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To my Dear readers,

Welcome back! This tale of pleasure and lust is the sequel to the prequel Love, Trust, and Pleasure, and Love, Lies and Pleasure which introduced you to Kwame Hughes, the then head Chair of BOK. If you haven’t read those two books in the Brothers of Kemet Series, I suggest reading those first.

For me, love and sex are very important, including how nitty-gritty it can be. As previously with the prequel, I hope this tale entertains but also titillates. Within, you will meet characters that you will see in future works from me. Some may bring drama, others may not, just know the men of BOK (Brothers of Kemet) are very unique and many aren’t looking for love. Too bad for them, sometimes love has a way of finding those not searching.  

So, please enjoy, but be warned of the beginnings of this ‘Brotha’s’ story. What is inside the pages of this book is very spicy. It’s filled with drama and touches on mental health and the soft topics of various forms of abuse. We are lightly stepping back in years to sync with the past 

books, so it is the present for them, but not us. This story also ends with a ‘Happy for Now.’ 

As mentioned previously, you might meet a few of my characters in author Nikki-Michelle’s books, and vice versa through our shared literary universe. 

So, to get into the essence or ‘spirit’ of this main character, turn on any R&B crooner Miguel songs as you read along.

Happy reading! ~Kai Leakes
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Atlanta, Georgia

T

here is a certain draw to the way a woman commands her surroundings when she shows that she’s the shit. The power she pulls with just the glint in her eye or the gift of her smile...shit. It can leave many spellbound and captivated. Me. It had me appreciating the intricate scene before me.

The moment she stepped into the lobby, there was no mistaking her allure. Baby had a walk that caused even the oldest of males to stand at attention. Of course, I couldn’t help but study her saunter. She was intoxicating. I knew she smelled good, just by the look of her and by the gazes of the people whom she sashayed by. Baby girl had always been particular about her scent and appearance, but she had to be considering her line of work.

Dressed in a mustard yellow wrap-around dress and five-inch matching stilettos with a red base, she showcased her sexy, thick calves just as much as the designer shoes on her feet. I inwardly chuckled at the people who stopped to ask who her stylist was. Her ebony shoulder-length, curly, natural-black hair flowed sensually over the side of her soft face.

She knew how to display her beauty in as little makeup as possible. Men who busily brushed by her adjusted themselves as she licked her alluring apple-red glossy lips. Softly smudged, smoky brown eyes took in their surroundings. She stopped to sign in at the register, and I had to smirk as the attendant drank in her voluptuous curves. She had one of those asses that demanded to be admired with thick shapely legs that required they be thrown over her lover’s shoulders.

Her sex appeal was dangerous. Just by the various gazes in the room, she had men wanting to take a drink from her chocolate fountain. I wasn’t upset about it at all. She was a well-known media entrepreneur with stars, attorneys, and even religious reps worldwide knocking at her door. She was a femme fatale. She knew the rules well, but I always had to protect my interest by making sure she was alone, which she was.

However, she was also late as hell too.

Glancing at my watch next to the black serenity beads I wore on my wrist, I couldn’t help but flash a lopsided smile as my noon appointment walked through the Westin Hotel lobby. She was special to me, and coming to Atlanta to see her made life entertaining.

I continued observing her, then folded my newspaper and grabbed my briefcase. I headed to the elevators and then hit the “PH” ivory key while lowering my shades as the doors closed. Almost immediately, I heard the whispers of several women behind me. Some of the women spoke in Spanish, the Dominican dialect, if my ears hadn’t deceived me. I listened as they muttered about how fine I looked, wondering if I could be some well-known celeb or dignitary. Watching the numbers flash as the elevator took us up, soft, urgent whispers and giggles signaled to me that they were lost in lustful thoughts.

They told one another how they wished that they could get a handful of my ass, touch my biceps, see how long my dick hung, and wonder if my stomach was as cut as it appeared to be beneath my blue button-down shirt. Any other person might have been offended, but not me. All I could do was mentally laugh. Some women could be just as crass as males.

When the elevator doors opened on their floor, I glanced to the side and flashed a dimpled smile. I heard one of the women giggle and then playfully stumble backward before they moved closer to the elevator doors for their exit. Pleasing women was my Achilles’ heel. I loved that shit and was addicted to it. This was one of the reasons why my client was there to meet me and why I was tempted to flirt and answer their questions, but of course, I had some decorum about my business.

“Mi amiguitas, que te vaya bien.” I said, tailored to their region, as I stepped back to hold the elevator doors for them.

The surprise of me saying, ‘Ladies, have a good evening’ in concise Spanish made their eyes sparkle as they walked off. Before the doors closed, I watched one of the beautiful women mimic a telephone against her ear while tossing me a business card as she mouthed, “Call me.”

Amused, I tucked it into my blazer as the number of my floor approached quickly. Once it did, I casually exited the elevator to stroll into my private suite. The room was one of the best, and I could see why. Sitting on the 70th level, the beauty of Atlanta lay before me in a panoramic view from the windows. Clicking the blackout curtains closed via my phone app, I silenced my cell, then rubbed my hands while I walked through the area for the second time. I’d dropped in the previous night to ensure the suite was set up.

When it came to my client, I always picked the places. She honored my decisions by never seeking to dictate our meetings, and I appreciated that. She respected the agreement and played by the rules. Passing an antique mirror, I shrugged off my gray blazer before stripping out the rest of my clothes. After hanging them in the closet, setting the mood was necessary.

My client loved slow jams, so I made it my imperative to keep her wishes in check while I turned the stereo on to a soft, sensual, thumping melody. The lights flickered, casting dancing shadows as if the fire pit in the middle of the room wasn’t enough.

Standing again, it was time to go through the list.

Light-blocking shades drawn...check.

My luggage and briefcase tucked away and hidden in their own space...check.

Always cautious, I got up again to double-check some things:

Bathroom filled with all of her favorite toiletries...check.

A pack of golden-wrapped condoms in a small silver box sitting next to a chilled bottle of champagne...check.

A crystal and porcelain decanter of my favorites: Sake, Soju, and Appleton Estate 50 rum...check.

Peaches, Strawberries with Chantilly cream, and more. 

Everything that she liked to nibble on laid out...check.

I set down a small floral baby blue box. In it was a special treat, something from a French bakery in St. Louis that I always left for my client: ‘The Darkness’ croissant from La Patisserie Chouquette. The iced sweet chocolate layered pastry was the seamless balance of butter and decadent sin with a touch of pink Himalaya salt. She loved it when I first presented it to her, and I made sure to do so whenever we had long partings. I also sat down a boutique of her favorite pink lotus flowers, which I had specifically begun gifting her years into our...connection.

As for me, looking in the nearby antique mirror, I flashed a dimpled grin and then took a seat in a large, comfortable chaise lounge couch positioned in the center of the private suite with my forearms on my thighs and my hands clasped between my wide legs waiting. I always took a few moments to calm my center and declutter my mind.

Yeah...I was dapper and suave. Double Check.

I was a cleanly-shaven brotha. My low-cut wavy fade, freshly lined up just right, accented my exotic looks and heritage. Each ridged abdominal cut against my stomach, relaxed in anticipation of her tongue tracing my abs. I was hard— swollen, and ready to go. My condom-covered shaft twitched in anticipated hunger.

The sound of an electronic lock clicking made me tilt my head. She had arrived. Her sultry, assertive saunter showed that she was eager for our meeting. She was always particular in how she dressed. At that moment, though, it was all for me. My grin flashed in appraisal. I leaned back, licked my lips, and observed her thick legs come into view. They were rich and dark as if dipped in chocolate sauce.

“Took you long enough,” I playfully chided. My amber smoky gaze kept my Diamond transfixed, allowing me to motion for her to come to me.

“Take off the dress and keep those shoes on,” I instructed.

She obliged, walking amble towards me as the soft whoosh of her dress wisped against the mahogany floors. She had on exactly what I liked—a little something-something that I had sent to her in a blue Tiffany bag earlier that day with the hotel key to let her know that I was in town. It fit her just right. It embraced her in all the correct places and kissed her deep-set curves.

“Turn for me,” I murmured, my voice deepening as I leaned forward.

My hand reached out to run over the small of her back and upward. The ends of her lush hair brushed over my hand, and I took hold. I knew her scent well. It was a light, alluring scent of black currant, ylang-ylang, amber, orange flower, and honey. I gently fisted her hair and held the back of her neck. Sweet and fresh. I knew between her thighs; she liked to dot a scent of jasmine there to blend with her sensual scent. Positioning her between my legs while I sat, I hooked my other fingers under the ridge of pearls that held her plump ass.

That was how I liked it. To bring my Diamond pleasure was what I needed.

My plush lips ran over the curve of her ample ass. Teeth scraped her soft skin, and my reward was her sultry moan while I held her luscious waist. She had all the qualities I’d want in a woman, but right then, it wasn’t about how she fit my mold. Nah. The night was about me fitting her qualities, and I knew I did the moment she walked up to me and introduced herself to me three years earlier.

My Diamond, with her alluring self-confidence, had me interested to know why she was seeking out my services, and the ring she wore, of course, couldn’t tell me all that I needed to know. From our first meeting, I learned she was friends with one of my other clients, who referred my services to her. Her fear had hit its peak before she decided, in her own words, ‘Not to be a chicken shit,’ and followed through with making sure her needs were met. She arranged a meeting with me and allowed me to answer all her searing questions as well as reciprocate the love and answer mine.

Our immediate connection sealed the deal for her and for me.

Three years later, after illicit meetings and a lucrative contract, she gave me deep insights into her life. Some things I didn’t care to know, but it was what it was. Some women talked, some didn’t, and one day, she decided to speak.

From her own lips, she explained that her husband was ‘limited in bed.’ When she wanted sex, she needed to have it whenever she wanted it. Oftentimes, her husband couldn’t accept how sexual she could be unless he was the one in control of it all. For her, there was only so much one-sided sex that she could take, and she was bored with it. She wanted a dominant man, but she also wanted to be the dominant one. The kind of sex she wanted; he wasn’t down for. According to her, it was as if she repulsed him.

Shit never ceased to amaze me. Some males were stupid as hell when it came to dicking down their wives, girlfriends, or whatever. They would talk certain shit but couldn’t or wouldn’t back it up. Hell, or let their women back that shit up on them. This is why my motto was, what one person let slip through their fingers is what I’d drink. Not take, but drink. So, there I was, drinking my fill and savoring every drop that I could get.

“Put that pretty pearl in my face,” I demanded.

Her body shook in response while my lips stayed in contact with her slick, sweet skin. The contact high made her turn my way. She then pressed her pelvis forward to let me get a look at the gift I gave her. Her perfectly shaven kitty was lined with pearls, and I grinned wider. Each bead glistened with her wetness. I licked my lips, salivating.

She enjoyed my mouth. However, what she loved the most— was what she was really after—my dick. I enjoyed taking my time and savoring a woman’s sweetness. I opened my mouth wide, sitting her honey lips on my own, and let the heat of my mouth get her off. Eventually, I flipped the script, giving her what she wanted by pulling her down on my swollen head.

Watching her from hooded lashes, I pulled her head back and then kissed her graceful neck. The quivering of her body was my trigger to drop my head to pull a raisin-hard nipple into my mouth. I sucked, lightly nipped, and damn near swallowed her marshmallow-soft breast into my mouth. The sensation of it all made my dick almost curve with need. I was a greedy bastard when it came to well-endowed breasts. Holding her luscious waist, she bowed forward, feeding me her tasty mounds. I slapped her ass just to feel it vibrate all over my hands. Just how she liked it.

Her sharp intake of breath told me she had missed all nine and half inches of what I expertly slid inside of her. She felt so damn good; it was growing to a dangerous ten. Yeah, I was cocky, but so what? She instantly tightened around me, biting her lower lip as her dark eyes slowly closed in pleasure.

This was that erotic moment known as the pleasure principle.

I was welcomed with her arch as I let her ass spill over my clutched hands while I held her still. She hated when I played with her like that, letting my dick swell to hit her in all the right spots while she tried to squirm against me.

I was in control, and if she wanted the dick, she’d better play along or not play at all. Sex with us was simple after my friend suggested her to me. Back then, she made it clear she didn’t want to mess up her marriage or her public image, so she appreciated the discretion my rules provided.

In my profession, I couldn’t afford to let simple emotions and personal baggage affect what was written in black and white. It was sex. Enjoy the pleasure. If I couldn’t pleasure my patron, then that client had a right to end our arrangement. This is where rules come into play, and I had many.

Rule 1: This is just sex. I am here to pleasure you, not love you. Therefore, I’m not your man. You will have full access to my vault as long as you understand that.

Rule 2: Never hit up my private line to spark a conversation. Repeat, I’m not your man, your husband, or your common fuck buddy. Whenever a Diamond needs some of this dick, you call, then hit #69, and that’s it. Texting my cell is all I need to know what’s up.

Rule 3: If I don’t contact you back, do not hit up my private line again. Diamonds that violate this rule are quickly removed from the vault, and all access is null and void.

Rule 4: After I accept a request, half of the standard payment must be directly deposited into my account. Failure to do so will result in the denial of my services.

Rule 5: Gifts of any kind are acceptable but are not payment for my services. This is an even exchange. Me, gifting you is a part of satisfying you, which in turn meets the arrangement of this contract, nothing more.

Rule 6: Location and privacy are necessary. Your private residence or workplace is not acceptable as a meeting place. My private life is not, nor will it ever be, a part of any contract, so don’t ask, don’t try to investigate it. See Rule 1, line 2.

Rule 7: And finally, I’m here to please you, so bend that ass over and let me give you pleasure.

People would be surprised at how many Diamonds tried to break my rules and even more shocked at how fast they were left with a non-working phone number. It is what it is. That was life and how I liked it.

However, there is always an exception to the rules. The only one I allowed to test them was reaping our unique arrangement’s benefits. Feeling the slight tight tug of my Diamond’s strokes on my lap, I grounded my feet and rose to meet her eager descent as I held her snug against me on the chaise couch. The soft slap of her rear hitting my thighs had us both high with anticipation while we groaned.

The position was enough for right then, so I held her with one and pushed off the couch. I then flipped her to take my spot as I caged her and lifted her hips. A soft, ‘Yes,’ escaped her lips. I glanced down at her with intensity and purpose.

I pressed my hips forward, giving her a hard thrust, moving in and out of her with a steady rhythm against her G-spot. I swear her body blossomed for me as a light shudder raked through her while she gripped my ass hard. She’d always told me how I had a solid graspable ass. Wild as that was to me, she always explained how much she enjoyed the way she could hold me and not lose her spot. I appreciated the compliment.

But damn, if it didn’t always make me take her harder for her delight.

“Mm, how are you feeling, Diamond?” I muttered against her lower lip, cupping her chin to suck and bite the lips I had been thinking about earlier that day.

She seemed lost in pleasure as I kept my rhythm and then thrust hard to hold her in place. I then pulled out and arrogantly pointed to indicate for her to turn around. The exquisite brown rise of her ass had my dick ridged while I slid into her wet petal from behind. Her arching back had me wrapped up between her thighs and bowing forward to suck her earlobe.

“Tell me how you are feeling,” I teased, letting my shaft pull out so that the tip ran around her juicy, slick lotus lips.

“Que! This feels so good. You feel so good,” she gasped.

“Mm-hmm,” was my only reply as I thrust into her thickness again.

Holding on tightly in my pursuit of happiness, I gripped her hips, and she threw that ass back on me just how she liked it. See, that was her position. She loved to take control of that and make me watch how well she could wind her hips. But having Bajan blood in me always made her tap out as I worked my hips right with her, causing a sweet, intoxicating groove.

She told me that she had the island in her, too...hmm she damn sure had the island in her right now, but I knew she meant her DNA. I could also taste, smell, and feel that Caribbean blood in her. I guessed that’s why we connected as we did.

They were well-matched and just as hungry for each other; that was why three years of it worked so well and why I always knew when she was going to contact me for the next meeting. Hell, I didn’t even have to let her call my hotline anymore to know that it was time for another session.

No.

My routine would break down like this: I’d fly in, send her a gift with a card, and then she’d know to be at my point of residence in a heartbeat. That’s how it worked for us and why she was given Platinum status in my vault.

I didn’t have many Platinum Diamonds, but Mrs. Aria Thompson was one of the few clients I’d had for over a year. Yeah, I had older Platinum cases, some as old as my college days, who contacted me from time to time. These were women who had set me up nicely in condominiums and lavished me with expensive trips all over the world—on their dime and on their private jets and boats.

What could I say? Life was magnificent, and I was well-established.
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Westin Hotel – Atlanta

s

o, who was I, exactly? 

My name is Isaiah Qin, or Que to my Diamonds. I’m a professional escort, or as some would say, a gigolo. However, I prefer being called a pleasure consort and sometimes an escort. Why? Because I loved to escort that pussy to my quarters.

As my Diamond, Aria washed my shaft with her sweet cream and shouted my name, my hands pulled on the pearl thong that cradled her sweet bud, massaging it and giving her friction she definitely wasn’t ready for. Elated, I basked in it all. My hips slowed down to pace each stroke while pulling out.

Aria fell back on the chair, panting, coming back-to-back with multiple orgasms while turning to reach for me. Her warm chocolate eyes pooled with ecstasy. She slid her hands up to pull off my condom, wet with her juices, while she milked me with her fingers. Her plump mouth opened wide, and she swirled her pink tongue over the tip of my sensitive shaft. Like an expert, she drank me while I gripped her hair and coated her eager throat. Baby girl was an expert with it, and she knew it.

After we made it to bed, three more rounds had her tapping out later. My hands explored her as I tried to get a round four, kissing down her back all the way to her honey lips from behind. Once there, I tilted my head to suck her petals and had a nice conversation with her pussy.

“Mm, do you know what time it is, my Diamond?” I whispered between each smack and flick of my tongue.

I knew she was getting a kick out of my French kiss because her supple ass lifted as she gripped the sheets.

“Lord, no...no Que, what time is it?” I heard her whine.

My Diamond dropped her head, and then her pearly white teeth haughtily bit the covers while I worked my mouth in a circle, slowing it down to hit her with a curving figure eight.

“Time for you to leave my vault and go back to work, baby.” Stiffening my tongue, that lush ass of hers bounced back and forth.

I sucked and tugged on her silky folds lavishing in her taste, slurping, smacking, and gliding my tongue against her. Shit, I was hungry and thirsty for her. I dug my face in deep. The tip of my nose added to the friction as I French kissed her. Each time I sucked her with my lips, it was as if I were taking the last bit of juice from the folds of an orange. 

Damn, she was sweet, and I let her know with a low growl. My mouth parted her folds and swirled against her while I dived deep to vibrate my tongue. I knew that I was hitting her spot as I enjoyed how her thick thighs and ass shook from my hunger. Aria rode my mouth like a champion as I kneeled behind her, waiting for her to coat my face with her sweetness again.

A whole lot of ‘Oh my God’ and ‘harder’ were kicking off before she decided to speak, realizing that I told her it was time to go.

“Shit...already?” she asked breathlessly.

I said not one word. A brotha was too busy with his ending ‘amuse-bouche’ – my final nightcap.

“B-but...don’t stop. Yes...yes...Que,” she eventually screamed as I drank my fill.

My face was covered in her juice.

Just how I liked it. That was my signal for me to pull up and thrust back inside her. Gently pushing her down by the back of her neck, I pounded into her with precision. My rhythm made that bed rock as she came one last time, causing my dick to finally deflate.

Taking several calming breaths, I ran a hand down my slick face and then growled low in exasperation. “Aw shit, yeah, baby, get out.”

I heard her whimper and then struggle to move, not wanting to leave the confines of our love cave, but it was what it was. That part was our mutual rule. She always had limited time to play in the vault, and on rare occasions, if she could spend a full night and day with me, she would...which was fine with me.

Although I couldn’t lie, we had gained a slight friendship over the years and even crossed paths in the business world due to my real-world company. So, in a sense, I might have been a little upset at it. It was only because she followed our contract down to the very last dot on the form and didn’t test me on it. 

Sometimes, I liked being tested just to show I meant what I said about my rules.

Aria kept my pockets thick via the assets of my graphic design and advertising company and in the escort company. She also kept a healthy distance from me. All of what she did and understood allowed her to sport the platinum single teardrop diamond necklace I had gifted her. She wore it now as she tried to pull herself up. A rare few could understand the reality of our arrangement, and she was one of the rare.

I sat back on my haunches, nudged her, then slapped her ass, squeezing. She gave a sexy laugh, and I fell over her to rub my soft shaft against her.

“Get up and get out,” I muttered against her neck with closed eyes. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

My erotic voice dropped over her like a silk cloak, and I bit her neck as she moaned.

“Mm, damn it, okay. Give me a minute, Isaiah,” Aria drawled.

Yeah, she knew my real name too. She was the second in my Platinum group to know my true name and who I’d allowed to use it when business was over and done. My Diamond and ‘The Professor’ - who was now a dean - had the right to use it. I guess that was why our contract was unique.

“You don’t have time for a minute, Aria. You have money to make, including ensuring my companies keep generating income how I like it, and you have a family to return to. So go handle that...don’t make me repeat myself. I have work to do back in STL and something to handle quickly here. You know how it is, baby. I’ll visit you again soon.”

Pushing her thick hair from her face, my Diamond studied me. Her sated eyes drank me in while she smiled. I enjoyed bringing that satisfied look on her face to life. It contrasted beautifully with her dark chocolate complexion.

“Yes, sir, I know. All work and fun for Que, but no sleep for Isaiah,” she teased.

The sheets hugged her curvy frame exactly right, and I eyed the broken, glistening pearls sprinkled throughout the bed. If I were a painter, I would paint her just as she was—an African Goddess—a siren in my bed, enticing me with jewels and her Diamond personality.

“Exactly,” I nonchalantly responded.

“Well, I’m sweating like a tourist lost in the desert. So, I’m going to shower and then exit the vault quickly...” she replied while looking for her cell.

She walked her naked ass to the door of the suite and bent over, reaching for her iPhone.

Aria knew that if she had the time, I would have kept that ass bent over and left my imprint on her walls. But then again, that is how we both set our arrangement up, and games weren’t about to go down. I let her ass get away with too much shit as it was. The benefits of being a Platinum Diamond, yet again.

Relaxing back in the sheets, I watched her punch her keypad as my own cell vibrated somewhere in the room. She winked, then headed to the shower and shouted over the hot water stream that hit her lush body.

“As usual, Big Daddy...”

I hated that nickname. Which she knew, but of course, she felt comical.

So, I let it pass as I heard her continue, “...the other $50,000.00 has been deposited in your account, with an extra $10,000 for making me come so good and for the gift. Therefore, you have $110,000 total Mr. Baller, I hope you enjoy it too. Oh! McGowan & Ballard have contacted me again, begging for your advertising services, so you should have a voicemail on your business line.”

Watching from my comfortable spot on the bed, I ran my hands over my abs and strummed them over my soft dick as I shouted back, “You know I’m going to enjoy it. You get the ‘Ten g’s’ back anyway due to the nature of our arrangement. So, I don’t know why you are even acting brand new, Miss Pretty Brown. Thank you. I guess I’ll hit them up a.s.a.p.”

I watched her lather her body as she glanced at me from the steamed glass and stuck her tongue out. “Hey, it’s the price for letting me represent you and your ‘companies.’ You’re not mad about it now, are you? I’ve brought you plenty of clients on both ends, have I not?”

Grunting, I turned, giving her a view of my tatted back, and closed my eyes. “I don’t know. My mind is too hazy from fucking this beautiful mahogany sista to talk money with you, Aria.”

She chuckled and opened the shower door. The wet pattering of her running made me turn my head just as she jumped on my back. Damned woman was tripping, but I enjoyed it. Her wetness drenched the sheets and me while I laughed.

“You play too much, Miss Pretty Brown. Why I let you get away with this crap, I have no idea. But you need to roll out, or your job will notice how your meeting has gone over. Alright?” I politely reminded her.

Aria had an enormous, spoiled streak, so I wasn’t surprised when she pursed her lips in a sexy pout.

A smirk flashed across my face as she bent down to kiss me softly. Our tongues entwined before she hopped off me, quickly dried off, and then grabbed her wrap-around dress to shuffle it on. Entertained, I watched her while she hurriedly slipped her pumps on, tied up her dress, and sighed.

Her syrupy shoulders rolled back, and then she turned to glance back my way. “Okay, I’m going. However, Mr. Que, I am very sad about it; I wish you’d stay longer so that we can talk.”

There she went, brushing against my rules. But I knew that with her, talk meant falling back between the sheets, so I wasn’t mad about it.

“I don’t hold forums. You know that, but I know two things you can do for me. Come back here and let me feel those lips around this dick one last time, and hurry up so you can go make us some money,” I ordered.

My pretty Diamond smiled an ‘okay.’ I enjoyed how simple it was for her to follow my way. She peeled off her dress, standing before me naked as the day she came into this world and smelling oh so good.

Groaning, I watched as my Diamond dropped to her knees before me. She leisurely admired my shaft, took me in her hand, then bowed down and swallowed me whole. The woman had a motherfucking gift. She worked her throat and slipped me out as if removing a Popsicle from her mouth. Then she held me down and wrapped another condom on me so that she could ride me one last time before our ‘meeting’ was officially over.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Three/Que

[image: ]




[image: image]

Atlanta, Georgia

M

y time with Aria as my Diamond was what I called my vault. The Diamonds that were secured in it knew that with me, pleasure was the primary payoff, and they never had to worry about anything less when signing up for my services. My devotion to pleasing women got me into the field as early as my sophomore year in college. Being an Alpha personality had its benefits.

With my cousins Kwame and Malik and our boys Tyson and Nathan, we founded the Brothers of Kemet as a joke. We started this thing after learning that our talents could get us some extra rewards and because business was just too damned good to let it go. We stripped, and then we escorted. We later hired five other close friends once we made the business official. During that time, my boy Tyson was the first of us to fall back from B.O.K after finding love. Eventually, Nate would also step back, choosing just to run the financial end of things and focus on his career as a chef and, eventually, his newborn daughter.

Atlanta always knew of B.O.K, but when Kwame bowed out to get married, the business changed for everyone. We stopped the stripping, calmed down on the escorting, graduated, and then ended the group. It wasn’t until the loss of Kwame’s wife Alicia in a car accident on their honeymoon that things took a turn and in my best friend’s depression, he decided to bring the business back several years after her death. Fate ended up intervening later in the game, and Kwame met a woman who made him change his outlook on life. He ended up stepping back somewhat, and I took his place in holding down the company with his younger brother, Malik.

Many years later, life was good again. Currently, there were just Malik and me heading the service. We chilled as the face of the escort business while watching after our five brothas’ affairs and many new hires. As of right now, Malik was in Cali running his branch while I was in St. Louis and Atlanta, my own side of B.O.K.

My appreciation for women got me here, along with my other vices. I loved sex. I enjoyed the benefits that came with pleasuring a woman. I also loved teaching a woman how to be pleasured appropriately, and at thirty years old, I thought I’d done a damn good job at doing just that.

Some would call me a side-hoe, but a person would have to have a personal relationship to be classified as a side-hoe. What I did was more of an intimate thing. Be it a day, week, month, year or more. As I said, I wasn’t a woman’s man, husband, or boyfriend, and I had no desire to be. My motto was, ‘Just part those lovely thighs and let me put a smile on your face.’ If a woman happened to be married, I didn’t give a damn, it was what it was. Follow my rules, and then the world will be a beautiful place.

My rules were very simple. For example, if a lovely woman were lucky enough to find my contact information via various networks in her area, she would then learn that she must meet my qualifications to be accepted into my practice. I didn’t work with women who could not afford what I had to offer, which meant that she had to have the appropriate income.

My patrons came from various backgrounds, cultures, and lifestyles from around the world. Different shades of Brown and Black. Shy, arrogant, intelligent, and innocent. Movers and shakers. Politicians. CEO’s. Teachers. From traditional beauties to ‘around the way girl’ plain. Women of various heights and sizes, starting at size twenty on down, etc. Yeah, I loved curves, especially ass, and if a woman could wear her size well and had the added bonus of self-esteem, she and I were all right in my world.

It was all about if we clicked. Nothing more or less.

And if they meet the basics of my guidelines, meaning...

It’s understood that I didn’t work with women who hadn’t been examined monthly for STDs. Or women who didn’t go through routine gynecological exams. By the way, it was imperative that such information was submitted to me before I would even allow a date for an interview for the transparency of our sexual health and safety, as well as for me to give my personal sexual health records in return.

Background checks were a must. I knew that I had the best team who could find out whatever I needed about a person. Therefore, if that woman respected the exclusivity of my company, then we could move on from there. If not, it would be as if she never existed.

After all those qualifications were met with a general interview, I would decide if to contact her again as an official client. Then my ‘Diamond Rules’ were put into motion. I called my women ‘Diamonds’ because that was what they were, each one unique in and of itself. Sparkling and shining with beauty, only I was privy to view in my vault.

Not everyone could be a Diamond.

Not everyone could get into the vault, hence the qualifications of my company.

However, situations have happened.

Messing with chipped Diamonds could be a problem. I’d had husbands, boyfriends, significant others, and the like try to figure out who the hell I was. They’d use as many resources as possible at their disposal to find out who their woman was fucking. They never found out who I exactly was, thanks to being virtually invisible in the system on that end. Made the game easier that way, although there were times when I’d have to play a little Russian roulette.

This was why Diamond rules were something I put in place to keep all emotions at bay and protect my profits. In my private life, I was in the graphics design and advertising game, which meant I knew my computers well—a love I solely gained from my equal computer-loving Afro-Caribbean stepfather. Because of my love, I knew how to code everything I did in a way that was not traceable back to my public domain. It also helped that I had family in high places that kept me out of the legal system.

Therefore, the man who slept in the bed with these women was nothing but a ghost and an untraceable fantasy. 

In addition, the people I hired to keep an eye on their significant others helped me keep myself protected from any ‘disruptions.’

It was good to be Que. 

––––––––
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I

saiah, however, was someone else altogether. Life had always been good to me, and I thanked the Most High for it all. I lived by a particular code: I love sex, but pussy did not entice me unless I allowed it. In my world, my dick was the enticer. It was what it was. The more people got to know me, the more they came to understand who I was and where I was coming from.

Growing up, I was a military brat, moving from one Air Force base to another until my Pops was stationed in his homeland of Tokyo. It was there that I was able to chill with my cousins and grandparents until my father passed away in the military when I was eight. So, for me, life was always good even after his death– except for one small window of my youth, and that part of my life stayed on lock.

When my father passed, my mom had to pick up the pieces. She moved us back to the States to be near our family in Miami, Florida, and St. Louis, Missouri. During that time, we lived like wanderers. My baby sister and I spent the rest of our childhood in both places while learning our Bajan and Asian roots.

Eventually, through the years, missing my old man was hard on me, but traveling with my little sister and my grandparents from San Francisco to Tokyo and then Gyeongju, South Korea, to learn about my paternal side’s heritage grounded me. My birth father was a young Zainichi-Korean Chinese American cadet in the Air Force when he met my breathtaking, dark-skinned Barbadian-American mother, who was a book editor then. Thinking about my father often made missing him more intense.

I wanted to be my father, and my little sister Shani ‘Kimiko’ Qin wished he were still alive to watch her grow into the classically trained dancer and resident doctor she was in London.

But that was life.

My father was a good man who loved my mother deeply, and his death affected her greatly. Even when she remarried an old island friend of hers, my step-pop Grant Somers, seven years later, the love she shared with my father never faded. Even then, my dad’s memory stayed a part of us, and we grew up honoring the life he wanted us to have.

I wouldn’t say that I had an adverse childhood, except for the loss of my father. I mean, shit happened, and sometimes it was a lesson needed for growth. Having my step-pop Grant give my mom the love she had been missing and having him become the father figure that my little sister and I needed was a blessing.

He was also a pivotal part of my life, especially regarding my tri-athleticism and education. Pop Grant was a good man who never pressured us to take his last name or forget our father, even after adopting us. Pop Grant showered us with love. He even invested his savings in us as he built ‘Grant Biotech’ over the years.

Having grown up surrounded by all that love led to me having an incredible adult life, even through the hardships. While my stepfather protected and guided me daily, I knew my father still had my back in the spiritual world.

Financially stable, I inherited a house in Miami from my Barbadian grandparents, a condominium in New York City, Atlanta, and LA, and a main residence in St. Louis. I had numerous cars at each residence, closets deep with whatever I needed to wear throughout my travels, and a black card to the max. When I was bored, I could hit up my vacation home in Barbados and visit my extended family, but not because they provided me with the home. No, it was because I had that house built from the ground up. I earned that one all on my own.

Everything I inherited and everything I earned on my own was not about living a braggart lifestyle. I was not raised that way, nor did I see the pleasure in living in such a way. Everything I have is for my family.

So, what did I do? I did a lot of different things, including globetrotting. When I was not traveling, I dabbled in coding and was also the CEO of my own graphic design and advertising firm.

Yeah, I’m an ‘Ad Man,’ and a man like me was doing his thing. However, it was my hobby that sent me on vacations and kept my life comfortably abundant. To keep my life where I wanted it, I had to maintain my hobby, and certain things had to be kept in line for it to function the way I liked it. One of those things was my rules. If the rules were not met, then my hobby got pushed to the side for another day or until I became lost in boredom.

In my world, people had to know how to keep their business private and their appearance incognito. Being stupid to get ass got you nowhere. Now I wasn’t saying everything that I do is perfect, but my rules were created as a personal boundary and so far it has kept the women who came into my realm in check and my money in the bank.
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Roswell County, Georgia

M

mm...yes, God for Que. Yes, Lord, for he made my body sing accolades to the heavens for making me come so many times in ways that I never knew were imaginable at one time.

Que. Que. Que.

Inhaling deeply with a smile, I sighed in pleasure, “Isaiah.”

That man knew that he was the shit and then some. Because of that, I understood that he should be illegal and banned from Georgia for having a dick so blessed by the man above. If that happened, I’d find a way to trail him. He was my thirst. For three years, he quenched that ache I always had, and for three years, it was so good to me that I found myself becoming addicted to the man I paid to fulfill my fantasies. It was bad. I knew it.

But I didn’t care. Que could use me however he wanted, just as long as he used me. I guess that was why I was happy to comply with his rules and was not ashamed of paying for him. There were no qualms. The first time I was transitioned over to Que, and he slipped inside of me, I knew that he was the perfect escort for me.

Which was no fault of my previous escort, Ty.

Ty was also a gift from the Gods! That man was my own dark chocolate, Godiva-flavored Adonis and Yoruba King. He was just delicious, but I was only able to sample him twice before being given to Que in a way that made my body blush at the memory.

I’ll be blunt about it. How he and Que transitioned their services was so utterly sinful that I should still be burning.

Why?

Usually, a lady never tells her secrets, but one of my well-known jobs is as a radio personality. Talking is what I am known and paid to do. So, I’ll just be honest and straightforward. Ty, Que, and I had a glorious three-some. I had dick all through me, and not small dick either. I had King Kong. A monster dick inside of me. Sometimes at the same time.

I’m not ashamed of it because, in that heated moment, the dick liberated me and gave me my independence from my marriage. I had dick in my mouth. From behind. Tongue on my skin, over my yoni, sucking my nipples.

Yes, gawd!

My eyes still rolled in pleasure at all the juices that intermingled and connected during that session. It was so damned good. I’d asked Que to give me that pleasure again, but I knew better and that it was a one-time deal. So, he told me no and then gave me that alluring chuckle he always gave me. The one that was profound and drawled off into an offset chuckle that seemed to make a woman’s pearl harden.

Yes, that one.

But back to Mr. Isaiah Kenta Qin. Yes, I knew his full government name. Yes, I was privy to a dutiful amount of his personal life that no other client of his ever got. None of his Diamonds could touch me on being gifted with the golden ticket that was Que.

Ah, ha and nana nana boo boo.

My seniority was exquisite. I relished the secret power of knowledge I had about my lover. Why again? Because Isaiah gave me what I needed, and the Lord knew how badly I needed to be touched. Too bad that my husband didn’t, or wasn’t, I should say, even throwing me a tap on the damned shoulder.

Speaking on him. If I were to lay my hand on a bible and stare into my pastor’s eyes of a mother’s face, I would smoothly tell her, without any guilt or discomfort, that I loved my husband. I, Aria Thompson, loved my husband, Sean Thompson. Even as the image of my fine ass lover grooming his face with the palms of his large hands, switching between that, and brushing the waves of his hair with a wooden circular brush -damned I loved the way Black men just were- played on repeat in my mind. Moving on, even though the image of my lover back at the penthouse suite, framed by the soft touch of the sun making the after-sex glow shine even brighter against his breathtaking face, made me want to move mountains for his deep strokes, my heart still belonged to my husband, Sean. Even in the weakness of an illicit fantasy.

Long ago, when I first married my wonderful single parent of a man, I was deeply in love with him. Sean was a breathtakingly handsome, forty-year-old widower and international investment banker with two adorable children. He was tall like an oak tree and always boasted about his good health and being a clean eater. My man was gifted with broad, strong shoulders and was built like a lean semi-truck due to his glorious past of playing sports for UCLA. Along with those attributes, Sean’s skin tone was dipped in almond butter with wavy black hair with only a speckle of gray and soul-reaching cocoa eyes.

Sean drew my attention the moment we met because he reminded me of a thicker and older Will Smith without his large ears. He also had some long, perfectly groomed fingers, and I always desired to know how they would feel inside of me. I’d always been a freak, and that never changed until I married Sean.

My husband had a smile that could part various seas when it spread into a sensual grin. Oh, let me tell you about his dick, many a night he had me over his desk singing praises for its mighty salute to me back then. But that was five years ago. Five years ago, when he was flirting with me and doing everything in the world to make me his wife after meeting at one of my mixers.

Way back when, I knew that I could keep his attention and pleasure. But that was then, and this was now. At present, I was sitting in the aftermath of where life began to change for us both. With that fading change, my love altered when the man I had devoted my life to started changing. Was it bad? That depended on the person. I was built to handle any bullshit that came my way, and what my husband had brought me, I’d been stomaching for years.

So, no, I wouldn’t call it bad. It just wasn’t good.

The clicking of my heels on the specially handcrafted Italian marble floor of our three-story Italianate-styled mansion echoed with the same emptiness I felt whenever I came home.

“Baby! Welcome home,” greeted me in a warm baritone.

Arms reaching out, I embraced a man who now loved me for appearances. Who now screwed me as if it were a chore. Who also now stared at me as if he wished I were someone else and who used any means of words or subtle body cues to break my spirit down and embarrass me. All as if he had no care in the world for me.

Sean Thompson.

My loving lousy, no dick game having S.O.B of a husband was a man whom I learned two years into our marriage had trapped me in our union to be the mother to his two beautiful children. It also extended to being the caretaker to his sick, elderly mother while he ran off to do other things. Other glaring red flags that at one time I gaslit myself into thinking were my insecurities but ended up being little cues from him were now indicating something else: Notes of control issues and wanting me to do things just like his mother.

There were many white lies. Sudden business trips out of state or the country where I could not contact him—finding strange business cards that linked to suspicious places not associated with where he was supposed to be on his ‘company’ trips. That was my life, and he was the reason why I found myself always looking forward to work and the arms of my private escort, Que.

Kissing my husband lovingly on his soft lips, I bashfully smiled. 

I brought myself closer to his warmth and brushed his cheek with a sweet “Hello, my love.”
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