled up next to me. Or I’m spending time with people who
make me laugh, people who get me. I love to laugh. Watching funny movies and videos or
listening to funny stories is always fun to me. And music! I love listening to music. I've even tried
to learn a few instruments (guitar, violin, piano), but I'm much better at listening than playing.
What cultural value do you see in writing speculative fiction?
Speculative fiction provides an outlet, I think, for people to see things diﬀerently. It encourages
imagination and acceptance. I think we need more of that.
What part of the writing process do you most enjoy?
The most enjoyable part of writing for me is the re-writing. Getting pieces of a story that weren’t
quite complete to come together. Making the words sound and feel more like what’s in my head or
like what I’ve imagined. Because in the end I want readers to see what I see or as close to it as
possible.
What kinds of books do you like to read?
I love good fiction, any story that I can get caught up in and be transported to a different world. I
can devour books in the fantasy genre like Faerie Blood by Angela Korra'ti in one sitting. I also
enjoy romance. I’m currently reading Sister Mine by Nalo Hopkinson. It's about conjoined twins
Makeda and Abbey who have a demigod father. When the girls are separated Makeda loses her
"mojo" and that causes some issues in the family. The book's magic and African/Caribbean culture
caught my attention.
When do you write?
I write whenever, wherever I can. Sometimes during a lunch break, or late at night after work. I
prefer to write in the morning before all the distracting noise starts. But the process is really just
about getting the words down. When I focus on doing that it doesn't matter when or where or for
how long I write.
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