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  Author’s Note



To my dear readers,

Welcome back to my first foray into romance with a touch of the erotica. Love and passion can be a liberating experience even the drama that may come with it. I hope this tale warms your heart but also titillate. ‘Love, Lies, and Pleasure’, and ‘Love, Trust, and Pleasure’ were developed out of being a prequel for the introduction of the Brothers of Kemet series and formally was featured in Body Heat: Romantic & Erotic Stories Anthology as a short story.

Within, you will meet characters that you will see in its future follow-up ‘The Rules of Pleasure’ which will introduce you to a new brother with his own storyline. Several of my original side characters also make small guest appearances in my writing sister author Nikki-Michelle books. Many of our characters are best friends, associates, and future lovers. We’ve chosen to connect a bit of the literary world of our contemporary romances together for you all to have a varied experience.

So again, please enjoy, and be warned, what is inside the pages of this book is very sultry and slathered in love.

~Kai Leakes

















There is a pleasure in the pathless woods.

There is a rapture on the lonely shore… ~Lord Byron
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  One: Welcome to BOK

  
  




Several Years Ago: Continued…

This thing called life was something funny to me. Never in a million years would I have expected it to go the way it had in these last several months. I wasn’t used to this. My whole game, the way I operated and functioned weren’t going the way I wanted.

Oh, Jah! The Most High had worked hard to disrupt everything in my life, and I didn’t want to think about the how or why that was.

“Karma…Karma…Karma…” echoed in my mind.

“So, what are you going to do? How are you going to make this pretty ‘distraction’ yours without scaring her away?”

The hint of a comical note to the familiar deep voice that spoke to, made me pinch the bridge of my nose. I took off my glasses then sat them in front of me on my desk. My boys, especially my cousin, never stopped with the clowning. But neither did I when the shoe was on the other foot.

Blowing out steam, I stared at my best friend, a man who I felt was like a second brother to me, Que, also known as Isaiah Qin. There was an amused smirk on his bruised face. Brotha was a fusion of Caribbean and Japanese American ethnicity. Que was the suave arrogant jokester of our crew.

It was that natural energy of his, amongst other things that drew women to him, including his slanted eyes. He sat in front of me dressed in a crisp navy-blue business suit. His ankle rested on his knee and he pressed his fingers together in front of him as if he were thinking of a master plan. The asshole flashed his dimples to annoy me even further. His eyes darkened and that let me know he was up to no good.

I scowled at my homie. “Just because I love the hell out of Auntie Olivia doesn’t mean that I won’t risk her wrath on purpose to wuk yuh up, mi man. Don’t start with me.”

My glare could burn two holes of fire into him. Isaiah sat in a relaxed calculating position. His fingers formed a pyramid in front of his lap and watched me in amusement. My cousin wasn’t fazed. He rubbed his palm over his black close-cropped wavy hair then went back to aggravating me.

“Why are you not back in Italy, Isa?” I asked. My hand raised up to thumb my nose and rub where my glasses once sat. I dropped it then shifted back into my chair to think on what Isaiah asked.

What was I going to do about Karma?

The sound of Que’s amused chuckle made me look his way. The brotha was shaking his head like he was holding on to a secret joke.

“Because you need me here. Because my fun there was over, and my client needed to get back to her husband… And don’t call me Isa ninja,” Que bristled. “I told you about that. Only Tan calls me that. She’s allowed, not you.”

A smirk flashed across my face. I enjoyed that I had wiped that fool’s expression from his now stoic face.

“We have blood between us, I’ll call you what I want. Besides, you’re a boldface lie. The fact that you still look like an extra from Fight Club, attest to that. Anyway, how’s my favorite little red headed cousin? I know this old dude that might want to holla at her?”

“That’s two, Kwam. You don’t get a third, so I’ll chill on fucking with you,” Que rumbled, his eyes narrowing.

I laughed hard in awareness. Isaiah hated for anyone to mess with his big ‘sister’ out of protectiveness. Even as long-distance cousins growing up in the Midwest, he and I always had this banter between us. It was how we showed our love and respect to one another.

“Good, because I thought I was going to have to go deeper and pull out the trump card, my dude.” I waggled brows then tossed him my cell.

The trump card had nothing to do with our cousin and more to do with Que himself.

“Fam or not, I’d fuck you up in this office if you did,” Que growled then turned the cell on to go through my pictures.

I leaned in my chair assessing him. “Yeah, so, ‘wha gwan wi’ yuh? You talk with Juice about your ugly mug?”

“Kiss my ass fam. This is what I get for visiting.” Que stood and fixed his blazer.

Reserved, he walked around my office while scrolling through my cellphone and talking. “You have me in here using foul words knowing that I communicate better than that.”

I laughed. “That you can. So, what did Juice say?”

“Well, before charging me a huge retainer for pulling him out of retirement? You know this dude is serious about working on his rehabilitation therapy degree?” Que paused with a look of annoyance then continued. “But, moving on, he said he’ll work this out. I have a clean record. You know? Outside of my anger management issues with disrespectful individuals of the past.”

“Yeah, your bad about that talking with your hands fists in triggering situations.”

“Never on women though,” Que added.

I agreed. “Exactly. Those family fists are only used for rassholes who found it cute to test you.”

“Cha, bastards speaking with their chest can get hands.” The arrogance in my cousin was talking.

I laughed because we shared the same mindset in that. Sometimes it confused people because I speak of him like a best friend, but he is my family. My blood.

“Hey, I’ve matured. I’m more relaxed about how sudden I go into the red. Dat be di rude man in mi.” Que laughed as he stopped searching through my cell.

His altercation in the parking lot of a local school still had me worried. Que had explained how he ended up going at it with his other client’s, a woman named Brandi, husband. Both men ended up in a battle royal MMA style, leaving both bruised and I was sure, ego tripping.

“Juice said, if anything glaring comes back, he’ll finesse this situation by the courts. He said that he’ll help me make the necessary calls to file charges against my new geriatric enemy. But on another note, I have no issues with the school, thanks to my large donation.”

That was a relief. But something in my spirit was telling me that this wasn’t over.

“So, he pulled out your PTSD?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Que said, tossing me my cell. “Your skill in renovating Karma’s condo is genius. I have some work that I’ll need from you in the future. Probably before I return to STL.”

I sat in thought. I wasn’t going to speak on his PTSD since he moved the conversation along. I observed my cousin, proud that he had changed and grown up—sans his fight.

“So, I see that there were some pics of Miss Karma.” Que smirked holding up my phone and showing me a picture that I had taken of Karma at her empty condo.

“Yeah,” I said with a little too much excitement in my voice and a smile to go with it.

Que flashed one of his famous mischievous grins.

It had me shaking my head in amusement. “Go ahead and say what’s on your mind.”

“Nah…I shouldn’t.”

For some reason, I always looked for his approval now with women in some situations. I was older than he was by a year, but since childhood we always had each other’s back no matter what. It was the same with my younger brother Malik and our best friends, Tyson, Lincoln, and Nate. The other members of our private gentleman organization, the Brothers of Kemet.

We all knew each other’s dark secrets. Though, only Que and Malik knew my darkest of secrets. Only those two were with me during the process of my rehabilitation after the car accident. That only happened due to Tyson’s work.

He had to go to some confidential area overseas for his job with the government. He was a doctor/military psychotherapist and security specialist. Nate went on a partial global walkabout in Africa, Asia, India, and Europe for his culinary studies. As well as for his spiritual enlightenment. As for Lincoln, he was unable to stay due to having to go back to Puerto Rico.

Back in the day, Juice had to go through physical therapy for a situation that he had gotten entangled in. When my accident and death of my wife occurred, it was his past, which helped me connect with his doctors. He also split some of his time to assist in the start of my physical therapy sessions. After making sure that I was settled, he returned to his home country two weeks later. Lincoln Alonzo, Esq. had dropped being an attorney and was back in college to be a rehabilitation therapist.

My best friends. My brothers. Throughout their own stuff, my boys still made sure to stay in constant contact.

Back on my cell, Que seemed to be enjoying his view.

“Looks like the last time I saw her on video it didn’t give her justice. Does Miss Karma even know how beautiful she is? How alluring?”

Que laid a hand against his chest. “Hand to Jah, I get how you’ve been busy with her. Your new ‘distraction’ has that around the way quality. On top of that, she has a body meant for exploring. A body meant to receive long hours of reenacting the Song of Solomon and the Kama Sutra.”

I laughed at Que’s dramatics.

“If it were me? I could get lost in the superficial surface. How are you going to handle all of that right there, Kwam? You know it’s been decades since you’ve enjoyed a woman such as her.” Que asked with a note of concern assessment in his voice that disappeared the moment he spoke.

He shook his head, blew out steam and then tossed my cell back to me. Yeah, he was low-key psychoanalyzing me, making sure I was emotionally good. I knew it and respect that.

“I’m saying,” Que continued. “I can see why you’re already claiming her. So, what are we going to do?”

Glancing at Karma’s picture again, I shrugged. I didn’t think she knew how special she was. From the little conversations that we had, I had saw more in her, than I had before. Que was correct.

It had me thinking as I responded. “Wait, what do you mean, what are we going to do?”

Que looked around, then glanced at his watch. “It means, you might be ready to drop all the black clothes, and grieving widower proprieties. You know she wouldn’t have wanted you to be a monk. It also means, cousin, that your heart is opening again like a fluttering flower.”

By she, I knew that he was discussing the missing piece of me. My wife, Alicia. The familiar pain that arose in thought of her made me almost shut down. But it was the last part of what Que said in his comical way that kept me balanced. Though, I didn’t like that shit.

I understood what Que was saying. My heart was at ease, but I wasn’t courting Karma. At least I thought that I wasn’t.

“You know the Brotha’s of Kemet have your back in whatever you do during your distractions. Well, except Ty. He will kill you in the fifty different methods of the ‘Art of War’, if you hurt his sister.”

Opening the door to my office Que laughed. “That was my quick warning to you cousin. You know that I’m a lover and all about that ‘sensual seduction’. So, throw in some extra foreplay, like touching, and kissing. You know that you’re rusty as hell with the courting. A prime beauty like Ms. Karma needs a fill up, a trip up, a refill, or whatever. Do what we BOK men are reputable for and slide into home base like a champ.”

I scowled and narrowed my gaze. “Get the hell out mi bloodclaat office, rasshole. Now! We have clients,” a smile of respect and warmth spread across my face even though I wanted to kick his ass.

“You’re right. We do. I’ll talk with you later fam.” Que chucked up the deuces while he exited my office.

“Be safe bro and it’s not like that!” I yelled out in a chuckle falling into my thoughts.

Que’s devotion to his work with pleasing the opposite sex was to the point of him in some way having an addiction to it. The squeak of my chair accommodating my weight and the sound of my wall clock kept me company. I began tapping my pen against my desk while going over my blueprints for the day.

Twenty minutes later, I was attempting to distract myself, but my mind was elsewhere. Which wasn’t working out for me. Curse this thing in me. Damn this infatuation because it was turning into something deep. A phronesis I wasn’t ready to trust.

So, I thought.

“Don’t be nervous.” I said to the woman by my side, interrupting the pesky thoughts in my head. “We can take this as slow as you need and want.”

There were various hanging and glowing decorations around us. Like hovering fireflies, they mirrored the stars against the black Georgia skyline. For the average couple, this would count as a fine night for courting. Too bad, that wasn’t my agenda.




“Let me be honest. This isn’t something that I thought I’d ever do,” she shared.

I smiled sincerely as I gave an amused chuckle. I wasn’t used to this either. Usually my distractions had a little more assertiveness. But that didn’t matter in this situation. Right now, I was doing an assessment and testing the waters. Just as she was doing.

“Considering our current negotiation. I never thought that I’d put myself in a unique situation as this.” I stood close to my distraction, attempting to read her body language. “You don’t need me, but you want me as stated in our contract. Here, let’s try this, take my hand.”

Nervous laughter sprung up. Not from me, but from her.

“Don’t do that,” she chuckled.

Laughing with her, I closed the distance between us. I moved a little closer to let my body become her shadow so that she could get used to my nearness.

“Do what?” I asked. “Be honest? Offer you my hand?”

“No.” She stopped walking to look up at me with a flicker of seriousness in her gentle eyes. “Don’t butter me up with some slick corny word games and PDA.”

I reached up to caress her chin, then leaned down. My lips hovered over hers. The slight scent of her perfume and simple soap kissed my nose. My observing gaze ran over her oval shaped face. I admired the way her eyes widened. They gave her an almost fragile innocent appearance. But I knew that there had been something like hurt in her eyes.

“You did have this as a selection of desires on my intake form,” I explained. “I was to be casual.” Which I was. I sported comfortable shoes with destressed dress jeans. I also wore an easy fitting royal blue button-down shirt, that I had open at the neck.

“It was my responsibility to give you a relaxing, normal date, with a lot of flirting. Is this a problem?”

“No, it’s not.” I felt my distraction wrap her arms around my bicep.

“Good. Then let’s chill and talk, beauty. I’m enjoying myself with you and our conversation.” As my distraction looked up at me, I stared into her eyes again. Our vibe was off, but I was going to work this out for her.

“Then what part of the game – no, your fantasy, are you looking for then, hmm?” My voice dropped into a seductive decibel. I reached up to rack my fingers though strains of thick soft twisted braids then with a fistful pulled. “Something like this?

A light gasp came from my distraction. Her eyes dilated. Her perfect plum toned lips quivered, then her hand reached up to hold my waist. My distraction made me see Lauryn Hill in her face and I enjoyed that vision.

Elsewhere near our hidden area, couples and paired off singles danced in an open dance floor. Trees and foliage typical of a park surrounded the area. Neo-soul, R&B, and various forms of salsa, merengue music all faded and changed with the mood of the crowd. Several food trucks sat off in the distance near outdoor patio furniture.

Tables, and picnic benches also sat in the area. Enthralled people stuffed their faces with tacos and bacon covered burritos. Or sweet corn cakes. Foodies also sampled other signature dishes. All the food reflected Lupe ‘Luther’ Ortega’s Veracruz heritage. Patrons boasted that the brotha’s cuisine was an addiction. He even gloated that his food made many people, and couples procreate and start wars.

Lupe was no lie about the quality and delicacy of his food.

On the low, I was one of the brotha’s food fans myself. But that was beside the point. A large sloping banner promoted, ‘Lupe’s soulful cantina nights.’ It announced that the prevalent James Beard Award winning chef was host of the popular city pop-up event.

Karma loved this song by Marc Anthony, my mind whispered at the sound of the music.

Being here made me wish my distraction were someone else. Someone with big natural dark hair. Long sexy legs and thick thighs. I longed for the beauty whose smile made everyone relax. The woman whose name was the literal manifestation on all the womanizing I had done in my life and was now doing.

“Yes, but…oh…don’t stop.” Latoya Grier was a thirty-something International sales rep for an insurance company.

She was 5’6 and shaped like a wide winding road with an ass that could leave you breathless and happy. Latoya was a type-A personality. This was due to her job taking precedence over her life, leaving here with no time to date. Her finding out about my services, happened by accident from what she said. She saw my BOK foundation card via a friend. One that my boy Que suggested we all start using. The rest was history.

“Please, don’t…”

“Don’t what? Stop this?” I tugged.

I shifted my hand to wrap around the front of her throat. The moment I did that, this beautiful creature, began trembling. All her nervousness was out the window, leaving me with a haughty siren.

“I’m wet.” She whimpered looking up at my eyes.

“And?” I simply stated teasing her. “Walk backwards.”

“Oh-okay,” she said and followed my lead.

There was a private closed off area with a picnic table. I guided her to it.

“Turn around,” I said then gripped her wrists behind her back.

“Are we really about to this this?” My distraction asked.

“We could. If you want too.” I allowed my palm to run down the back of her open back top then over her jean clad ass. With a hard smack, I enjoyed the sound I made.

“D-don’t we need a safe word?” she asked.

A sigh came from me. “Maybe. But right now, I’m assessing something. Now bend forward.” I ordered as I press the front of her against it.

When she did, I caged her. She wasn’t ready for what my desire had in store. Truthfully, my lust wasn’t ready to give her what it craved. She wasn’t the right focus of my desire.

Immediately my mind whispered, “Karma.”

I cursed low. I tried to ignore that damn name by taking my time to listen to the moans Latoya gave me. I palmed her supple breasts then rolled her nipples between my fingers. When I won an arch from her, I found myself undoing her jeans. I was hungry for her sex and I reached inside to see how hot and wet she truly was.

And by damn, she was as slick as she had said she was.

The beauty and eroticism of women never stopped to amaze me in this moment. While Latoya threw her ass back, she rode the stroking motion of my fingers against her swollen pearl. Her pleasure helped me note of the way Latoya responded to my touch while my mind drifted.

“Oh, damn! Kwame…” I bit my lower lip with a smile at her saying name. I enjoyed how my name jutted from Latoya’s lips in a gasp when I teased her pearl.

Latoya was into pain as pleasure. It was clear that though I could match her passion, what she and I had going on wasn’t going to work in the long haul. So, I made sure to get her off by spreading her legs wider, pulling at her hair then stroking her eager kitty. While she bounced against my fingers. I used my other hand to squeeze the front of her throat with the right amount of pressure to get her off.

“Oh-oh, yes!” She yelled; the sound muffled by the music.

Miss Latoya had a lovely ‘cum’ song. Her hand flew out against the top of the table. Her once worrisome gaze was gone with the closing of her eyes. While her face contorted like she wanted to say, ‘fuck this dude’ and ‘how dare he do me like this’.

I chuckled against her earlobe, triggering my distraction. When her body shook with her climax, I roughly pulled her back against me. I palmed her supple breasts, teasing each hard nipple then ended our session with a bite against her neck.

No woman leaves my presence without having experienced some form of pleasure. This can be in a non-sexual meeting or in a night of erotic bliss. It was the way of my decorum, and the ways of a gentleman such as myself. As the head of the Brothers of Kemet, I had a reputation to uphold for our foundation. Even if my contracted time is for only a second.

Though tonight was good, I was ending my contract with Latoya after this. She wasn’t a good distraction for me. But I did have a place to refer her too for her brief visits to Atlanta. A place where she could give her the type of rough play more exploration if she needed.

Welcome to BOK. This was my life, as a professional escort and yoni pleaser. Love had nothing to do with this game and the Most High could back up off mi. I was a widower who was enjoying his private life. The only karma I was allowing in my world right now was my employee. Funny enough, she was a woman that I had enjoyed the casual seduction of flirtation. A woman who’s desires deserved attention.

So, why couldn’t I get her off my mind and keep this simple? And why did I leave Lupe’s with a large order food and dessert for Miss Karma?

Damn, what was up with me and this sensation in my heart?








  
  
  Two: Karma

  
  




Love had no place in my heart, yet the aches of it still cut deep. I was now living at my boss’s house, as crazy as it was, and it felt right. Somewhat. I turned in a bed so soft that my soul sobbed.

Reggie of course was on my mind thanks to the piles of overdue bills from him. Last night, I sat shuffling through one of the sources of my pain. Every now and then, I’d glance at all the moving boxes I had sitting in Mr. Hughes guestroom. They were there for the moment. I had been going through them when I found the stack of bills.

This mess was pathetic and overwhelming. I found myself breaking down then finding comfort in a full bottle of wine, under my boss’s roof!

How messed up was this? This wasn’t my true home. I didn’t want to space out due to my crushing emotions and have him see it, but there I was. Once the morning hit, I woke up looking at the twirling celling of another man’s house. This was surreal.

I was groggy, tired, and annoyed.

The sound of my cell notifying me of a message, made me turn on my side. Hung the heck over, I slapped at my cell then felt a smile spread across my face. It took watching a video sent to me by the parents of my own my old class to get me together. The joyous faces of my little ones: my old students, to bring me some peace and happiness. My world had changed.

I wasn’t doing what I thought would be the path towards my career and life. I was now the personal clothing assistant to a fine ass man. A man who made my body warm in places that reminded me that I needed to stay celibate. My job had changed. I was getting health insurance, and I was being paid better than I had at the Cobb County school.

Amazing outcome to a jacked-up situation that I hadn’t planned. But what hadn’t changed was my body’s wanton lusty need. Turning in bed, I sighed at the sound of my cell going off again. I flipped it over to read the alarm.

“Snap! I’m going to be late!” I shot up from the bed in shock and embarrassment.

This was not a good look.

Disjointed, I stumbled out of bed, ran into my bathroom to get ready for work as fast as I could. Only ten minutes late, I was fussing, and cussing at myself at the slight.

“Alright, Karma, you have to do better. This isn’t a good look at all!” I said to myself.

I was also annoyed that I had to dress up for a business meeting at a damn jazz restaurant in Midtown. I wish I had woken up earlier to eat. Why? Because I stood outside of Treme X Jazz: Creole-Soul Restaurant with a grumbling stomach. Thumping brass music that played inside thumped in sync with my hunger pains.

Along with having a meeting with Kwame, I also had a gathering with my cousin and Malaya before it. We were to plan her upcoming bridal party. When I glanced around the intimate space, I noticed Asia and Malaya waiting near the patron bar. Ivy draped from the ceilings in a romantic and elegant flair.

Candles and glowing lighting gave a warm intimate feel. It all felt as if we were in a Black-owned Jazz club. There were black wooden tables. Paintings of famous New Orleans musicians, actors, and historic figures.

“Took you forever,” Laya’s infectious laugh brightened my mood as she greeted me.

I looked away embarrassed. “Was a long night,” I responded.

Malaya hugged me. Her thick hair was down in all its natural beauty. She wore a dress that showed off her beautiful calves and heels. The color accented her gorgeous dark skin.

“Sis, I love your glow,” I started to say.

“Ah, stop it,” she giggled, waving me off. “See, ya life.”

Laya cut me off when she snatched both Asia and me by the hand to pull us towards what appeared to be a VIP area. The niche sat in a walkway that was eye level to a stage before us. It was high enough to observe other people dancing and eat at their swanky tables.

“Queens,” my brother Tyson said with a loving grin.

With a loving smile on his face, he strolled up to us to give Asia and me a loving embrace. Looking like our father’s twin with his smooth manners and style, my brother smelled good. He wore dark grey slacks and a tucked in dark blue button-down shirt that matched Malaya’s dress.

I watched my brother move to wrap his arms around Laya’s lush curves in a tender embrace. He pressed his lips against hers in a chaste but passionate kiss. The way they loved each other and showed it made me proud about their commitment to each other. Being that we were all close in age, it gave me hope in my own failed love life.

“How’s my baby?” Ty asked Malaya. “Ah! Na you Biko! You’re looking too good in here. I might have to catch some jealousy.”

Laya’ gushed with a suck of her teeth. She wiped away her red lipstick from my brother’s smirking lips with care. “My family rubbed off on you! Thank you, baby. If I were a jealous woman, I’d say the same thing about you. But I’m not.”

“Ah! Tufiakwa! God forbid. So,” she walked around him, her hand tracing his chest as she took her time to stand by his side. Her arms embraced him in a hug, and she raised on her toes to brush her lips against his ear. “I’ll snatch you up then because I can.”

Both Asia and I watched the couple. We laughed then teased them with several sounds of disgust and sucking of our teeth in displeasure.

“Ah, chill. Black love is good for the soul,” Ty told us with a wink.

In his mischievous way, my brother reached out to pull us into an embrace. He pinched us then went back to Laya to hold her ample hips. The act was in a manner that showed that he felt at home with his love. My brother was a loving and caring man.

“Let me get us off this CPT and get to this meeting. Follow me,” he said leading us away.

Walking in stride, my big bro led us into the private area. Music vibrated from my toes to the tips of my hair. It made me want to shimmy and bop with the music. Delicious smells trailed us.

“Cousin, I need to grab a quick bite once this is over. I overslept and missed breakfast,” I explained to Asia.

“Oh, did you now?” Asia raised a brow, and I knew she was coming up with a million different reasons why I missed breakfast, which was my favorite meal of the day.

“This shouldn’t take too long. You are looking a little puckish.”

I chuckled and shook my head. I knew that this place was not serving some tame bougie version of Creole and Cajun soul food-based entrées. No. Treme X Jazz was the real deal in a five-star quality. One could almost taste the African Diaspora cuisine and history in the air. It made my stomach clench and grumble in hunger.

When we rounded the corner, I saw Asia brighten the moment she laid eyes on Mr. Hughes. That fine tall glass of honey iced tea sat at a table in a casual stance waiting. His ankle rested on his knee and his arm sat over the back of his chair. He was speaking to another person.

My eyes locked on Mr. Hughes and I felt butterflies dance in my stomach. At the other side of his table, across from Kwame was another male I didn’t know. Kwame’s mirror image was also fine, except that he was clean-shaven with no beard. His hair was also styled in a dreadlock fade.

I licked my lips, feeling nervous in the moment.

Last night, Kwame was in my dreams. He told me that he wanted to feel himself inside me, right there in his house. His illicit request happened while he walked me into the lion’s den of his home. Reality blended with my sexy fantasy.

I dreamed that I was about to sign my time away to keep this man dressed to the tens. All while he sat me on his table then spread my legs apart. Watching him drop to a knee to bury his face against my aching yoni was a mind manipulation in and of itself. His tongue was masterful.

It was a good dream. A nasty dream and I could smell his cologne even now.

Asia whispered next to me, pulling me out of my thoughts. “Karma, you’re blushing…” 

Heat at the memory of last night’s dream made my body flush. I tried to slow my steps and get my thoughts together, but that mischievous Asia always had to one-up me. My cousin pulled me in front of her then pushed me towards Kwame’s table.

“Mr. Hughes…Kwame, I’m glad my cousin has been satisfactory to your needs as your stylist,” Asia expressed. “The fact that you are adjusting the contract already only means good things, I hope.”

Kwame was already standing once he saw us approaching. He had a regal quality to him while giving us respect. He smoothed a hand down his black vest and slacks and locked eyes on me. Those beautiful eyes of his held too much knowledge in them as if he were reading my mind.

I swore he smirked at me. Especially when he licked his lower lips before speaking, but I had to be seeing things. I had to be.

“Indeed, it is, Ms. Grant. The sleeves of Kwame’s crisp burgundy red shirt pushed up at his elbows. I could see a peek of smooth brown skin underneath.

“As you see now, her style is all over me.” He smiled wide, showing pearly white teeth.

That man’s smile switched from innocent with Asia to a fleeting sensual smirk the moment he locked eyes on me. I blinked in surprise. What he said felt loaded like a double entendre. I had to be tripping, right?

His aloof demanding eyes darkened from their usual hazel brown. That was clear because he was not wearing his glasses this time, which was surprising. I liked the look, but I didn’t want him to know that.

“Ms. Asante, it is a pleasure to see you again. Thank you for coming to meet with me before the bridal party plans.”

I appreciated him playing the professional with me as if he hadn’t seen me earlier.

“It’s good we run in the same circles.” He turned to the side and kept his gaze on me while extending his hand to the man that sat across from him.

“More like surprising,” I quipped.

I watched Kwame chuckle as he gave his introductions. “This is my younger brother, only by a year. Malik Hughes. I call him my twin.”

Several blinks had me looking like a gaping fish, I was sure. Malik held his hand out. I took it. The brotha stood at almost the same height as Kwame. Malik was an inch shorter if even that. They shared the same eye color, except Malik’s had a dark brown ring around them.

Firm jaw with a handsome facial structure, I appreciated the yummy brotha in front of me. He and Kwame’s parents had to have been in love and lust to create them. I glanced at my cousin who seemed to be looking at Malik. She would tell me later that he looked like a Bijago warrior and I had to agree.

Malik kissed my knuckles then flashed a similar smile like his brother. My mind ran silly. My damn, it should be against the law to create such sexy men.

“Hello, it’s nice to meet you, Malik,” I muttered, feeling flustered by all the testosterone around me.

I swear I wanted to kill Asia for suggesting we have this meeting here, but for now, I had to put on airs.

“The pleasure is mine.” Malik’s gaze went past me. It made me look over my shoulder. I swore that he was looking at Asia.

“Excuse me, let me wave down a waitress or waiter so we can eat and you two can handle business.” Malik gave me a respectful nod then walked towards my cousin.

Hmm? I thought, focusing on him.

Malik smirked then presented his arm to my cousin. “Asia walk with me, mama. We need to talk about some things.” 

It seemed as if my cousin had ignored him on purpose when she came my way to give me a hug.

“Saucy ass,” I swore I heard Malik mutter while he tried to save face and step to the side.

“Cousin, what the heck are you up to with him?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s work-related. But listen, remember, sometimes the drought gotta’ get drenched,” she whispered against my ear then backed away.

“How may I help you Mr. Hughes?” She asked Malik then winked at me with a mindful smile.

They headed off leaving me with Kwame. 

Tyson and Malaya were elsewhere. I assumed speaking to the owner of the restaurant.

“Sleep well last night?” Kwame asked.

Flashes of my wanton dream played with my memory and I cleared my throat looking everywhere but his eyes.

“It was a…change,” was all I said, turning to fiddle with my satchel.

Kwame slid his hands in his pockets still standing as if waiting for something. That was when I realized he was waiting for me to sit. I wasn’t used to men, outside of the ones in my family, having manners such as him. It threw me for a loop and impressed me. Taking the hint, I moved past him while admiring just how tall, broad, and built he was.

His form was heaven sent. Like that of a warrior from the past. Kwame was lean, but with muscles that showed through his shirt.

Interesting, I thought.

His shirt matched my dress. It gave me a feeling that one or both of my best friends set me up and it wasn’t purposeful. But I would deal with that later. My gaze ran over his handsome form. With Kwame’s attire, I was spot on with my clothing choices for him.

Everything fit him properly.

I was proud of myself.

“Ms. Asante?”

I jumped at the warm timbre of Mr. Hughes voice.

“Ahem, yes?” I cleared my throat.

I hoped he hadn’t caught me staring too hard. Especially since I noticed the print of his sex concealed in his black slacks. “Your seat?” Kwame motioned for me to sit.

My nerves made me tuck my braid-out hair behind the peach peace lily in my hair. Asia had placed it there back in the atrium. I then sat and rested my hands in front of me. Kwame followed suit to sit across from me.








  
  
  Three: Karma

  
  




Love could be invasive and sneaky. Reggie taught me that much, so I needed to never invite it into my heart again. Candles cackled, while smooth bounce music turned into seductive jazz.

“I see you received my flowers,” Kwame stated with slight warmth in his voice. “I appreciate that.”

A part of me almost jetted away from the too intimate table to seek out Asia. She set me up. The flowers, the setting. It was all matchmade in my jacked-up situation.

I had the desire to go off on her for bringing me his gift. She knew that I was doing my best to keep this professional. But instead, I sat there and tried to be a big girl. I could make it through this short meeting.

Clearing my throat, I reached for my bag to pull out my tablet and sit it near me. “I did…they were beautiful, thank you.”

Keep the conversation focused, Karma, I thought.

“Ah, well, I’ve been working for you, for a month now. You and I having this service review is important. I must see if my tasks and your needs must change. Or if you have any special work-related requests while I work as your personal stylist.”

With a quick glance at my tablet, I blinked in surprise. “Oh, I see you already filled out the survey sheets and signed the new contract.”

“Indeed, I did. So far, your service has been impeccable. I have no complaints in the least bit, and I intend to keep you as my stylist. My father founded the general construction, maintenance, and landscaping sector of my architecture firm. He always maintained that if you saw what the river carried, you’d never drink the water. That means, a brotha has to look his best as CEO and you, Ms. Asante, are the best…in your craft.”

I did my best to not blush. There was always something in his voice that felt like the stroke of a lover’s touch. Especially with the sensual heat in his eyes and buttery tone to his words.

“As I requested before,” I responded and made sure not to sound timid. “I’d feel comfortable if we continue to keep this professional. I’m here to style you and make sure you’re satisfied with the services I provide. Nothing more.”

“Of course. I’m fine with that Ms. Assante. Whatever your stipulations are, I’m pleased to accommodate you,” Kwame said.

There was a note of intimacy in his eyes. It drew me in, but I kept my cool. The slight shift in his seat was smooth and dripped with dignitary posture. I wanted to taste his lips. Which annoyed me. 

I was still tripping over Reggie’s ignorant behind. But… Kwame had me feeling a way. I had to stay focus. This was work.

“Besides, though this is a business arrangement, you are now my ‘roommate’ of sorts,” Kwame cajoled. “I hope that we come to a place of cordialness. A boundary where you understand me better. So that you are accurate while you style me. Is that not part of the profession?”

His tone stayed leveled and to the point. I tried to hear any hint of seduction, but there was none. He was behaving ‘ever the gentleman.’ I felt comforted by that. Because if I were too nervous to work this job, then I needed to back out.

For now, I was the only one lusting, in my mind, though I couldn’t deny the sensual gaze he gave me. He needed to relax with that if we were to survive working with each other. But a part of me wanted more. I was a contradicting thirst-bucket.

“As long as we stay respectful with one another,” I answered.

“Then you can continue to have a satisfactory professional relationship with the company. I’ll sign the final papers. Then we may discuss exactly what your needs are in clothing. After that, I will explain how the account works for buying whatever you need from here on out.”

The tension in my back eased while we talked. “I’ll also need to take some new measurements for a new designer.”

I dug in my bag to pull out a pen and my measuring tape. The man was a fine and easy distraction, so I had to keep myself in check. I made an eloquent swish and squiggle of my signature, turned my laptop, and took a picture of the forms for additional copies.

“Are there any questions?” I asked.

“Red, white, or sparkling,” Kwame stated then pushed away from the table to stand in a distinguished motion.

“I don’t understand,” I said, confusion ladened in my tone. “Excuse me?” 

“Type of wine. Which would you like to drink? The waitress is coming, and you wanted my measurements. Correct?” He gave a suave smile then nodded for me to look.

My face almost flushed. I gave a vague embarrassed laugh then shook my head when I glanced over my shoulder. “I’m not a big drinker. Especially when working. But if I do drink, on the rare side…”

Thinking on that red bottle of wine last night, I gave a coy smile through the lie. I didn’t need any more liquor in me. “Water or tea would be my drink of choice for right now. Thank you.”

Kwame put some space between himself and the table. He used one hand to undo his jacket, and I realized that he was prepping for his measurements.

“Oh, wait,” I blurted. “You can sit. I don’t have to do that right now.”

Kwame looked confused then he laughed. “Ah, my apologies, that was presumptuous of me.”

Since he was standing, he then motioned for the waitress.

“I like you the more we talk. But you should get the measurements out the way,” he said then ordered a sugar cane and honey sweet tea. “This sweet tea is a special mix of robust black teas and organic honey with a fresh cut sugar cane stir straw. I hope you’ll enjoy it.”

Kwame ordered water with pineapple slices for himself. He then handed the waitress our menus before she walked away. Still standing, he watched me with amusement. The corners of his eyes crinkled as if he were mentally laughing at me.

“Why are you looking—”

I was about to ask why he was looking at me like that, but he gave a low chuckle, so I dropped the issue. Instead, I distracted myself with my tablet. I swiped to look at a new designer I had chosen for him. I glanced at the various styles before noticing Kwame. He stood erect with an interested demeanor watching me.

“Everyone in our connected circle seems to know your taste. It helped me gain a sense of Mr. Hughes. CEO of Architects Inc. and general construction, as well as Kwame Hughes creative and everyday man. So, I’ve compiled a collection for you ahead of time. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I’d be tripping if I did. This is your work. I’m your client.”

What he said made me look up at him.

“Which reminds me. I placed our order of food ahead of time,” his voice rumbled in a provocative manner while looking at my tablet. “Hmm…I like these styles you chose.”

It took all that I was not to faint dead away at the deepness of his voice. My hands trembled while I pulled out some measuring tape and went to work. I made mental notes of his shoulder and arm width. Heat bubbled in my stomach and cheeks due to his closeness and alluring scent.

I wrapped my arms around him. I had to press my cheek against his broad back to get his torso. That man’s ass was rotund and solid like granite yet soft. Damn, he’s proportioned well.

“I thought you might appreciate the style,” I muttered.

My world was shaking. My body needed some freaking attention. I wasn’t shocked that my yoni started pestering me in need. Kwame smelled good. The energy he was emitting was alluring. So, it made sense that he was triggering my banal lust. I needed to move this along, so I stepped in front of him. I had to get his chest measurements but made sure not to look into his tempting eyes.

While my hands ran over his strong body, my throat muscles kept working as I swallowed and tried to calm my breath. His body was hard as steel. Where I touched, I could feel his muscles constrict and tighten under my touch.

“I won’t be too long with this,” I replied.

Stepping back, I shook off my nerves. I had to get his pants measurement. As soon as my eyes dropped down, I saw what made him a man pressing against his dress pants. I swallowed hard on the sly feeling paralyzed in the moment. I didn’t know how to gracefully go about this. But when I heard him clear his throat, I tensed.

“I’m sure you don’t want to do my inseam and pants measurements here. Let me give them to you,” he said in a gentle manner.

Shame flooded over me like the heavens had opened. I took my tablet from his hold and punched everything I had noted. He backed away and held his hand out for me to sit when the waitress came back with our drinks.

Malaya’s light chuckle drew my attention away. “Pineapples,” she whispered.

She wiggled her eyes brows toward Kwame’s glass then muttered, “Heard it keeps you sweet.”

My brother then came to her side with a chuckle to guide her away.

“Nosy ass,” he said. “Come put this Fela Kuti song on,” he said as they left.

Humiliated by my girl’s outburst, I waved a hand in the air to brush her off. I then tried to put the conversation back on track. Kwame had taken my tablet back from me. His handsome face turned in thought. The pictures held his interest, which was great. I watched him scroll through the folder designed for him and my gaze settled on his plush lips.

What the hell was wrong with me?

“Thank you for the measurements,” I quipped.

Kwame chuckled low. He had caught my joke.

I reached for my tea to take a sip. Oh, this was delicious. The tea was icy fresh and not overbearing sweetness against my tongue. My eyes closed for a moment and I found my fist clenching in ecstasy.

“Oh, wow! Now that is so good,” I muttered.

When I opened my eyes, Kwame’s intense and ever-darkening gaze settled on me and my heart skipped a beat.  It was like he was brooding but he wasn’t. There was clear desire behind his gaze. It made my shirt feel too small with the sudden swell of my breasts. I shifted in my seat hoping he didn’t hear Laya’s antics.

I cleared my throat trying to put our work front and center. “Ahem…sorry about that. Well, in front of you as you see, are the different styles that your former stylist gave me. She had a lot of interesting choices. But I took from her notes and from our previous meeting to offer a more well-formed assessment.”

Kwame gave a slight tilt of the head while looking over the files. “Including the suggestions from our circle as you said earlier,” he said.

Dang. I had forgotten that I had told him that already.

“Yes.”

Kwame narrowed his eyes a couple of times while he scrolled on with a slight frown. “Good. I have a suggestion of my own though. Trust your own self and follow with your own suggestions. Not my former stylist. I hired you.”

I gave a light laugh in agreement, “Yes, but I trust her notes since she had more time with you. But I do see the need to gauge things for myself as well.”

Taking another sip from my glass, I tried not to observe the man in his zone of analytical thinking. However, I couldn’t stop myself from imagining what it would be like to feel him against me. 

“I hope you see some things that you like,” I said.

I was not feeling this part of the job. I was nervous, even though he told me to trust my gut. My anxious glaze traveled toward couples who were slow dancing, which included my brother and Malaya. I continued looking around, noticing the steaming fresh food on other’s tables. 

My stomach betrayed me at that moment and growled low. Lord, I prayed that he didn’t hear it in the process.

“Excuse me, I’ll be right back,” Kwame said.

His abruptness made me watch him stroll off. I wondered if something I did was wrong. He disappeared only to come right back and sit down. His walk was too sensual for words.

The man’s assertive stride with one hand in his pocket reminded me of Denzel with a touch of his own swagger. I could tell by the way some women tried to peek through the doorways that they were just as interested in who he was.

Shaking out my thoughts, I glanced up with a, “Huh?”

The man had been talking to me, but I was so lost in his aura and the power in his being that I didn’t hear him.

Kwame’s rumbling chuckle drew my attention. I watched him sit back down as he said, “I asked if you like stuffed mushrooms and crab?”

Flustered, I gave a curt nod. “Yes, why?”

“I ordered us some appetizers. It’s been a long busy day at work for me,” Kwame gave me that alluring megawatt lopsided grin. “I’m starving.”

“Ah, but back to our meeting at hand,” he continued. “So far, from your style portfolio, I can tell that you have considerate taste. You note that I am a working man who needs comfortable, yet professional clothing. I appreciate that.”
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