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	Thimbe Audah Shaunessy didn’t fantasize about happily ever after. Sex was power. Money was her king. Thimbe was at the Wellington several times a week for brunch. She had a low-key crush on a handsome stranger in gold-rimmed glasses. He extended an invite. Thimbe accepted, not knowing how quickly she would fall into his embrace. 

	Gareth McIntyre was a fixer of sorts and preferred non-committed forms of pleasure. He admired Thimbe for weeks. She returned his curiosity. Their connection was intriguing, but another man wanted attention. Dangerous situations were constant for Gareth, but emotions are pushed to the limit when Thimbe’s life is put in jeopardy. She belonged to him. Everyone will know consequences. 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Sorting It Out 

	 

	

	Napa Valley, California 

	 

	 

	Gareth McIntyre

	 

	Chateau Le Corre Bouchet was a picturesque vineyard with acres of high-quality soil. Sunrise was a beautiful array of golds before rays of light burst through. My view from the awning window was remarkable. My phone chimed. I answered Ethan’s call, “We arrived on time.”  

	“And what did Mr. Tremblay have to say?” 

	I switched to Italian, “His information was useless.”  

	“It seems his dishonesty runs deep.” 

	“He needs to be replaced.” 

	Ethan sighed, “We need him for business purposes, at the very least, he has to sign documents and be present for quarterly audits.”  

	“Understood. He’ll know my reasoning shortly.”  

	“I don’t doubt it. Have Ashe text when you know more.” 

	“Of course,” I ended the call and put away my phone. 

	“Was it Ethan?” Pierre nervously asked. 

	It seemed he didn’t understand Italian or he would’ve heard my threat, “No cause for concern.”  

	“Surely, you know this wasn’t my mistake.”  

	“Is that what you’re calling it? A mistake?” I asked without looking in his direction. 

	Pierre was silent. Maybe he figured it was best not to be a nuisance. Ashe spoke in Italian, “Everyone’s waiting.” 

	“I’ll be along,” I replied, still taking in the beauty around me. A comforting feeling came from being in my home state, but the longing to stay was fleeting.

	“Why speak another language?” Pierre spoke up. “French is fine. Spanish is better. Italian’s not useful here. Why speak it?” 

	“Spanish is one of the most spoken languages in the world,” I replied with my hands in my pockets, still looking at the view. “Two thirds of your employees speak Spanish or French. These languages won’t be used for conversations meant only for my colleague.”  

	Pierre was silent. We walked down the hall and went into a room with barrels and worn floorboards. It was most likely the original wine distillery or tasting room. My eyes assessed the men. They were dealing with the aftermath of their decision. One flinched and touched his jaw. Another had a busted lip and was clutching his arm. Lastly, a guy was holding a napkin over his nose with blood seeping through, turning the white linen crimson. 

	Ashe relaxed against the wall, “I made adjustments.” 

	“My initial concern was about noise,” I said in English. “It’s fine because nothing was heard down the hall.” 

	The men were uneasy. Pierre’s knee-jerking motions revealed his nervousness. He was thinking about bolting for the door. I glanced at him in warning.

	Ashe spoke, “They won’t answer to anyone but Pierre.” 

	“We shall see,” I answered in Italian and switched to English. “This past week was short by two hundred and thirty thousand dollars. Where was the error?”  

	 Pierre hurried to offer an explanation “Maybe the money isn’t missing. There could be a counting mistake.” 

	“The bills went through several times,” Ashe told him. “There were no mistakes. Don’t keep lying.” 

	“By my calculations we are short the exact amount. Say which batch,” I told them. “This needs to be sorted.” 

	Silence happened. “Will no one speak? Fine. We’ll have it resolve momentarily.” I took off my suit jacket and cufflinks and then neatly folded my shirt sleeves while pacing and rambling numbers. I looked at the men, “Every route and time is designed to avoid issues.”  

	A Riveting Hammer was near stacked planks. I grabbed it and closed the distance to a guy tapping his knee. Beads of sweat were on his forehead. 

	I gripped the hammer, “My tolerance is low.” 

	“We’re being taxed,” he sputtered. “Pierre knows.”

	Pierre spoke quickly. “I know nothing of the sort. He mentioned complications during his last run.”  

	“The drops are secure. All monies are deposited here. Explain why someone from?” I paused for the location. 

	Someone answered, “They’re from Sacramento.” 

	Ashe shook his head, “You’re being taxed by someone two hours away. Give us a name.” 

	“Don’t,” I calmly said, looking around the room. “Don’t come forth with useful information. You can keep running in circles with broken riddles,” I twirled the hammer and tightened my grip. “Everyone is expendable.” 

	A guy spoke rapidly in Spanish. Pierre didn’t give them warning about us speaking the language. He recklessly talked about us being outnumbered. We could be overpowered. He taunted them for getting their asses kicked.

	 Ashe was amused by his word choices. I wasn’t. He continued ranting. His threats intensified. I threw the hammer. It rotated, hitting its target. He growled in pain but stood to dislodge the spiked end from his chest. 

	Men left their seats, not wanting to be caught in the midst of it. He furiously held the hammer with blood dripping on the floorboards. It was pride. Violence was expected. My gaze locked on his. He was being called out and couldn’t let it stand. He charged, fueled by anger. 

	I grabbed a plank, blocked his blow, and hit him in the ribcage. He lost his breath. I ducked another wild swing and worked his right arm while taking heavy blows from his left. Excruciating pain ripped through my shoulder.

	Fighting was a primitive, brutal sport, but respect was earned from it. I was mindful of that while shattering his kneecap. My boot felt the impact. I regained my balance and caught the hammer before it fell. 

	My aim was precise. Blow after blow destroyed bone on contact. It was eerily quiet but rectifying his transgression was important. He collapsed with his face bashed in and spouting a fountain of blood. I left him near death to carry the drenched hammer to the sink. Blood had seeped into the handle. Nonetheless, it needed to be fairly clean. 

	I silently washed my hands and the hammer. Ashe tossed a linen cloth. It would have to do. My shirt couldn’t be salvaged, but it would be taken care of in short order. 

	Murmurs and grunts were happening. Some didn’t like the turn of events. There were quick footsteps. A gunshot echoed through the room. I didn’t bother looking and calmly dried my hands and the hammer. 

	“Surely, there won’t be misunderstandings in the future,” I glanced over my shoulder at everyone. 

	“Any questions?” 

	Ashe relaxed with his gun, “Our timetable shouldn’t be disrupted again.” 

	“With that being said, we understand where the breakdown of communication took place,” I turned away from the sink and ignored the dead guy. 

	My attention was on the one who had taken a beating with the hammer. “It seems he’s having trouble.”  

	Ashe shot him twice, center mass, picked up the bullet casings, and turned away.

	 Frightened employees can’t be productive. Anxiety can be paralyzing during extremely stressful times. 

	“This is an unfortunate situation,” I addressed them in Spanish, “Please know we will handle all issues like this. Would anyone like a promotion?” 

	My question hung in the air until a guy left his seat. He had an athletic physique like Ashe and me. He rounded the chairs and stepped closer, not bothering to look at the dead men at our feet or Ashe standing nearby with his gun. He calmly spoke, “My name is Duó. My pick-ups and drops are always on time. Is there a raise?” 

	Ashe answered, “Twenty percent including benefits.” 

	“You can’t mean health and dental, but I’m in,” Duó looked at me, “Do I have permission to right wrongs?” 

	I finished drying the hammer, “If disrespect is shown, absolutely. We expect an easy transition.” 

	Duó chuckled, “I’m good with that, Boss.”  

	“Send concerns and updates to him,” I didn’t say Ashe’s name, only motioned in his direction. “Have these men presentable. Respect should be displayed when transport arrives. Urns and money will be sent to their families.”  

	“Does anyone else want family benefits?” Ashe asked. “Seven hundred and fifty thousand is a decent sum.”  

	Some shook their heads while others said no. Ashe had an awful sense of humor. He planned on killing them. 

	Duó signaled for men to move the bodies. One hurried out and returned with towels, trash bags, and duct tape. 

	Ashe crossed the room to Pierre. He was shocked with nowhere to run. The vineyard was owned by his family. It was his responsibility. 

	Ashe yanked Pierre by his arm, tossed him in a chair, and started texting. 

	“Wait! Wait!” Pierre was close to saying my name while begging for his life. I slapped him in warning. His very existence depending on how the next part went. 

	Pierre trembled and winced when his phone rang. 

	“Answer it,” I told him. 

	Pierre checked the phone’s display. I was getting impatient with how slowly things were progressing. He sensed it and took the call. Pierre stuttered, explained, begged for mercy, and said more useless information. 

	I wrapped the hammer in the linen cloth and gave it to Ashe. He tucked it in his pants and offered his gun. 

	The call ended. Pierre cried. “He said it’s okay! He did!” 

	“I’m bored with this entire ordeal,” I stepped closer, set on killing him, and being finished. 

	My phone chimed. I didn’t take my eyes off Pierre while answering it. Ethan chuckled, “Is he still alive?” 

	“For now. My patience has worn thin.” 

	“My understanding is Duó will handle things there. End this annoyance in Sacramento. Ashe should stay until he feels the vineyard is operational again.” 

	“And what of Mr. Tremblay?” My eyes locked on Pierre. He had to know I was prepared to end his life. 

	“Leave him. He’ll serve his purpose if only for financial reasons, but he is no longer in control.” 

	“I’ll let you know when it’s done,” I ended the call. 

	Duó crossed the room. Ashe met him straight on. Respect was given but trust was earned. 

	Duó kept his voice lowered. “The last run was taken by Leland and Gill Hammond. The cousins have a business in Sacramento. Quick loans, high interest rates, that sort of thing. Hector is lying there,” Duó motioned to the larger of the two. “He had a deal with the Hammonds.”    

	Ashe spoke, “He needed men. Where are they?”

	“Greg is lying next to him,” Duó explained, “Not clear on the third. His name wasn’t mentioned, but those two were involved for sure.” 

	My eyes went around the room and landed on the nervous one. He was trying to appear small in his chair, but he flinched when I spoke. “My intent was to question you earlier. You mentioned Pierre knowing of said tax.” 

	He quickly nodded, “Hector said I might get ran off the road. I should pay if it happens. I told Pierre.”  

	“I have no prior knowledge of this,” Pierre’s lie earned him a solid punch in the mouth. 

	Ashe kept his fist balled up while warning him. “Don’t keep lying. More will happen.”  

	Pierre wiped blood from his face, “Hector said two men took cash from him, and we would be targeted.” 

	I looked at the dead man on the floor. He was six foot four or five and at least three hundred and fifty pounds of muscle. “A man his size wouldn’t take being threatened.”  

	Pierre shrugged, “He attacked you. Maybe he knew them. He said they would stop our runs here and there.” 

	Ashe looked truly disgusted. He wanted to kill Pierre. I shared the sentiment if only to have a more productive establishment in the future. 

	I closed the distance to put the gun under Pierre’s chin, “Why not come forward with this information willingly?” 

	He wheezed and stuttered, “No, please! Wait! Please! I was trying to find the best solution!” 

	“You were being a coward,” Ashe corrected him and glanced around the room. “All this better make sense soon or I’ll return with a different set of principles.”   

	A tension-filled silence was in the air. 

	I studied the men in the room, mentally making note. “Duó, no one leaves this room until my colleague returns.” 

	He nodded and secured the room with two men flanking him. His loyalty will be tested in our absence. 

	We left the Chateau, feeling unsatisfied thus far. Ashe’s driver, Winifred, opened the trunk for us. I went through my leather duffle to retrieve a fresh shirt. 

	Ashe tossed the linen-wrapped hammer into the trunk, “What are your thoughts on the third person?” 

	I returned his gun and discarded my blood-stained shirt. “Maybe the tall, lanky fellow. He seemed upset about the killings, but fear can be unbearable for some. Another would be the only calm person in the room.” 

	“He was wearing a plaid shirt and blue denims,” Ashe said with ease. “He sat as if the men dying would clear him. He tensed when Duó relayed the information to us.” 

	“He couldn’t hear our conversation, but it put him on guard,” I put on my shirt, buttoned it, and tucked the ends neatly into my trousers. “Either way, it will be sorted.” 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Rectified

	 

	

	Sacramento, California 

	 

	 

	Gareth

	 

	Timing was important. Ashe was monitoring the situation closely. Kiana and her men reached the Chateau, but I felt restless by the time the car took the off ramp. 

	Our destination was a one-level storefront near the freeway. An Industrial Business Park and Storage Center were nearby. Hassle was to be expected. I screwed the suppressor on my gun and tucked it away. 

	Winifred parked. We left the car and walked toward H & H Check Cashing. A neon sign was flashing to show prepaid phones were available. Posters for wiring money were plastered on the windows and obstructing the view. 

	A couple was on their way out. Ashe held the door. They mumbled their thanks and went on. The place was vacant except for a woman behind a worn plastic booth. Wires hung from the camera. It probably wasn’t recording, but the metal door was problematic. 

	Ashe walked to the service window with questions on fees. The woman took in his tailored suit and easy-going demeanor. Ashe’s flirting made her laugh.

	It didn’t take much to avoid the rundown camera, but the door was locked. Ashe’s voice carried more. I pulled out my gun, disappointed because my suppressor was longer than I liked for a tight space. Nonetheless, I shot the metal bolts holding the lock, twisted the knob, and used my shoulder to boost impact. I was in the office before she could scream. “Don’t. I won’t hurt you.” 

	Ashe locked the front door and flipped the sign. The woman was afraid. Her knees were close to giving out. 

	I motioned for her to stay alert. 

	Her eyes filled with tears, “I don’t wanna die.” 

	“You won’t. I promise you. Follow directions.”  

	“The safe is on a timer. There’s not much in it.”

	“We’re not here for money,” Ashe said from over my shoulder. She was trembling and fearing for her life.

	 I kept my eyes on her, “Lovely, what’s your name?” 

	She whispered, “Nessie. My name is Nessie.”  

	“Are the cameras working?”  

	“No. They never fix anything around here. Gill and Leland aren’t the best people. I kinda get why you’re here,” she sobbed, “I was quitting at the end of the week because it’s not safe. Now, I know it’s all bad.”  

	“It’s a secluded location, hence, our current situation,” I stated. “Who is here with you?”   

	“Gill. He’s in the back. Leland should be in soon.” 

	Ashe asked, “Will he come through the front?” 

	“No, there’s a back exit,” Nessie’s eyes widened. “I don’t know anything else. I swear it.” 

	“I believe you. The Hammonds did a bad thing. We’re here for them. You’ll be safe when this is finished,” I stopped talking when noise came from outside.

	 Someone tried the front door. Ashe stepped into the hall, ready to intervene. Whoever it was walked away. 

	“Grab your purse and come closer.” I lowered my gun and kept my eyes locked on hers. Nessie flinched when the gun was moved from my right to the left. I put on gloves and offered my hand. “You won’t be harmed.” 

	Nessie took tiny steps in my direction. 

	I gently took her purse, “Don’t yell.” 

	“I won’t. Please don’t kill me. I won’t tell anyone,” Nessie flinched again when Ashe came closer, but she didn’t make a sound when he zip tied her hands. Nessie noticed his gloves, but she didn’t say anything. 

	“Sit under the counter,” Ashe moved the stool. “Keep low. We don’t want you to get hurt.” 

	Nessie replied quietly. “Okay thanks.” 

	Ashe helped get her situated. 

	I checked her purse, pocketed her phone, and looked at her license. “Anessa Marilyn Montclaire. Beautiful name, you should use it more. You’re local as well.” 

	Anessa didn’t speak, but her address was known. Consequences were implied. Everything was returned to her wallet with a stack of bills. “Money for your trouble.” 

	Anessa was confused, given her current situation. 

	Ashe zip tied her ankles, “Don’t make noise. We don’t want anyone knowing you were here.” 

	“I wasn’t here,” Anessa quickly replied. “I quit and left.” 

	“We’ll keep it in mind,” Ashe tucked the stool close, knowing she couldn’t maneuver without making noise. 

	He disarmed the panic button by yanking out the already frayed wires. It looked out of order, but it was better to remain cautious. 

	We left the office. Ashe waited in the hall. Noise echoed from a closed door. A television or radio kept Gill from hearing my approach. I lightly knocked on the door. 

	“Nessie, what the fuck? You’re not allowed in here! Get your ass to work! Do you want to get robbed?”  

	I tapped the door again and waited.

	“Nessie, for the last time,” Gill opened the door. I hit him hard, knocking him into the office. Gill scrambled toward his desk. I shot him in the leg. He yelped in pain, stumbled, and fell shy of his intended destination.

	 I rounded the desk. A gun was holstered and taped underneath. It was another rickety setup. King Supreme Adult Channel was loudly playing on the flat screen television. It would mute additional sound.

	 Ashe grabbed a rag and discarded plastic bags. He dumped the food cartons in the wastebasket. Gill wanted to talk. I punched him in the face. He groaned but didn’t say anything. Ashe patched up his leg and went back to the hall. Gill’s eye was twitching and sweat covered his brow. The bullet wound wasn’t life threatening. We had time for answers. I relaxed on the desk, “You have a deal with someone from Chateau Le Corre Bouchet. Yes?” 

	Gill’s nose was bleeding, “Yeah. Did he send you?” 

	“No. You’re stealing from me.” 

	Gill’s eyes widened, “Pierre Tremblay runs the place.” 

	“Were you told this?” 

	“Well, yeah. Hector said it was easy money. The guy was a punk, so he wouldn’t do nothing about it.”  

	“Why do you think it’s his business?” 

	“His family owns the vineyard. Figured the guys were hooking something up on the side,” Gill groaned, “Hector said it was cool. He planned everything.” 

	“I need his colleagues’ names. You can give the drawn-out version of your tale with more useless information. I’ll kill you and wait for the other Mr. Hammond. Decide.” 

	“Uh, his name was Greg, yeah that’s it. They gave us the route and times. We only pulled cash twice.” 

	“Twice too many. I’m told there was a third person.” 

	“Greg was always talking to someone. He mainly stayed in the background. He didn’t talk much.” 

	“A description would be helpful.” 

	Gill was nervous, “He’s about my height or yours. Well, six two or three.”  

	My gun tapped my knee in a fast rhythm.

	 Gill stammered on, “White guy, scruffy beard, brown hair. He didn’t talk much, but there’s a scar under his left eye. Stare at him long enough, you’ll see it.”  

	“Explain your agreement with Hector.”  

	“We force them off the road, smash windows, and grab. Our deal is half of what’s there.” 

	“Not all drops are transported in this manner,” I told him. “You know this, don’t you?”  

	Gill was silent, not wanting to say more. My position changed. He was nervous, “We don’t know no other way. Hector said which route to go after. We only did two.”  

	“And by we, you mean Leland and yourself?”  

	“Yeah. Hector or the guys would meet us afterward.” 

	“It’s three of them. You only did two heists.” 

	“Right. Hector always had a guy with him. Listen, I can tell you what their plans are.”   

	Noise came. Leland stumbled in. He collapsed on the floor. I warned Gill, “Don’t make a sound.”  

	He looked at Ashe and then his cousin.

	“We can return the money! Most of it cause we spent some, but I can get more! Much more! Don’t kill us!”

	 Gill didn’t listen to my directive. He was still begging when I checked the time. Ashe signaled it was all clear. Anessa was well-behaved and not a cause for concern. 

	The television was turned off. I stood and motioned for Gill to do the same.

	“What about my cousin?”

	“You should be concerned with your well-being. He’s unconscious. You’re the one in immediate danger,” I paused when Leland groaned. He started moving.

	 “It seems he’ll be coming along. Help him up.” 

	Gill rushed to follow instructions. He struggled to shake Leland awake. They shuffled toward the door. Ashe was waiting. We followed them but left the exit door ajar. 

	A white van cruised into a nearby lot and cut across, coasting to a stop at the sign before continuing on. A pest control logo and number was displayed on the side. The van careened to a halt and then backed up toward the exit. 

	Leland finally noticed his cousin’s wounded leg. He wanted to say something but decided against it. 

	The van stopped. Kiana jumped out wearing overalls with the same pest control logo on the back. She fixed the cap on her head and hurried to unlocked the van’s doors. 

	“Get in,” Ashe waited for an attempt to escape. 

	Leland and Gill didn’t want to risk it. They moved toward the van. Kiana opened the doors and stepped back. They were climbing in when bodies wrapped in trash bags drew their attention. It was too late. Ashe forced them in. Two low sounds happened when he shot them. They each received an additional bullet. 

	One could never be sure. 

	Ashe started dismantling his gun. He placed the parts in a chemical bucket. 

	Kiana closed one door, “Is there cleanup?” 

	“Blood splatter is near the desk,” I told her. “First door on your right.” 

	“I have a broken lock and casings from the front office’s metal door,” Ashe said, “A spent round should be in the room you’ll clean.”  

	“I’ll take care of it,” Kiana hurried in with her cleaning bucket of supplies. Ashe left the van and locked it tight.

	 All was quiet near the Industrial Business Park, fairly odd with it being close to eleven in the morning. Maybe it was vacant. Whatever the case, it worked in our favor.

	 Brick left the van. Ashe tossed him keys. He looked at them and scanned the parking lot. Anessa most likely owned the fire-engine red hatchback. A rusted pickup truck was parked nearby. Brick was behind the wheel in seconds. Kiana came out, “We’re good to go.”   

	“I’ll call in a bit,” Ashe held the van’s door. Kiana hurried in. She left with Brick following in the truck. 

	I gave Ashe my gun on the way inside. The office looked like it had previously. There wasn’t even faint disinfectant in the air. Anessa was sitting in the same position. Her eyes widened when she saw us. “I didn’t move,” her voice shook, “I stayed here, quiet. Just like you said.” 

	I calmly spoke, “We appreciate your patience.” 

	Ashe moved closer. 

	Anessa whimpered when he took out a custom knife. The stool was set aside. Ashe cut the zip ties on her feet to help her stand. He used the knife to remove the ties on her hands. She shook in fear and stuttered, “Can I leave?”  

	“Yes, you may,” I held out her phone, “Remember to get your purse. Please don’t discuss anything you saw. Anessa Marilyn, gather your belongings. It’s not wise to return.” 

	“I didn’t hear or see anything,” She put her phone in the purse and held her keys. “I’m ready to go.” 

	Ashe prompted her, “You quit around ten-thirty.”  

	Anessa nodded, “I sure did. I quit and left.”

	 We followed her to the exit. The office was in view, but everything looked as before. Anessa stopped at the metal door. Freedom was within reach, but she was afraid of what could be waiting. I didn’t want further delay and encouraged her, “Go on. It’s okay.” 

	 Anessa bravely pushed open the door, relieved that no one was there. She went down the steps and hurried to her car. Anessa’s red hatchback pulled out seconds later. She cut through the parking lot and used the side streets.

	Smart woman. 

	We were settled in the car and heading to the airfield when Ashe called Duó. “Check the guy in the plaid shirt and blue denims. Look for a faint scar under his left eye.” 

	There was silence. 

	Ashe looked at me, “He said to hold.” 

	I motioned for him to use the speaker option. There was noise. It sounded like a tussle. A loud thump happened and then Duó told his men to give him space

	He was back on the line, explaining, “Wesley tried making a run for it. He’s unconscious, but I’m tying him up before I kill his ass. We’ll be waiting for you.”  

	Ashe ended the conversation and called Kiana, “There will be another pickup at Chateau Le Corre Bouchet.” 

	“We stopped to change the van’s decals and license plate,” Kiana said. “The truck is refrigerated. It’ll hold.” 

	I tapped Ethan’s number. He picked up on the second ring, “How was your trip to Sacramento?”  

	“Informative. I’m heading to the airfield with minutes to spare. I’ll be on the two o’clock conference call.” 

	Ethan chuckled, “Meeting notes can be provided.”  

	“They’re tedious. Everything will be on schedule this evening,” I confirmed. Ethan ended the call. 

	My time in Sacramento would be explained in detail later. Leisure time was needed until then.

	 Ashe spoke, “What are we to do with Pierre?”  

	“Ethan requested he stay alive, but his lies are problematic. Gill mentioned two heists. Only the current one was short.” 

	“Pierre replaced the cash,” Ashe shook his head, “He’s weak.”  

	“Pierre’s betrayal won’t be overlooked, but the option can be revisited if previous examples don’t get results.” 

	Ashe didn’t want to ditch another gun. He decided to kill Wesley in another fashion. Whatever suited him best. 

	 The jet was waiting and ready. I relaxed in a leather seat with a drink in no time at all, but there was a delay leaving the runway. I was on the conference call listening with my thoughts on the beautiful woman from the Wellington. It had been sultry smiles from her and admiring glances from me. She sat at the same table, garnishing attention without putting in effort. Her name was known, now, my curiosity was only the beginning. 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Not Happening  

	 

	

	Pink Orchard 

	 

	 

	Thimbe Audah Shaunessy

	 

	“Audah! No! Please stop saying that,” my sister shrieked, making her hysterics all the more irritating. 

	I sucked my teeth, “Your spoiled ass don’t make sense.”  

	Leila kept whining, “Davide should be understanding!” 

	“You’re my blood, and I can’t wrap my mind around all your foolish decisions. Stop taking advice from your girlfriends. All they have are wet asses and poor advice.” 

	“Why do you always go in on my friends?” 

	“Because they go along with your stupid shit, like arguing with your husband. Only two are in a marriage.” 

	“Marriage is for merging families and children. It’s tradition. Mom will come around if she had a grandchild.” 

	“Mom is ashamed of where we’re from. She won’t be any happier with you giving birth to a child. Stop it.” 

	My sister didn’t say a word against it. Mom couldn’t be the doting mother after Dad’s death. She treated Leila like a princess, but she was cruel and unforgiving toward me.

	Dad’s savings dwindled. Mom didn’t want to get a job. She dated with hopes of finding a generous benefactor. Mom was determined to remarry, regardless of what her potential husband looked like. She did that and her new husband didn’t want little black girls around. Mom broke Leila’s heart the day she walked out on us. My sister grew up, went to college, fell in love with Davide, and married him two years after graduation. I had freedom, made lots of cash, and lived on my terms. I wouldn’t change a thing, but my sister needed to stop acting stupid. 

	Leila sighed, “Why can’t we treat Mom like a person?” 

	“Like a parent,” I replied. “That’s the word you meant.”  

	“Right. I had it good living with you.” 

	“Your memory is truly selective. That place was a shithole and stop giving Mom credit. It took years of working in fast food places and cleaning rich people’s homes to move us into a nice neighborhood. I was barely sleeping, paying bills, and trying to keep food on the table. That’s the kind of sacrifice you need to be a parent. Your needs and wants come last. Are you willing to do it?”  

	“I feel like I can. Davide will help.” 

	“Your husband works fifty hours a week and comes home to a chore list. He’s painting and renovating a house that has nothing wrong with it. Keep making emotional decisions. Go ahead. It’ll be your downfall.”  

	“I like our sunroom. It’s beautiful.” 

	“It is. Sit your ass down and be grateful.”  

	 “You’re right. I shouldn’t keep going overboard,” Leila sighed. “I’m not saying I won’t flip out because it’s not true, but I don’t disrespect Davide by screaming at him.” 

	“No, you don’t. You take away affection and ignore him when all he does is love you. Why hurt him?”

	“I’m not doing it on purpose. I get it in my head, things should be a certain way. I wanted a husband, a nice house, kids, you know the entire dream.” 

	“You’re trying to make your life fit a list.” 

	“What’s wrong with that?” 

	“Everything if you don’t have goals. Name some.”  

	“I don’t have any for me. This is all based on things we can do together. Stuff I want.”  

	“Children are not things. A vacation, a new car, clothes, are things.” 

	Leila sighed, “I love Davide. We can start a family.” 

	“And you’ll complain about being tired and won’t show interest in your husband. You’ve been married for five months. You’re awful when you’re happy too. Damn.”

	“Hush, you love me,” Leila sighed again, “Okay. I’m a bit much at times, but Dad would’ve agreed with me.”

	“You were too young to remember his values. It was important for you to be respected and adored. Dad would’ve loved grandchildren when you were ready.” 

	 Leila sobbed. “Dad was wonderful. I miss him.”  

	My eyes brimmed with tears, “I do too. More and more every day. Leila, you have a good life. Don’t mess up.” 

	“I won’t. I just want a baby.”  

	“And your husband told you to wait. You brag about how good he is at taking care of the mortgage and both cars. You’re materialistic. Davide knows that and loves you anyway. Leila don’t be a fool.”  

	She dramatically groaned, “Why can’t you support me?” 

	“Because this is nothing but boredom. A child is not a baby doll you can dress up, play with, and toss aside.” 

	“Audah! Stop! I’m nothing like Mom! I won’t abandon my children!” 

	“But you’re forsaking your husband by listening to those terrible ass women you call friends. Davide keeps giving you the world. Your ass better get it together because random pussy is everywhere. Some women will bring everything they have, showing him there’s more to life than listening to a wife that’s never satisfied. They’ll do what he wants for less than a two-carat diamond ring and comfortable lifestyle. Are you prepared for that?” 

	“No because Davide’s not going anywhere. He loves me,” Leila’s voice shook, “I’ll lose it if he cheats.” 

	“Handle your business and stop giving other females insight to your marriage. Gossip less. If I had a husband, all females would leave the house when I do. She won’t get a whiff of there being trouble.” 

	“I don’t let them stop by when I’m not around.”  

	“Good. You’re listening to something.”  

	“I called for sisterly advice.” 

	“That’s all you’re getting. Don’t come crying on my doorstep because I put you through college to see your degree gather dust. Marrying your ass off was my final duty. I’m through.” 

	“Yeah right. You’ll come running if someone messes with me,” Leila laughed so hard after saying it. 

	 My sister had a good heart, selfish at times, but loveable when it counted most. Leila needed to rein in all the emotion she kept throwing around at random times.

	 I smiled, “Put you and Davide first. Always.”  

	“Okay. Audah, will you visit if we move back home?” 

	Answering my sister’s question wasn’t easy. We were born in the United States and visited Ethiopia when Dad was alive. Mom threw aside our heritage and embrace whatever ways she wanted after he died. We were the epitome of beauty with melodic voices but exiled from what should’ve been familiar. Africa was the beat in our hearts and called us with every breath we took.

	“You’re about to say no,” Leila sounded disappointed. 

	I spoke before she started whining.

	 “Davide’s family lives here. It makes sense to have a vacation home there. It’ll be nice. I want to go home too.” 

	 My hope had always been for my sister to find her place. It was something I wanted dearly. Leila is loved and happy. There was no space for shame in my life. 

	My world was fierce and vibrant. Sex was a weapon and money was a resource. Power was pure adrenaline, but my lifestyle would never be for my sister. 

	Leila sighed, “Okay. I’ll work on being a better wife before telling Davide I want a vacation home.” 

	“Good. Maybe his family will visit too. You can never have enough love.”  

	“That’s so true!” my sister squealed in delight. “Audah, I want you to find a man and fall hopelessly in love!”   

	 “Don’t even start. Love won’t keep bills paid.” 

	“But you know all the ways to have him fall for you,” Leila argued, “You can have the man of your dreams.”  

	“True, but I’m not dreaming for a man.” 

	My sister sucked her teeth, “What then? Another luxury townhome? An upgrade to your unbelievably expensive car. What? I’ll scream if you say a new wardrobe. Yours is fit for a goddess. I want every single item you have.” 

	“Because you’re envious.” 

	“True. I admit it. Why don’t you stop working for Gio?” 

	“You know he’s not in charge. My boss was good to us. He never let harm come to me,” I stressed every word. “My life. Our life is good because of him, you know that.”  

	“Mister Vince said you could do whatever you want.” 

	I sighed because my sister was book smart, but she didn’t understand the ways of the world. 

	“What?” she asked, “Did he change his mind?

	“No. It’s not about him allowing anything. Loyalty can’t be purchased. It comes without retail tags and guarantees that life will be perfect. It’s gritty. It’s pain.”  

	“I’ll never know that part of your life, and I’ll never be half the woman you were forced to be,” Leila’s voice trembled. “Audah, I love you. Don’t get in trouble. Can you not get killed? My heart will break for eternity.” 

	I smiled, “Stop being dramatic. It’ll only be bail money.” 

	Leila groaned, “I’ll keep dreading it. Hopefully, it’ll never happen.” 

	“Do you remember the plan?” 

	“How can I forget? You drilled it into me. I’ll always know everything. Codes, locations, the whole bit.” 

	“Good because I want you to live well.” 

	“Don’t you dare talk about something happening to you!” her voice rose in alarm. “Don’t ever say it!”  

	I laughed, “See how serious you are. Stop vexing me and your husband with this bullshit. We need a break.” 

	“Okay. I’ll stop being a bratty wife too.” 

	“As you should,” I replied. 

	We talked until Leila started cooking dinner. Our call ended, but her next text had me smiling.

	 

	


	 

	Perfect Hustle 

	 

	

	 

	 

	Thimbe 

	 

	Brinley was standing near the desk with her hands clasped. She still had her innocence after one of the strongest and most expensive hustles I had ever seen. 

	We met in Los Angeles on Sunset Boulevard. Antonio had business in the city. I went to relax, flirt, and link up with the owner of a luxury escort service. The hotel looked like a castle. Antonio was interested in purchasing a residence there. It had a scandalous past with the mega rich coming through to have naughty fun. There was no telling what was going on behind closed doors. It was paradise, and I felt comfortable in our lavish bungalow. 

	We went on a tour and ended up in the lounge. Antonio was still dealing with business. I was sampling the cocktail list and looking at eye candy when Brinley walked in. She was in her early twenties but had a delicate innocence men and women alike found appealing. Brinley sat and sipped her martini until a gentleman approached her. They talked. Obviously, he was willing to pay for her time. I watched her work. The bartender was paid. Time was spent somewhere on the grounds.

	It was interesting the first night, impressive the second, and I sent her a drink on the third. Brinley came to say hello. She was a natural blonde, soft spoken, with a slight twang. It was a tell-tale sign of her Kentucky roots. 

	Brinley went to the City of Angels with stars in her eyes and plans to make it in Hollywood. She talked about grueling casting calls, headshots, glamour poses, acting, and speech courses. Brinley was frustrated after being promised roles only to get passed over. She wanted to make it the legit way and didn’t use her sexual skill, but fucking the right person at the right time could’ve opened doors. Brinley could’ve been a starlet or a young widow while she was still dreamy-eyed and believing in love. 

	Brinley wanted to stop paying hotel staff to look out for her and move onto accepting consistent clients at her own beautiful loft. It could happen with reliable security, but she would still need someone to keep the clients in line.

	 I spoke on it and offered her a job. Brinley was wide-eyed and questioning my sanity after the salary offer. She kept glancing at Antonio. Brinley said he was gorgeous and had to be into illegal business. There was truth to it. Antonio had a dangerous vibe all the time. Brinley eyed him while whispering I could stay with her if I needed a place to crash. She promised no one would hurt me. 

	Brinley was too darling. My offer went up to high six figures. She had questions. I answered them all and introduced her to Antonio. She liked having Kentucky within minutes of our location. Brinley could go home or return to Cali if things didn’t work out. She needed to pass a drug test, but alcohol and a little marijuana were fine, anything else was a definite no. 

	Brinley thought about it over drinks and then said yes. Money was transferred to her account. 

	We were thick as thieves for days, relaxing by the pool, shopping on Rodeo Drive, and lying on the beach taking in the sexiest views. We were leaving Los Angeles. Brinley had her bags packed and was waiting near the building in a floral wrap sundress and oversized superstar sunglasses. 

	We left Los Angeles without seeing talent from the escort service because Brinley broke my budget for the trip. There were eighteen women working before her and more ladies came in the last two years, but there was a special place in my heart for Brinley.

	 She was looking at me, “Did you tell Leila I said hello? I always say it.” 

	I smiled, “You do. I’ll remember to tell her next time.” 

	“Okay. Because it’s good for her to know it,” Brinley rambled and nervously tucked hair behind her ear. 

	I motioned for her, “Darling, come closer. Talk to me.”  

	Brinley gracefully settled on the desk, “Don’t be mad.”   

	“Why? What happened?” 

	“It was an experiment, but nothing too terrible. Just don’t be mad,” she repeated with her lip trembling. 

	Every woman working at the Pink Orchard knew I would lay down my life for hers. We came with our broken pasts and terrible histories. Sometimes, it wasn’t about a person’s life being hard. We needed to be respected and understood without judgement and petty bullshit. 

	 I let Brinley take her time. Aiden was nearby and didn’t have the patience to wait. He stalked to the desk with a can of spray tan. 

	“She was up there giving herself a sun-kissed glow.”  

	Brinley gave him a dirty look, “I was telling her in my own time. You shouldn’t be in our suite anyway.” 

	“You were crying like someone hurt you. It didn’t work out. Say it and be through.” 

	“Enough,” I calmly spoke, ending it. “Aiden, thanks for looking after her.” 

	He winked at me. “Anytime. Brin knows you won’t yell.”

	Her blue eyes widened, “You won’t. Right?”  

	I smiled, “No. How bad is it?” 

	“Umm, not too bad. I was wearing gloves handling it, not wanting to stain my hands, but it didn’t work like the directions.” 

	I glanced at Aiden, “Make sure the girls are ready.” 

	“Of course, Mistress,” he smiled and went upstairs. 

	Giovanni’s security was in his office as usual. We were alone. I motioned for Brinley, “Come on. Show me.” 

	She lifted her dress, revealing her lingerie and the splotchy spray tan on her thigh and tush. 

	Brinley bit her lip, “It kinda burned going on. The stuff was expensive. It shouldn’t have done that.” 

	I gently examined the area. “Brin, what did I say?” 

	“Don’t tan. I wanted a little color. My skin is so pasty.” 

	“It’s porcelain and flawless. You’re innocent and pure.”

	Brinley giggled, “I’m everything but pure.” 

	I teased her, “Darling, you’re as pure as the driven snow. Men love it.”  

	She laughed and then sighed, “I’m sorry for messing up. Don’t fire me. I love working here.” 

	“Hush, no one’s getting fired.” 

	“Okay. Thanks for taking up for me too. I didn’t steal anything. I would never do that.”  

	“Honey, that was months past. I’m not in the mood to talk about Erika’s thieving ass. Her time will come. We’ll have to deal with this because your sensitive tushie is not handling this well.” 

	Brinley groaned, “I picked the wrong night for this bright idea. Special guests are coming. Do I have to go home?” 

	“And have you miss out? No.”  

	Her eyes lit up again, “Okay. What’s the plan?” 

	“We’ll go upstairs and get this tawdry color off and then we’ll take care of your skin. We’ll have to use concealer and bronze powder for a nice, natural looking glow to balance out this mess. Next time, tell me. I’ll add a little shimmer on your skin. Peach blush.” 

	“Oh, that sounds good. Maybe no one will notice it. I promise not to do it anymore. Wait. I’m working the desk.”  

	“You will be after we fix this nonsense. Strip down and use a silk robe. We might need a miracle.” 

	“You’ll make it better. I know it,” Brinley carefully went up the steps, holding the banister, like the delicate little thing she was. Brinley was a different version of Leila. Their twenties came with dreams and hopes that love would find them. My days of being naïve and looking at the world with rose-colored glasses were gone, but my sister’s question bothered me. Surely, a good, sexy, trusting man could be in my future. Not love. Never that. 

	 

	


	 

	Queen City

	 

	

	 

	 

	Thimbe 

	  

	Aiden came downstairs, “Brin seems calmer.”  

	“I’ll straighten her out in a second. Answer the phone if it rings,” I tapped the option for the automated message to be turned off. “Do you remember what to say?”    

	“Hello, Micro Technologies, how can I help you?” Aiden replied in a professional voice. “I’ll switch the title to keep things interesting.” 

	“Whatever works. Let them state their business and send anything urgent to my voicemail.” I stood up. 

	Aiden whistled, “You look good. I like the wine color.” 

	“Thanks, but you like everything on me.” 

	“True. I don’t want you to go,” Aiden teased, “But I love watching you leave. Sway for me.”  

	I let my hips and ass bounce for his pleasure. Aiden called after me, “That’s how I wanna start my night.” 

	I couldn’t stop laughing. Aiden had an All-American Golden Boy look with sandy-blond hair and bright brown eyes. He could’ve pass for the heir to millions with an outrageous wardrobe and sexy persona. 

	Truthfully, we would’ve been a couple in another lifetime. I could’ve been his Queen, letting him lavish me with gifts, and spoil me like no other, but Aiden couldn’t be faithful for shit. He didn’t play favorites and believed all women were deserving of him. Aiden was a ladies’ man, but he will flirt or fuck whoever for the right price. 

	A door slammed. I sighed. Tonight wasn’t the night for it. Giovanni Martinelli had sex appeal, and there was a time when I would’ve considered him fuckable. Maybe if no one else was around, and I was horny as hell, but my thoughts were on the quiet, reserved guy with gold-rimmed glasses. He had one more time to walk in the Wellington, looking incredible. 

	Imagining him messed with my mind. He was a fantasy for now, and Giovanni wasn’t even in the running. 

	Speaking of, he stepped into view looking like the world was his. Maybe tonight would happen without a hitch. Nope. Giovanni stared at Aiden. “My guests don’t wanna see a man at the desk. They need beautiful women.” 

	Aiden glanced at him, “Are you implying I’m not beautiful?”  

	Giovanni ignored Aiden. He started talking directly to me, “Tell your boy toy to leave.” 

	I sucked my teeth, “Why can’t you ever do next level?” 

	Giovanni looked confused. Aiden explained, “She wants you to run the show without getting on her nerves.”  

	“We’re good together. Thimbe loves me.”  

	Aiden laughed, “I wanna see when she hates you.”   

	Giovanni went back to ignoring Aiden.

	 “Where are the girls? I need them gorgeous and playful tonight. I’m your boss. I want it done.” 

	“First off, my girls are ten times more, every night. You can keep throwing your boss title around. I’m here around the clock. My salary needs to reflect what you’re saying, Boss Man.”   

	Gio frowned, “Why do you always talk about your pay? I don’t know how much you make. Our boss pays you.”  

	“Exactly. Who are we expecting?” 

	“You don’t have to know,” Giovanni said with all the authority he didn’t have. “I want you at my side.” 

	I glanced at Aiden. 

	We laughed at the same time. 

	Giovanni frowned, “We need to present well.” 

	“And we do, separately, you’ll handle business, and I’ll make sure your company is treated well,” I went up the winding staircase, leaving him behind. 

	The Pink Orchard was my baby. All the furnishings from the lavish chairs to the beds were chosen by me. Each room had a different vibe. Quaint, sweet, sexy, and so on, but no expense was spared. Fragrances drifted in the main dressing room. Thirty-two women worked for me. There were seven beauties on for the night with ten on-call. Variety was important in our line of work. 

	 Magdalene and Vera were naughty girls. They enjoyed their kink. Keema has this upfront sexual aggression, but she followed the rules. Keema didn’t hurt men in ways they didn’t like. Natalie and Gina took oral sex above and beyond what average women were capable of. Bethanne was into a little of everything, but she had diva ways. 

	“What’s wrong with you?” I asked her. 

	Bethanne sighed, “Is Gio entertaining tonight?”  

	“Yes, regardless, you should always present well.” 

	Keema spoke up, “Gio’s having meetings when you’re not around.”  

	I smiled, “Thanks for looking out, but meetings with his men is on him. None of you should be in Giovanni’s office sucking or fucking. Did I not make myself clear?”

	All the girls answered. They knew better than to fall in with Giovanni’s men. 

	“What about Aiden?” Vera asked. “Shouldn’t he stay away too?” 

	I smiled, “He can be wherever. Aiden is responsible for his safety. Maybe they’ll fight or fuck. Men will be men.”

	Laughter filled the air. Bethanne looked less bitchy, but I wanted to know what was bothering her. 

	She finally sighed, “I don’t wanna give head tonight. You know the older gentleman aren’t my type. I’ll do it, but I won’t be into it.” 

	“So fuck,” Natalie spoke up. “Blow jobs are my specialty.” 

	“And you suck cock well,” I lovingly teased her. 

	Natalie blushed and laughed, “It’s a good skill.” 

	“It is. Finish up. We’re fifteen minutes away from our evening. Bethanne, you’ll work the desk,” I glanced at her. “Flirt shamelessly with our guests.” 

	She nodded, satisfied with that.

	 Brinley was quietly waiting in a silk robe with her hands clasped, “It’s not hurting much now.” 

	“I’ll take a look. Go behind the silk screen,” I gathered my items and rounded the screen to sit on an ottoman. 

	Brinley was naked and ready. “This room always makes me feel like a princess, well, all of them do,” she sighed, “It’s a palace. No one knows from the outside.” 

	I started cleaning her delicate skin, “That’s the point, darling. Why be a princess when you can be Queen?” 

	“Oh no, that’s your title. We’re princesses, and you’re the Queen,” Brinley quickly replied. 

	“That’s true,” Keema said loudly. “You are the Queen!” 

	I laughed because the ladies were riled up after a few minutes of castle talk. They were chatting and helping each other with whatever was needed. 

	Thankfully, Brinley’s spray tan came off with a little effort. Concealer covered the splotchy red marks. I let it dry, used bronzer, and finished with peach shimmer, working from her waist down. “Look at your tushie.”  

	Brinley turned and squealed, “It looks so natural!” 

	“The key is to enhance not cover with harsh chemicals. Come on, your chest, back, and arms need brushing over.” 

	“Right. It should be even,” Brinley kept still but didn’t stop looking in the mirror. “My skin is flawless! I love it!” 

	I teased her for being excited while using a plush body brush to buff every inch of her. Brinley was finished and getting ready when I walked around the silk screen. My ladies were waiting, dressed modestly or provocatively, depending on the vibe they wanted for the night. 

	“Pretty, very elegant, stunning, gorgeous. I like what I’m seeing,” My compliments happened as they left to be alluring and playful. I stood at the balcony for a second.

	 Giovanni and his men were lounging in the extravagant great room. Sometimes, men came in for business. They wanted their cocks sucked or a quick fuck before going on their way. Other times, it was flirty conversation. 

	We gave the illusion of caring about every aspect of their lives. Money was first and foremost. It was business. 

	My descent was effortless with Magdalene and Vera behind me. Bethanne was with Aiden. He was explaining something. I wasn’t concerned about the conversation and poured extra old Cognac and fine champagne for him. It was an expensive brand and the only kind Aiden drank. 

	I offered it to him, “Go relax.”  

	Aiden accepted the drink while his other hand caressed my waist. He lured me in, “I like this fragrance, hmm, there’s nothing like the scent of you. It’s delicious.” 

	Aiden kissed my cheek and sauntered to the sitting room. He didn’t need a bed for his adventures. Giovanni seemed satisfied with him being out of sight, but his men were still looking foolish. All the keypads and security doors were our saving grace along with someone always watching the place. I sat in a leather chair. “Don’t worry.” 

	Giovanni sighed, “I won’t. Thimbe, you’re the best.” 

	“It takes effort,” I said but didn’t follow with a smart remark. He had to be in the right mindset. 

	“When will you be with me?”

	The question wasn’t annoying since he was speaking in his normal tone. I dramatically sighed. Giovanni liked that. My eyes moved to him, silently admiring him.

	“What are you on about? We’re partners.” 

	He relaxed in the chair, “We could be more.” 

	“I’m not your type. Stop forcing it.” 

	His handsome face twisted. Giovanni was used to getting his way. He was spoiled. That in itself was a turn off. 

	His phone chimed. 

	Giovanni glanced at the display, “Shit. It’s our boss.” 

	“Antonio or Vince?” 

	Giovanni shot a dirty look in my direction, “They’re both Mr. Ricci.” I let him have his status. He was nursing a fragile ego already. Giovanni answered the phone all apologetic like. He looked confused, “She’s right here. Do you want to speak with her?” 

	I glanced at him. 

	Giovanni shook his head, “He ended the call.” 

	My phone chimed a second later. Antonio was calling. 

	I answered, “Good Evening, Mister Ricci.”  

	He laughed, “Why are you being formal?” 

	“Gio said to address you this way,” my tone was serious, but I wanted to laugh. Giovanni looked terrified. 

	Antonio chuckled, “Don’t. I have guests on their way. I’ll be there soon. Can you take care of them?”  

	I smiled, “Yes, without question.” 

	“Domino Santiago will want you. Audah, be nice.” 

	“Of course, do I ever disappoint you?” 

	He laughed, “No, not ever. Be nice to Gio too.” 

	I playfully groaned, “Now, you’re asking for miracles.”  

	Antonio was amused. He said when to expect him and ended the call. Giovanni was staring, “What did he say?” 

	“His company will arrive shortly. We’re to make them feel welcome,” I said easily leaving out the joke. 

	“Antonio said something else to you,” Giovanni looked at me suspiciously, “What was it?”  

	“Nothing, stop worrying. Be professional.” 

	“They spoil you, knowing it makes my job difficult.”  

	“Say it to Mister Ricci’s face, either one, see what happens.” 

	Giovanni transformed into the suave, well-spoken man he should be. Our night was beginning. It was always thrilling. I kept loving it.

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Turning Them On

	 

	

	 

	 

	Thimbe 

	 

	Giovanni was on point greeting our guests. Three men were with him. Two looked like security. They stood near the man holding my attention. He was attractive with olive skin. His dark-brown eyes were framed by lashes. Jet-black hair curled around his collar, and his tailored suit enhanced it all. 

	Giovanni introduced him, “Meet Domino Santiago.” 

	Mr. Santiago smiled, “The pleasure is all mine.” 

	“It is,” I agreed. “Gentlemen, relax, drink, enjoy.” 

	“What will you all be having?” Bethanne asked with none of the bitchiness from earlier. She was liking the men because they were in their late twenties and early thirties. She flirted and cooed. 

	Looks like Bethanne will be giving head tonight. 

	Domino was watching me. 

	I kept teasing and tempting him to see where the vibe was. “Mister Santiago, can you say what pleases you?” 

	“Domino, please. My answer is everything you can dream of and more,” he was cocky, knowing his charm and looks would always get him far. “Decide for us.” 

	“Oh, I appreciate you allowing it,” I said with a playful wink, “I have to say, I’m very good with desires.” 

	His men looked like they didn’t believe it. Magdalene and Vera were stunning with their best assets on display. Bethanne was a pretty brunette with a pert bow-shaped mouth and petite frame. They didn’t show interest. 

	Domino was admiring me. He sipped his drink and then relaxed, “Adrian and Hawk are waiting. Show us.” 

	His men were gruffly handsome, tattooed, and the kind of guys who liked it rough. Idle conversation was never my thing. Bethanne made sure the men had drinks. Adrian looked over my shoulder. The girls were on time. 

	Brinley’s dress flattered her hourglass shape. Adrian only took his eyes off her to look at Keema.

	 I teased him, “Would you like to be introduced?” 

	He nodded and there was disappointment, but not with Brinley. Maybe he had a problem asking. 

	I smiled, “Brinley, darling, how does Adrian look?” 

	“Handsome and strong,” her delicate voice hit his ears and caused an instant reaction. He sat up straighter. 

	Brinley purred, “I like him very much.” 

	Domino was amused. Brinley studied Adrian, curiously blinking a few times, urging him to make a move. He wanted to feel powerful. Brinley bit her lip and shyly looked at the other men. Adrian didn’t like it. 

	Keema was wearing a men’s style pantsuit. It revealed her enticing cleavage under the fitted jacket. Her jeweled belt accented her trim waist and full hips while hinting at her treasures. Keema’s makeup was flawless, bringing attention to her cocoa-brown skin. She feathered her hair and turned slightly, giving the men a side view. 

	Adrian groaned. Keema’s ass probably made his balls draw tight. He was caught in her gaze. Brinley put her arm around Keema and relaxed against her shoulder. Keema’s hand went around Brinley’s waist. The girls were perfect.

	Adrian couldn’t hide his need. 

	“They’re yours,” I told him. “Did I get it right?”

	Adrian nodded but didn’t say anything. I patiently waited for him to voice his desire. Domino glanced at him. Adrian quickly picked up on his cue. “Yeah. I want them.” 

	Brinley took a step forward, but Keema pulled her back. The girls did their little routine often. It was cute to see.

	Brinley looked at Keema with her blue eyes wider than ever, “I like him. We shouldn’t make him wait.”

	It was my turn, “Keema, what’s wrong?” 

	She spoke without taking her eyes off Adrian, “He’s not showing he wants us.” 

	Adrian stood and respectfully held out his hand. 

	Keema smiled, “A gentleman should spoil his women.”  

	Adrian smiled. “Of course, please join me.”  

	Keema took his invitation, guiding them forward. Brinley laughed and cuddled with Adrian. Keema moved close to whisper something naughty in his ear. 

	Innocence and Sin. 

	My darlings guided him to a loveseat. They eased onto his lap, whispering, and touching him. He groaned in pleasure when Keema ran her hands through his hair. 

	Domino laughed, “Adrian won’t want to leave.” 

	“He’s welcome to stay until dawn,” I replied with ease. 

	Hawk frowned into his whiskey. He looked bored. Maybe Hawk was in love. It’ll be a hard match if he was thinking about another woman. One of Giovanni’s men came into view. Hawk’s eyes lit up and then lost interest. 

	Domino was talking, “What of myself and Hawk? You can’t possibly know what we want.”  

	“Mister Santiago, you’ll take pleasure in all the Pink Orchard has to offer. You’re the adventurous type. Sex is too be enjoyed. Yes?” My playful teasing made him laugh. I texted Aiden but kept talking, “I haven’t lost my touch.” 

	Aiden sauntered out of the sitting room, wearing a tailored three-piece suit. His hair was mussed. His smile was playful. Aiden set down his empty liquor glass and joined us. Hawk downed his drink. He was more alert. 

	I silently waited. Aiden pulled me close and kissed my cheek. “I’m still upset at being banished for the night.” 

	“You’re very naughty,” I reminded him. “We can’t have you out and about all the time.” 

	“Oh, but you can,” Aiden playfully teased me. “What do you need?”  

	“I want you to meet our guests. Mister Santiago.” 

	“Domino, please, Thimbe, you make me sound old,” he replied and sipped his drink to hide his smirk. 

	Domino probably assumed Aiden was for him. I turned to Hawk, “And this is Hawk. I’m betting you’re a cigar man. We have a wonderful selection in the sitting room.” 

	“Box pressed. Early nineteen hundreds,” Aiden glanced at Hawk. “Looks like you’ll need another drink as well.” 

	Hawk looked at the empty glass in his hand, “Yeah, probably. Are the cigars Cuban?” 

	Aiden looked at him in disbelief, “Is there any other kind? If so, don’t tell me. They probably taste horrible.” 

	Hawk chuckled, “Bordeaux Reds.”  

	“Seriously?” Aiden asked and then shook his head, “They were derived from Cuban seeds and blended by a famous craftsman in Nicaragua. We have a great variety of Cuban cigars. All are stored properly.” 

	Hawk stood, “Lead the way. I’ll have another drink too.” 

	“Of course, The cigars are the reason my being banished is not the punishment my Mistress thinks it is.” Aiden told him. They talked, poured drinks, and went to the sitting room. 

	Domino was still relaxing, “I’m truly impressed.” 

	“Are you? Seems you thought Aiden was for you.” 

	Domino laughed, “I’ll admit. I wasn’t sure, but his wardrobe rivals mine. I’m in the wrong business.” 

	“Would you like to work for me?” I teased him more. 

	“A man like you will certainly draw a client list.”  

	“It sounds heavenly, but I don’t have time,” Domino said with a sexy wink. “I won’t doubt your skills again.” 

	“You shouldn’t,” I sat on the sofa and moved closer to let my feminine scent fill his head. 

	Domino released a low groan when I crossed my legs. 

	My manicured nails swept my tablet. “Here, you’ll find an estimate for Adrian and Hawk along with the normal business jargon. Please read, scroll, and use your thumbprint. All monies will be transferred from your account. Any particular name?”  

	Domino gave one with flourish. He was a man with the Midas Touch. He knew about business and picked a very legal, albeit, luxury name, to align his account with. 

	His business wasn’t any of mine. I leaned forward to select it from the drop down and tapped to send it along. 

	We waited the second it took for the person to confirm on their end. Domino pressed his thumb on the screen and his account was fifteen thousand dollars less. 

	“Thank you, now, what’s your pleasure?”

	Domino sighed, “You are forbidden temptation.”  

	“How so?” I turned to face him and relaxed with my elbow propped on the sofa. My cleavage was on display, but his eyes were on my perfectly glossed mouth. 

	I sighed and bit my lip to tease him. “Domino, you didn’t answer my question. What’s wrong?”  

	“I want you.” 

	“And why is it a bad thing?” 

	“You’re not part of tonight’s entertainment.” 

	“Oh, so you don’t want me?” I looked away. 

	Domino touched my chin and redirected my gaze back to him, “It seems I was mistaken. Had I known the offer was there,” he stopped talking and traced my cheekbone. “Are you available to me?” 

	“Yes, but I’m not a gift.” 

	He laughed, “I didn’t expect you to be. What do you propose?” 

	I opened my personal schedule with the requirements and fees. “Here is everything you need to know.” 

	My tablet was back in his possession. Domino sipped his drink and read. “Interesting comment on anal sex.”

	“You won’t believe how many times I’m asked.”  

	“We’ll keep it fairly vanilla this evening,” Domino sighed, “I’m tempted to pay your extra fee and sign the waiver to experience it.”
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