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Author’s Note:

To my dear readers,

 

Welcome to my first foray into romance with a touch of the erotic. Love and pleasure can be a liberating experience even the drama that may come with it. I hope this tale warms your heart but also titillate. ‘Love, Trust, and Pleasure’ was developed out of being a short story in an anthology and an introduction to the Brothers of Kemet series. Within, you will meet characters that you will see in its full novel follow-up Love, Lies, and Pleasure, and The Rules of Pleasure which will introduce you to a new Brother of Kemet.

So please enjoy, and be warned, what is inside the pages of this book is very titillating and slathered in love. Also, thank you to my fellow lovely, powerhouse authors Brenda Hampton and Nikki-Michelle (thank you sis for allowing me to annoy you), you both supported and helped me to FINALLY share my little short, that is now a novel on its own.

What an adventure! ~Kai Leakes




 

For those who still believe in love.

&

For my friends & my dedicated readers/reading team. Thank you for standing by my stories. I heart you all. 
~ K.L.

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. There is a rapture on the lonely shore…” ~Lord Byron
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hat the hell was love?

All I know is sex and with good reason. Love didn’t exist in my world, just pleasure and pain, in which I owed all to the big man upstairs: Yah. Years ago, He or She said, “Kwame ‘Jamal’ Hughes, this woman right here -your wife- is not for you. Therefore, I’m going to bring her home and leave you on the earthly plane without her love. I’m going to do this son, on your wedding day and, in doing so, I’m going to snatch your heart right from you, leaving you with a scar in remembrance.”

That was the moment it all changed for me. The moment my heart shut off. Witnessing the one you love die in front of your eyes by what you later learn was a brain aneurysm, having their blood spilling from their nose stain their bridal gown and your suit would turn the most open of hearts black with grief.

My wife Alicia Inez Clark-Hughes was my world, but as with all things, she died taking with her that part of my life that ended three years ago. Soon after her death, my life story ended up plastered all over Atlanta’s news junkets. Against my control, it was blasted on every radio show, including the ‘Morning Run’ with Aria and C-Smooth. The popular radio personalities were the only ones who were respectable to how they reported my loss.

Because of that and them reaching out to me, they ended up having me as their first client for their PR and management agency that they were starting for their growing brand. Their diligent care helped me significantly. Eventually the ‘tea’ that Atlanta love’s, carried my personal tragedy through every media blog, social group and Jack and Jill circle, I came across. That time was hell.

My family back home in Chicago, where I was from, as well as in Jamaica, Trinidad, and in the suburbs of Atlanta couldn’t console me. Quiet agony was my best friend and oftentimes lover back then. For three years, I couldn’t grieve right. For three years, I tried to avoid every woman who came my way, especially the women who sought me out for my social status and ducats.

I was a man in deep grief walking through a bleak world, but I wasn’t a stupid man. There would be no insincere outreach intrusion. I wasn’t by far about to be manipulated. My personal therapist was my part-time help. As I moved through my grief, life had begun to irritate me because of the leeches after me. Eventually, I reawakened and realized I had needs that didn’t include love and that I couldn’t shunt. Needs that were currently being met at the top of a high-rise office by a beauty who got off on a little afternoon delight in the workplace.

“Mmm…Kwame,” was moaned in a sweet plateauing release of pleasure. “Give me more, please.”

“Some more like this?” I asked.

My eyes closed, and I allowed her the control of taking me deeper.

This distraction was first-rate:

My mind reflected to my past, while my present was currently being taken care of via the slick sucking wetness of my partner’s lips. This beauty was a consultant for a major brokerage firm. We met by happenstance at a local Starbucks while she was ordering a white hazelnut mocha latte with a small bag of chocolate-dipped biscotti on the side. I was standing in line waiting my turn when I decided to pay it forward.

Not because, as my Grandpop’s would say, she was thicker than a bowl of grits. No. I just happened to be in a ‘pay-it-forward’ mood that day. It was by happenstance that when she was reaching for her card, that I stepped forward and paid for her. Growing up in Chicago to a Caribbean bred mother and Memphis bred father, my parents demanded the best out of their six children, especially their sons. It was always embedded in my DNA that I be a gentleman.

Therefore, it was not out of the ordinary to do what I had done. I had paid it forward just the same for a mother and her daughter a week ago and bought a whole meal for several homeless men and women up the street from Starbucks near my place of work. I was about helping my people, especially my community. There was no show or flossing going on, this was just who I was.

Moving on, I did the same for Miss Beauty and added my order to it. Which was a simple espresso con panna. Basically, an espresso with whipped cream, to wake me up. While I respectfully moved past her to add my order to hers, I could feel her astonished gaze on me. In my perception of her, I figured that I didn’t want to press her or make her feel as if she couldn’t handle the bill herself. It was an exceptional day and I just simply wanted to do a superb deed.

Sliding my hands in my slacks, I turned her way to give her a reassuring and warm smile.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she stated with amazement in her striking golden eyes.

Those captivating dark rimmed pupils roamed up then down my body taking in my attire before abruptly stopping on the imprint within my pants. Trust me, that part was not my fault. I was just built that way. Her brazen act amused me and made me inwardly chuckle.

Removing my hands from my pockets, I extended my hand in respect, “I’m sorry, I wasn’t trying to intrude on your order. My name is Kwame Hughes.”

Then like that, the expression that held shock and hunger flipped to pure lust as she stared up at me.

“It’s okay Mr. Hughes,” she said with a warm smile that reflected her attraction. “I just wasn’t expecting the graciousness.”

Her bashfulness was cute. “You should. Everyone deserves a bit of graciousness in one’s life” I said making sure to overwhelm her personal space.

I stood at around 6’2, with a cinnamon brown complexion. I sported a clean cut slightly long goatee beard that I made sure to get lined up just right. I thought it gave me that rugged but old-world professional feel. My hair was in a low wavy fade that flowed into my sideburns and connected with my goatee. With the weather changing, it was about that time for me to shave it off and go bald.

But back to the beauty before me.

“My name is Theresa Alvarez,” she added. “Your eyes are gorgeous.”

“Ah,” I bashfully glanced away chuckling. “I’m not a fan of them but thank you. I like that you are though.”

“I’m sorry, but they contrast nicely…” Theresa bashfully laughed and glanced at the overworked barristers. “It’s busy in here today.”

I found myself flashing the Crest sharp smile that had many women in the shop checking for me. I knew the moment she copped the ever-changing hazel eyes behind my rimless wire glasses that I wore for reading purposes that she was caught up in appearances. That’s wasn’t either a bad or good thing, just life. Personally, I had always felt I looked average. However, several female friends, siblings, and women I dated in the past always said otherwise.

They called me a mix between could be model, athlete, or star with that of a rugged everyday man on the block. When I had my locs, the stares only became worse. Not that it bothered me. But when I cut them in remembrance of my wife Alicia’s passing was the day, I heard many of the women I knew, cry as if they had lost something personal.

Thinking on it now, I could only laugh. I adore how women sometimes ascribe themselves to specific aspects of a man- in this case my locs. It’s enchanting, when it’s genuine and growing up, it taught me to take pride in how I presented myself. My father and grandfather were keen on making sure, we stayed suave. Not for vanity sake, but out of respect for living.

“It’s very loud in here as well. But that’s expected for this time of day,” I said, keeping the conversation going.

Theresa peered over her shoulder at me and chuckled. “Starbucks, the professionals hook up spot, but not the best place to be if you don’t want spilled coffee on you.”

Reaching out, Theresa laid a hand on my arm to motion for me to move out of the way of a tired looking young kid with four trays of cups stacked on each other.

I moved to the side watching the kid do his best to balance what he held, remembering my days when I had to do grunt work.

“Thank you, Ms. Alvarez.” I said with a smirk. She was witty.

“I like your style, so don’t mess it up.” Theresa winked. “The women in here would be disappointed if you did.”

Patiently standing in line, I knew eyes were on me for my handsomeness and my personal style, not because I was a vain type of brother. Naw, I had a best-friend/cousin who was that type of vain for various reasons. So, I was amused to see a group of older women sitting at a nearby table watching us. I was decked out in a black Italian herringbone jacket in Starbucks. While I wore a gray vest with a black button-down shirt that opened at the collar showing a peek of my smooth flesh. Black fitted slacks accented my height.

“A little spill wouldn’t bother me. I always can change at my office,” I casually explained while moving closer to the pick-up line.

I wore comfortable black shoes, and a pair of black pearl eye of Horus cufflinks with a matching belt buckle. Quality of the clothes mattered to me, while brands didn’t mean a thing to me. The only expensive pieces to my outfit were the jacket, shoes, and the cufflinks, which were a gift from my niece.

Gazing down at the petite woman before me, I found myself smiling again. I couldn’t lie to myself and say that she wasn’t worth assessing. Ms. Alvarez was dressed in a teal silk top with a waist length black maxi skirt and black red bottom heels, she gave a flirty smile then adjusted her purse. She seemed to be a mixture of ethnicities. From her dark brown skin to her light brown eyes. To the curves that reached not only her hips and thighs, but also shaped her ample ass. I was immediately drawn in. She was alluring.

Theresa’s black jacket was contorted where it pushed up her ample breasts from the top of her silk teal button down blouse. Slightly plush in size, meaning that though she was skinny she still had a little to hold onto, she was a little shorty whose head stopped at the middle of my chest. Her straight black hair was pulled back in slick ponytail that touched the small of her back. Her plump lips were a deep velvet red. As I continued assessing her, I noticed that her nails were groomed to the point that she had slightly pointed painted nails upon fingers that sported no wedding ring.

Taken in by her style, I could guess that she was of the Black diaspora with her last name indicating Hispanic or Latin blood. Theresa was a curious mix of beauty, but that was not what drew me to her at all. It was the fact that she was still staring at the contour of my dick while not caring that I noticed. That drew my attention. I had always been a sucker for a bold woman, especially a classy woman with sense. I could only assume though that bit though. I had been fooled before.

Starbucks was teaming with more people. The strong sharp smell of roasted coffee woke everyone one up. The occasional sweet, warm, and buttery scent of freshly baked goods had stomachs rumbling including my own. As people softly murmured and buzzed with awakening conversation, I stepped closer to the woman before me. She radiated the signal of attraction that many men were too blind to read in women sometimes, or too into themselves to take notice. A man like me was not about to ignore what was in front of me. Nor was I about play any games to get her to approach me. I was a hunter and I took the invitation and welcomed whatever came with it.

“Your order sir,” chimed behind the counter towards me.

Turning towards the barista’s tired but welcomed smile, I grabbed everything, “Here you are Ms. Alvarez.” I said with an amiable smile while handing Theresa her food and drink. “Thank you for the pleasant conversation this busy morning and looking out for my attire.”

I pulled out some extra money and handed the barista a large tip, ignoring the tip jar.

“Oh, no thank you,” she quickly said. “You did me the service. Food, and your handsome looks.”

“It was nothing. I just had a kind heart today, you can say,” I said as we paused near a table.  “Well if you excuse me, I won’t hold you up, though I’m curious. Do you come here often? I might have to time my drops in just to run into you again.”

“I do actually. We really should–” Theresa started until I interrupted her.

“Ah…your cellphone is going off” I stated.

I observed Ms. Alvarez become flustered, before turning a soft rosy hue. She balanced her drink in one hand and reached for her cellphone in her purse. I gave a slight amused chuckle then sat my drink down on the table next to me. I wasn’t about to let the woman struggle with her things. I reached out, took her cup, and bag and waited so that she could get to her phone.

“Hello?” Ms. Alvarez browsed up at me, gaining my attention.

She held her dainty finger up to motion ‘hold on’ and mouthed her thanks while answering her cellphone. From the conversation I really wasn’t trying to listen to, I learned that she worked around the downtown Atlanta area. It made sense then, why she was at the Starbucks. It was close to her employment.

However, she also was taking forever on the phone and I wasn’t going to rush her, but I knew if time kept ticking on that I’d be late getting back to my office. So, something had to give.  I patiently waited. Casually, studying the beauty before me.

Ms. Alvarez shifted where she stood speaking in a rapid manner. I could assume that she was being asked numerous questions about stocks and other monetary accounts by the way she was spitting out figures. Another light laugh came from me and it had me contemplating. She was a quick-minded woman, which was a resounding thing. While waiting, I glanced at my watch and sat her items down on my table.

It was 8:30 am. I knew that I had to get to my office to prep, then make sure that I didn’t miss my client scheduled for 10:00 am. With a slow sip of my espresso, I let it do what I needed it to which was wake me up. My tongue ran across my lips while patiently waiting. It’s only the right thing to do. A studious smile spread across my face. She was still pacing back and forth. When she paused mid-step then headed towards the front of the shop a brief frown marred my face, only to gently disappear when she waved for me to follow her as she chatted away.

Normally, I wouldn’t deal with a woman who stayed plastered to her cellphone. I enjoyed speaking face to face too much to do so. However, this was her work, so I let it pass. Besides, the way her backside moved while she sauntered was enough to not make me annoyed by the phone attached to her ear. I trashed my cup and then followed Ms. Alvarez out the door, still carrying her things.

With her on the phone and me curious as to what this was going to lead too, I managed to end up near a huge high-rise private business building, which happened to be three blocks away from my own firm. When she hung up the phone and gave a sharp huff, I knew someone had either ticked her off or made her deeply annoyed.  With her items in my hand, I just stayed in my lane and kept my thoughts to myself while following.

“Thank you so much for being the perfect gentleman. I’m so embarrassed and sorry that I just had you follow me to my job carrying my food. Oh, wow. I’m so sorry,” she sweetly said while turning to take her bag and cup.

Free of her things, my hands slid in my pockets “You seemed busy. I know how that goes.” I said with a slight chuckle. “Anyway, I should be going. It was nice meeting you Ms. Alvarez.”

Taking a step back, she reached out to place a hand on my gold watch covered wrist, “Wait, please. Thank you again,” she glimpsed up at me, then reached for her purse. “Here, if you ever need consulting, please feel free to contact me.”

I took her cup again to help her out.

The signs of her attraction were there on display for me again. Theresa had a habit of biting her lower lip whenever she gazed at me. She also turned a light shade of red whenever I spoke to her. The signs of body language were not an easy art for some men to read. In my case, however, I had somewhat perfected the art long ago. I stood back in patience letting her reach into her purse again. Finding what she needed, I watched her hand me a business card with her name on it.

Swapping it out her cup for the card, I glanced at it.

“Thank you, Ms. Alvarez. I’ll keep that in mind if I need…” I paused reading it and noticed that she was a brokerage consultant for Peachtree Associates and McGuire, one of the major Fortune 500 companies in Georgia. “…advice on any stock I may find I need or money issues, I’ll contact you.”

Her soft laughter swept over me as if it were a caress. It held a sensual tone, one that stated that she was a woman who knew her worth and desires. I enjoyed that, and I enjoyed what she did next.

As my personal motto went when it came to the session of passion, I just needed my lover to ‘be okay.’
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ove is a deception. To me, pleasure should be the aspiration. Love isn’t shit, but a fleeting, undependable emotion. I guess that’s why I locked mine away. It was the last bit of something reliable in that regard, that I had left of my wife. For now, life was all about satisfaction.

Ms. Alvarez stepped closer to me. I licked my lips while watching her slide one pump between my feet, to spread them apart so she could step in-between my leather shoes. Damn, I loved the softness of a woman, especially when she’s thick. That softness is nothing but healing balm for the weary spirit and what I need in my grief. Theresa’s softness was no exception.

The heat of her body traveled up my lower stomach and part of my chest making me hard. My hands ached to glide over her, to feel that supple sensation of her curves, but I held out.

“Please call me Theresa,” she said. “And honestly, I doubt with how stylishly dressed you are - from your Italian leather shoes and that coat, that you’d need any advice per say. However, I’d welcome it.”

My gaze traveled down over her soft heart shaped face and into her striking golden pupils. Gold and brown flecks of lust sparkled before me. The intensity of the seduction she was kicking had my body reacting strongly. I started mentally calculating whether I should stand here and play small talk just to see exactly what she needed from me or leave.

I wasn’t in the mood per say, but I wasn’t one to deny myself any more pleasures in life, especially after almost dying years ago. I opened my mouth to give my answer but was stopped the moment she reached up to use her thumb to swipe at my lips. She gave a shy smile then licked the pad of her thumb then moaned.

“Sweet and soft. You had whipped cream on the corner of your lips,” she coyly gave a soft laugh then bashfully glanced away.

“I’m sorry if that was forward of me,” she continued. This time turning back to me and pressing her body against me.

My shaft jerked in recognition of an invitation. At that moment, I made up my mind. It was about to go down. Men often acted on how much a woman offered them and right now Ms. Theresa Alvarez was offering me gold. Taking her pretty manicured hand, I raised the back of it towards my lips. As I took in her loveliness over the rim of my glasses, I was greeted by the way she slightly swayed on her heels in that brief touch.

“Tell me Theresa, what is your pleasure?” I coaxed, watching those honey irises darken in a cloudy storm of lust.

“Huh? I’m sorry, I don’t understand what you mean,” she quickly muttered, her voice becoming accented.

Flashing a casual smirk, I kept my voice even and smooth. “What is your pleasure? What in this conversation gives you pleasure? What makes your body soften?”

“What is it that makes me smell that sweet wetness producing between what I can only imagine are silky soft thighs. Tell me what your pleasure is so that I can decide if I should stay or go,” I seductively drawled in curiosity.

Theresa’s eyes fluttered then she ran her tongue over her lower lip.

“Dios. Your voice is like molten chocolate do you know that? And you smell so incredible,” she said in a melting sigh.

From the way her breasts rose up then down in subtle desire, it allowed me to see the shape of her hardening nipples against her blouse.

She was delicious.  It just added to the heat that was slowly flowing between us.

“Theresa …” I cajoled. “Dígame su placer.”

An instant flush covered her flawless skin when I asked what her pleasure was. Her lovely blush gifted me with the viewing of a rich amber hue. Her head tilted to the side and her palms lay against my chest. Theresa seemed to glance to the left and right of her in anxiousness. I assessed that it was from how I had just flipped my words.

“It’s been so long,” she modestly explained. “I can’t believe that I am doing this, but are you serious, or are you playing me because—”

Quickly claiming her lips, I drew her bottom one between my teeth to gently nip. I then smoothly tilted my head to change that nibbling kiss into a soft suck and slip of my tongue into her own.

Her nervousness only caused the heaviness in my pants to expand in need. It was a dangerous tactic to use with me. I let my tongue snake then stroke within her heated mouth until she rose on the tip of her toes to return the sensual dance between us. Her soft sigh was like a song that had me reaching down to hold her small waist in my hands. Inhaling her light seductive perfume, the sound of cars driving by and the occasional horns, did nothing to take away from the kiss we shared and way that I held her.

I leaned back some to study the way her long lashes fluttered against her cheek before lifting back up to stare at me.

“Wow,” was all she muttered before settling back on her heels. Theresa licked her lips then reached up to wipe her lipstick away from my mouth.

The second that she dropped her hand into mine to pull me forward, a slight amused smile splayed across my face.

“My pleasure is to make this a positive Monday morning,” she said. “And to have you screw me in my office. Okay?”

What was a man to do? I wasn’t going to deny her the pleasure she requested of me. Glancing over her titillating body, I removed my hand from hers to slide it against the small of her back.

“Lead the way,” I said while walking her to the door.

Theresa stepped forward, then stopped to study me. There was hesitancy in her eyes. She rested a hand against my chest and cleared her throat, “Can we keep this as private as possible? I have a reputation and specific people I don’t need in my business tainting anything.”

What she said, I could understand. Therefore, there wasn’t a thing for me not to disagree to in the terms of what she needed.

“Of course, what happens between us today stays between us. I prefer it that way actually.” I explained hoping she understood the code between my words. “We are just two adults, having a nice meeting over what services you can provide me and my company.”

Her bright smile gave me the exact answer and response that was needed. We both casually walked into her office building, where the building attendant waved her in with glee.

The pretty older woman that reminded me of middle-aged Cicely Tyson gave me the once over and it made me laugh when she said, “You are too handsome young man. Mmmhmm…I have a daughter!”

“Thank you, sweet auntie. She’s lucky to have your care,” I said with a respectful smile. “Have a blessed day.”

Stepping into the elevator with Theresa, we watched the doors close in quiet. I could tell she was putting on a show by the way she pulled out her cellphone and began to click on it. Though it was an act, it began to annoy me. We were back on that phone thing. One of my pet peeves.

In an intimate moment like this, I didn’t want the vibe chilled, but I let it go. Crossing my arms over my chest, my gaze locked on her. The earlier bashful mask was slipping away and taking priority over her real personality. Theresa seemed put together, but she was also pretentious, which bothered me a little. I wanted to shake that up, so as we waited to go to the 16th floor, I calmly pulled my glasses off. Folding each leg so that I could tuck them into my blazer. I pushed off from my corner on the elevator and then casually walked in front of her to cage her against the wall.

Theresa abruptly glanced in shock while I playfully tugged on her phone, “Put it away and act like you are interested in what I’m about to slip into you.”

There was nothing that could move me from my caging her. In this, I was the Alpha and she my willing Beta. Taking her hand, I stepped closer to guide her palm over my slacks to get a feel of the thickness she had been staring so intently at in Starbucks.

“Oh, damn,” she hissed. The sharp intake of her breath made me chuckle.

While one hand rested on the elevator wall on the side of her head, I gazed into her eyes waiting on the cue to take it farther.

“You’re serious…”

“Very,” I simply responded with a slight growl to my voice.

“There are cameras and we both agreed that—” she started.

I pulled her against me, stopping her midsentence. My hand slipped over her small yet plump ass.

Calmly, I leaned in to sultry whisper in a way that had her feeling it between her legs as I said, “And I said, look at me like you are interested in what you’re having for breakfast Theresa.”

“Mr. Hughes—” she began.

“Call me Kwame,” I interrupted.

“Kwame.” she started up again.

“Yes?” I smirked then waited.

“I don’t even remember,” she wispily uttered.

My fingers leisurely hooked under the rim of her skirt. I inched the fabric up to graze my fingertips against the side of her smooth thigh. As I trailed upwards toward the gap between her thighs, the sound of the elevator meeting our destination had me stopping my seduction.

“Good. Now show me your office because you have me restless,” I muttered then backed away to hold my hand out for her to step forward.

Theresa gazed up at me in astonishment then quickly stepped through the opening doors. I was very familiar with that expression. It said she was intrigued and wasn’t sure what she was about to step into. That made me smile.

In the atrium was a huge screen showed pictures of the big wigs here, one being Theresa’s lovely smiling face. The hall of her firm was flooded with people, but I really didn’t care at that moment. Women and some men gawked at me while I strolled after Theresa with my hands in my pants.

Watching them from the corner of my eye, I gave respectful nods and paused as Theresa spoke with her secretary— a golden brown sensually curvy woman in glasses and close-cropped coiled afro. Theresa and I were in a secluded area of the firm where there was just her secretary and us, so privacy was not a problem. I bypassed leaving my contact information for Theresa’s secretary to take down. Instead, I leisurely strode ahead of Theresa into her office then sat down at her desk, being purposely rude.

All around me were momentums of her attributes. She displayed several plaques, glass awards, her diplomas, and pictures on her desks of her with different smiling pretty people. Theresa was a successful woman. I appreciated her hustle. My fingers tapped in a rhythm that I only knew on the arm of my chair while I waited. When I heard the door close then lock, I knew that it was close to game time. I turned in my seat to assess her.

Since her office door was nothing but glass, she had no choice but to hit a button that made them frost over then pull the shades for added privacy. Gazing from the side, I watched her seductively move my way, and then saunter around my chair to stand in front of me. A haughty laugh came from her, and she positioned herself by my knees as her hand dropped to crimp the hem of her skirt up and slowly pull it up.

“Is this private enough for you?” she asked while spreading her legs apart so that she could work her black thong down her thighs under her skirt.

Steeple fingers rested against my lips and I gave a slight nod. I enjoyed a damn good show and right now, she was giving it to me.

“Not that it should bother you.” I said. “I have a feeling that you enjoy public displays. Which is why we are overlooking Atlanta right now and you haven’t pulled all those shades down. Am I right?”

Theresa gave a knowing grin. She then slid to her knees in prayer to my alter, “Yes…do you have a condom?”

Digging into my pants, I pulled out my wallet, which held several gold wrappers. Two fingers pulled one out, turning it in display for her, while I also slid my wallet back into my pocket.

“Is this condom to your liking?” I cajoled, then leisurely lounged back to observe her.

“Great, you came prepared. If not, I had my own. So, yes, it is actually.” She slightly boasted then continued on, “My status is negative, and I’ve never had a STD a day in my life. You?”

My legs stretched out to widen as I sat. I worked my jacket off letting it drop on the chair. I then reached down to unzip my pants, slipped a hand inside to pull myself out and rest my expanding dick on my thigh. Showing her my cocoa thickness, I licked my lips and continued sitting in a relaxed state.

“Never had a STD a day in my life and my status is negative. Only woman I ever was bare with, no longer is on this earth. So, is that good for you?” I asked while casually stroking my shaft up and down to the mushrooming tip.

Theresa’s gasp was enough for me. However, the words she said next, left me chuckling.

“Damn, papi! Your anaconda is dangerous!” she balked.

Still laughing because I had never heard anyone say such a thing, I continued my stroking. My grasping fingers rolled over the ridges of my smooth veins then enclosed to squeeze my tip with a satisfied groan.

“Yup.”

The moment I let my manhood ‘run the show’ was when Theresa dropped her head and tried to swallow me to the hilt. I would have warned her about that, but she was just a little too greedy to hear anything from me but a moan. So, I relaxed and enjoyed the second she worked her throat muscles as best as she could while her saliva coated me.

“Damn, Theresa.” My head tilted back while she created a gentle suction then a harder one.

She pulled me in and out of her heated mouth. Like an expert, she used her tongue to lick and trace over my tip hoping to see if I would weep my juices yet. She knew what she was doing and had a brother feeling good, feeling great. Running a hand down my chest, I smirked the moment she went back to gobble me up again, gasping that I was still getting hard and longer.

Theresa’s arousal was apparent by how she gripped my thighs. She tugged my pants down to my ankles the whole time tasting me. Eventually removing them she pulled off my shoes. She was hungry for me and it was a joy to witness such brashness.

I watched her step over my pants so that she could settle back between my taunt thighs. When she stared up at me with haughty eyes, I licked my lips ready for whatever she wanted to give. Theresa sensually opened her mouth to let her saliva pool over the tip of me. She then eagerly, swallowed me as best as she could again while groaning and wiggling against me. The instant she came, I knew it was on to the next phase.

Gently caressing her face, I motioned for her to move so that I could stand. When I did, my shirt came off in one swift move. Without any effort on my part, I then picked her up to sit her directly on her desk. I surveyed how she stared at me in awe. Her fingers reached up to trace the tattoo that covered my scar from my neck to over my pectoral and heart. I could see she had questions, but I moved her hand away. It was not her business.

As I lifted her upward, I pushed her skirt up to reveal her covered pretty folds. The rest of her was smooth and clean-shaven. It had me slipping two fingers against her dewy lips, to massage her and be awarded the feel of her hard pearl. Turning my fingers, I slipped my middle and ring finger inside and made a come here motion. The moment she arched, and reached out to grip my bulging arm, I knew I had her where I wanted her.

I bent over to brush my lips over the curve of her neck. My free hand then pulled on her silk, button-down shirt and scooped into her bra to fish out a pump small breast. Her nipple was taunt. It’s cocoa ridges begging to be tasted, so I sucked it in between my lips and felt her hips start to bounce against my massaging palm. The way her fleshy breast puckered in my mouth, made my manhood jump in need, signaling that I needed to move on.

Her honeyed, “Ay Papi”, had me moving backward to turn her around facing away from me. My hand careened down her back. Guiding her to bend over her desk I watched her arch perfectly. She was a naughty one.

It gave me subtle delight to shock her by taking a knee then kissing the quivering lips of her plum from behind. Her lovely gasp when I spread her wide to taste her with my tongue made my day. Curving it, I let the tip tap against her bud then snake inside of her slippery haven. Theresa tasted like sweet cantaloupe.

She encouraged me to go enthusiastically at her. So, I did. I held her plush ass to eat her like a peach. That felt so good to us both that I guided her to ride my face until I drank her sweetness. Pulling out, I slipped up to hold the back of her neck. Her hair was everywhere now, covering the side of her face like a veil. I pushed her lush mane out the way then slid my condom-covered shaft inside of her to the hilt.

Again, the reward was her slapping the desk hard then she sharply hissed with a plea.

“Kwame, please, it’s too much.”

I stopped moving and slowly inched out of her, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

When I stopped, my lover pulled roughly at me, “Don’t you dare stop!”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes!” Teresa hissed, staring at me in frustration and lust.

Leaning over her, I kissed the back of her neck then cupped her breast, palming her.

“Then just relax a little and let me get a little deeper mami,” I cajoled. “I promise this won’t hurt. Just trust me.”
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