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Credit of this accomplishment goes to my beautiful beloved mother, Dora L. Hal, who is now my angel. It’s been a hard few years, but I think I’m ready to get back to living and making you even more proud of me. I’ll miss, love and cherish you always.


Prologue

When I woke up, my head ached as if I were having open brain surgery without any anesthesia. My hand instinctively went to the back of my head, causing me to wince when I came in contact with a big, nasty lump. Disoriented, and reeking of alcohol, I found it difficult to remember what had taken place the previous night. The pain intensified as my eyes acclimated to the sunlight that flooded into the room. A quick peek under the crisp, white linens revealed that I was completely naked. As I investigated my surroundings, the Dallas skyline loomed outside of the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was then that I realized that I wasn’t in Paris anymore . . . nor was I in bed alone.

Headache notwithstanding, and suddenly filled with excitement, I shook Jordan’s shoulder to get him to wake up. I must’ve been drunk out of my mind not to remember the earth-shattering, sex-filled night that I knew we’d had. Playtime for us was always filled with so much passion and necessary roughness which hopefully, would explain the bump on the back of my head. I was so busy trying to wake him that I didn’t notice that his skin felt cold and clammy. As I rolled him onto his back ready to straddle him, it was then that I looked into his face and saw that his glossy eyes were wide open and his pupils dilated. My eyes doubled in size as I gaped at the gruesome discovery. The man in my bed wasn’t Jordan. I wanted to scream, but it felt as if my vocal cords had been paralyzed.

Somehow I managed to get out of the bed and really take in my surroundings. I was in a hotel room—that much I’d gathered from the insignia on the comforter. What I didn’t understand was how I had gotten here when the last place I remembered being was in Paris. The room had been destroyed as if there had been a struggle. Upon closer inspection of my not-so guest of honor, there was no denying the single gunshot entry that left a small hole in the middle of his forehead. Blood blanketed the left side of his pillow and had leaked down the side of the bed. A few droplets had made it onto the floor. I couldn’t bear to look at him or the crimson-soaked pillow as he stared into nothingness with those haunting, vacant eyes. Panic gripped me as I frantically tried to figure out what the hell was going on. None of this made any sense. I had to get dressed and get the hell out of dodge. Unfortunately, no sooner than I had that thought, the doors to the suite flew open. The room was immediately filled with the Dallas SWAT, FBI and police.

“Get on the floor now!” shouted a big, burly chick who sounded and looked like a man.

“But I didn’t do anything!” I protested as I was manhandled and thrown face-first onto the floor.

Someone put their knee in the small of my back. “Ouch! Is this even necessary?”

My arms were pinned tightly behind me as another person roughly slapped the handcuffs on. “I don’t understand what’s going on. Can’t you see that I’m being framed?” My pleas fell on deaf ears as I was yanked back onto my feet.

“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have a right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you,” the big bitch that screamed for me to drop to the floor stated as she Mirandized me. Her eyes gleamed approval as she discreetly licked her chapped lips while taking in my bare breasts and then the rest of my nakedness.

“Wanda!” a black male with mesmerizing gray eyes called out.

Man-chick stopped her gawking long enough to give him her attention. “What is it now, Agent Carter?” She rolled her eyes not bothering to hide her annoyance.

He handed her my discarded clothing. “Don’t you think you should have her to get dressed first?”

She signaled for the assisting officer to uncuff me and shoved my clothing into my hands. “Here! Put these on.”

As I was being led out of the suite flanked by Agent Carter and another officer, a familiar face appeared within the crowd of spectating hotel guests and staff. Her show-stopping beauty and confidence caused them to stop leading me to where-the-hell-ever as she introduced herself to them as my attorney.

A Month Later

I sat in a dull and gloomy interrogation room filled with nothing but married, sex-deprived-ass men who all wore badges. The only other woman present was my attorney, Aliyah S. Talal. Having her on my side meant a distraction for various reasons. Men were mesmerized and distracted by the hourglass-shaped Arabian goddess with sparkling emerald eyes. They overlooked that the shrewd, ruthless vixen knew her way around the law among other things. When it came to beautiful women, men couldn’t care less about her fancy degrees or the intelligence she harbored. All that interested them was getting to sample a taste of what was between her legs.

But today, all eyes were on me and with good reason. I was caught in a hotel room with a corpse who was later identified as Sherman Val Easterman, a known mastermind who was wanted in twelve states for various crimes. All evidence found against me was circumstantial, of course. There was never a weapon recovered. I’d never had a run-in with the law, but they were wrong. As far as they knew, I had no reason to harm the deceased. No motive whatsoever, but I couldn’t afford the bad press that this could bring. That would mean allowing Pleasure Principles, my premier event planning company, and all of the hard work of creating it, go down the drain. My staff depended on me for their livelihoods. They shouldn’t have been made to suffer because of my extracurricular activities.

The reason I was even being incorporated into this mess was because I was linked to a man who had committed some serious crimes against banks and other fine establishments all over the world. Per my attorney, I was to dress to tease for the occasion. I wore a gray, pinstriped, mid-thigh-length skirt suit with a split that gave a tantalizing view of my sexy legs. To soften it up, I’d added a pink ruffled blouse that showcased my cleavage beautifully along with a white gold chain and diamond, heart-shaped pendant. Without much effort, the pendant found its resting place between my luscious double-Ds whenever I moved. Then back to hard and killing it with the finale: a pair of the fiercest stilettos to ever walk the earth. My makeup as always was flawless, as well as the God-given tresses that flowed nicely down my back. I slowly licked my luscious lips with the intention of toying with FBI Special Agent in Charge Garza and his crew. I gave the horny bastards a seductive toss of my honey-highlighted hair, a movement that displayed a little extra cleavage as intended. The necklace did its job superbly by nestling itself between my breasts. Without even having to look in the mirror, I knew it was a beautiful sight from the way they were all salivating. I repositioned myself in the chair and slowly crossed my shapely legs. In doing so, the men all received a bird’s-eye view of heaven.

This wasn’t lost on Special Agent Garza as he gathered his composure to start his so-called interview that was really an interrogation. “Ms. Brooks, I’m not playing any games with you. You’re lucky that we’re even giving you this opportunity after being caught in the predicament that you were. Now unless you talk, you may as well kiss your fucking freedom goodbye.”

“You mean a predicament where everything is circumstantial, don’t you, Agent Garza? My client was drug tested and it was discovered that she was under the influence of Rohypnol and other substances, which are used to impair a person’s memory and render them unconscious. Not to mention that no weapon was ever recovered proving that Ms. Brooks wasn’t the one that caused Mr. Easterman’s demise,” Aliyah spoke out of turn.

He ignored her and looked at me trying to put on the persona of a bad cop. “Now are you going to talk or what, Ms. Brooks?”

His tough-guy bravado didn’t scare me one bit. Instead of quivering in fear, I took advantage of the situation using my best God-given weapon . . . feminine wiles.

“Did you say my . . . fucking freedom?” I leaned back a little further and crossed my legs to the other side. “Oh my goodness, the injustice of it all.”

The Special Agent in Charge turned beet red. “I’m going to ignore that last remark, Ms. Brooks, but let me tell you a thing or two about your so-called knight in shining armor. The NSA has listed him as one of the most dangerous hackers in America and it doesn’t stop there. The FBI has placed him on the most wanted list for a shit load of other federal crimes he’s committed. Jordan Lei aka The Tarantula uses people, mainly naïve women who are foolish enough to think that he gives a rat’s ass about them to do his dirty work.” Agent Garza got in my face. “I bet you thought you were the exception, didn’t ya? You’re nothing to him but a—”

My lawyer banged her fist down on the table. “You will refrain from insulting or threatening my client, or this meeting is over. Take what you can get because my client sure as hell is taking the full immunity granted in return for her cooperation. So you decide, agent, how do you want this to play out?”

Agent Garza glared at my attorney. If looks could kill, well, let’s just say that at that moment, she would’ve been drawing her last breath. “I’m going to press record on this video recorder . . .” he said, ignoring Aliyah, “which makes this official and on the books, Ms. Brooks.”

“Of course, but first, I’d like a glass of iced water. And when I say glass, Agent Garza . . . that’s exactly what I mean.”

“This is not Club Med for crying out loud! From the way I see it, you’re gonna have to settle for either a Styrofoam cup or a bottled water.”

Aliyah stopped him again. “Given how big of a deal this is and not to mention the risks my client is taking, I don’t think a glass of water would be too much trouble for one of your agents here to handle.”

I could tell by the way he gritted his teeth that Agent Garza was trying his best not to lose his temper as he gave the order to grant my request.

A few short minutes later, the agent who went out to comply with my request returned. “I hope this will do, found this set in the break room.”

I was given a crystal pitcher of iced water accompanied by a matching flute. After pouring a glass full, I gingerly took a much-needed sip, making sure to put on a show. After taking the glass away from my matted fire-engine-red painted lips, the room grew silent. I produced an ice cube from my mouth sucking it slowly and allowing the cold water to drip onto my exposed cleavage. I then used the same ice cube to caress my neck allowing a whimper of a moan to escape from between my lips. My lawyer was doing her best not to laugh at the drooling fools sitting around the table. From the looks on their loopy faces, I knew they envisioned me sucking their dicks with the same amount of passion.

I took in a deep breath. “Umm . . . that was . . . so . . . satisfying. Thank you,” I whispered breathlessly.

Agent Garza cleared his throat. “Ms. Brooks, enough with the shenanigans already.” He loosened his tie and turned on the recorder. “State your name and the relationship you have with The Tarantula.”

Showtime! I uncrossed and crossed my legs again for good measure. “I’m Bianca Brooks, the girlfriend of Jordan Lei, whom you all refer to as The Tarantula,” I stated for the record.

Agent Garza leaned forward with his elbows resting on the table. “Whenever you’re ready.”

“Umm . . . okay! I don’t know if it was love or the intoxicating sex that had me so caught up. The things this man would make me do to be rewarded with the most scrumptious dick I’d ever had the pleasure of knowing is—”

“Ms. Brooks!” Agent Garza interrupted.

“Umm . . . ahem . . . okay! Like, for example, I did something that wouldn’t make mama proud just to meet him in Aspen, Colorado for an unforgettable weekend at one of his friends’ lavish chalets in the mountains.” Then I abruptly stopped. “I want to make one thing clear before I go on. Do not, and I repeat, do not try and assassinate Jordan’s character. Trust me, when I say, that would be a lost cause. Please, understand that despite everything, I love the man I fell for. The fact that I’m about to reveal intimate details, should be proof enough that I’m more than willing to stick to my end of the bargain.” Once I saw that he caught my drift, I began telling an entire room filled with strangers about the most gratifying, yet tumultuous, eleven months of my life with the man they called The Tarantula.


Chapter 1

I’d met Jordan at a banker’s convention in Chicago. The chemistry between us that night would not be denied. When I saw him enter the room, I dropped my champagne flute, obviously due to being rendered speechless. As you can imagine, my mouth had other ideas as it hung shamelessly wide open. Vain as always, my friend Shelia placed a napkin under my chin to catch any runaway drool. Jordan was a mouthwatering, muscled-bound caramel god that stood a towering six foot seven inches. Needless to say, he took my breath away. His slanted brown eyes took precedence over his prominent Nubian King features and gave way to his Chinese lineage. His Caesar cut was an ocean of dark waves attached to sideburns that were anchored by a deep set of dimples that masked his devious intentions well.

“Girl, are you okay?” Shelia shook me out of my daydream when she used the napkin to dab at the corners of my mouth.

I licked my lips to make sure they were still glossy and captivating. “I am now.”

Shelia followed my line of sight and soon become entranced in his magnificence herself. “Damn, girl, I was about to light into your ass about this champagne you spilled on my Choos, but I’mma let you make it, though. Oomph! Oomph! Oomph! They don’t make ’em like that anymore, do they?” She continued to stare dreamily.

“No, they don’t.” I agreed without taking my eyes off of the man who had imprisoned my soul.

We both stared at the object of our affection as he made small talk with several of the bigwigs in the banking industry. Working the room like a smooth operator, he made it a point to shake each of their hands as he regaled them in conversation. His eye contact was on point as he wore a look of poise instead of intimidation. As if he’d put a spell on the entire ballroom, everyone seemed to be enthralled by his urbane good looks and air of confidence that bordered on arrogance. Everyone, no matter their position, wanted to make his acquaintance, but none more so than me.

I glanced over at my competition to size her up. Shelia was the woman to have if you preferred the trying-too-hard type. She was beyond gorgeous and had the most beautiful butterscotch skin that I’d ever seen on anyone without makeup. Her crowning glory, however, was her head full of bouncy cinnamon natural curls streaked with caramel-blond highlights. The hairstyle and color made her appear angelic-like until you got to know her. She stood five feet three inches with the Coke-bottle shape that celebrities paid thousands to have—but not Shelia; she got hers courtesy of her evil-ass mama. With all of those attributes going for her, the one drawback were her crooked-ass teeth, also inherited from her mama. Thankfully, Shelia was correcting that problem with braces, but problem with that was who wanted metal scraping up against their dick and skinning them alive? I guess she either never heard of, or was just too cheap to go with Invisalign. As usual, Shelia dressed like a woman on the prowl va-va-voom style and leaving very little to the imagination. Her butt looked like it was about to pop the seams of her form-fitted, black satin cocktail dress. As for me, I’m a natural born sex kitten. I don’t require all of the cosmetic bells and whistles that women are dying to have these days. You see, I ooze seduction—smooth, café au lait, blemish-free complexion; oval-shaped, chestnut-colored eyes, an hourglass figure, legs for days and ample bosom.

“Trust me, gentlemen . . .” I ran my hands over my curves. “There ain’t a damn thing fake about any of this.”

I knew without a doubt that I had this man on lock, being that there were few women of color in the room. Shelia and I were the pick of the litter from the ones who were present. Unless he fancied cream in his coffee, and even then, there was no real competition. Well, there were these four other women that could’ve given us a run, but they were so bourgeois that they wouldn’t have noticed if Jesus, himself, had entered the room. Besides, it looked as though they were having a little spat with the chick in the off-the-shoulder, fitted white gown. She was definitely a looker, but she couldn’t hold a candle to me. I gave them one more second of my time watching them claw and hiss at one another. This was the very reason I didn’t put any energy into having too many female friends; women were nothing but drama.

I turned my attention back to Shelia. “I’m sorry about the shoes, girl. You know my pussy woke up the minute she sensed the prime dick attached to that gorgeous specimen of a man.”

“Girl, I swear you’re a nympho.” Shelia laughed.

“Don’t trip, you undercover freak.”

“Hey, I never professed to be a nun, so get it right.” Shelia clicked her long, lacquered nails together. We both laughed as the waiter walked by with another tray of champagne.

By this time, Jordan was looking my way, and of course Shelia took notice. She adjusted her double Ds and refreshed her lipstick. There was no need for all of that. I knew I was looking good without even having to break out a mirror.

No sooner than he’d made it over to us, Shelia immediately stuck out her hand. “Hi, I’m Shelia Billings, and you are?”

“Jordan. Jordan Lei . . .” He turned his attention toward me. “. . . and who might this lovely vision be?” I could tell this pissed Shelia off, but I had to give it to her, she put up one hell of a front to hide her embarrassment.

“Oh, that’s my good friend, Bianca Brooks.”

“Bianca . . . ” I loved the way he pronounced my name. “ . . . making your acquaintance makes this function worthwhile, oh—and yours too, Shelia.” Jordan kissed both of our hands. “What are two stunning ladies like you doing at a stuffy old party like this?”

“I’m the one who’s in charge of this stuffy old party,” I announced as I handed him one of my ever-present business cards. I had to let him know that I wasn’t just another pretty face. “I own Pleasure Principles Event Planning. I specialize in all kinds of pleasurable gatherings.” I winked at him.

“And I’m a real estate broker,” Shelia volunteered quickly. “If I’m not being too forward, where is Mrs. Lei tonight?”

I had to give it to my girl; she was persistent as fuck.

“Unfortunately, there isn’t a Mrs., yet, that is.” Jordan gleamed that gorgeous smile of his at me.

“Well, in that case, would you like to have a seat with me?” Shelia batted her fake lashes at Jordan.

“Please don’t take offense, Shelia, but I was actually hoping to get to know Bianca a little better, if you don’t mind.”

The retreated look that appeared on Shelia’s face was that of ice water being thrown in it. “None taken.” She gulped the rest of her drink, and fluffed cleavage once more to show Jordan what he could’ve had. “Bianca, I’ll catch up with you later, girl. I’m going to find Reggie and Cody.”

After Shelia’s departure, Jordan literally devoured me with his eyes. There was a room full of people, but we had suddenly developed a severe case of tunnel vision, where nothing, or no one else, mattered but us.

His silence, and stare down, was so all-pervading, that it caused me to get a little nervous after an unhealthy amount of time had passed. “What? Do I have a boogie in my nose, or something?” I responded jokingly.

“I’m just imagining how you would look riding my dick, while I watch you in motion from the mirrored ceiling in my hotel suite, not too far from here. I’ve already gotten what I came here for. Why don’t we ditch this party? There’s no use in sticking around.” He caressed my chin.

I didn’t know if I should’ve been insulted, or embarrassed, because he’d read my mind. “Excuse me?” He nearly caused me to swoon when he smiled at me showcasing those dimples, but I couldn’t allow that to distract me.

“You heard me,” he said, not backing down.

Jordan was so narcissistic. So audacious. A winning combination that always got my fire lit, but I had to be responsible about this. “But I—this is my event.” Damn it! I hate that I stammered giving him full advantage.

“Let your people handle it.” Before I could make another attempt to stand my ground, Jordan was whisking me through the crowd, and toward the front of the mansion. I saw two of the ladies that were bickering earlier, still going at it by the grand double staircase at the entrance as we walked out.

He gave the valet the ticket to retrieve his car.

Was I was really about to leave my event—with a man I didn’t know? I stood there debating with myself.


Chapter 2

Just looking into his eyes, I knew I was headed wherever he was going. The valet pulled up in a sleek black Aston Martin One-77 and stopped in front of us. After being tipped, he ran over to help me open the door, and then closed it once I was seated inside of the lustrous beauty.

As we drove, Jordan was suddenly at a loss in the art of conversing, which was surprising after being so lively earlier. We rode in silence arriving in less than ten minutes later at the Ritz-Carlton.

After handing over his keys to yet another valet, Jordan walked me through the exquisitely decorated lobby that offered stunning, wide-sweeping vistas of Chicago’s Magnificent Mile. When we got on the elevator, he used a special key to go to his floor.

The continuation of noncommunication was beginning to grate on my nerves, and irritate the hell out of me. “Where are we going?”

“If you have to ask, maybe I should go back and reintroduce myself to your desperate friend. Shelia, was it?” Jordan answered, while still staring straight ahead.

The elevator opened into the presidential suite, which featured two-story, floor-to-ceiling windows that offered views of the majestic Lake Michigan. There was also a media room and a spiral staircase that separated the bedrooms from the common areas. The setup practically mimicked the one in Dallas, save for the view of the lake. The skyline was breathtaking, as luminous lighting from the buildings played a part in the seductive scene sprawled before us.

Jordan pressed a button on the elevator which allowed it to stay open. Before I knew it, I was up against the wall being drowned in kisses, as his quick-witted hands roamed over my luscious derrière.

I broke away long enough to ask, “Damn, you’re not wasting any time, are you?”

Instead of responding to my question, his hand roughly yanked my dress up, and tore off my lace thong. My clit was throbbing so hard, that I didn’t give a damn if he completely ripped off my fifteen-hundred-dollar designer dress, just so long as he put out the fire.

His tongue thrust its way back into my mouth, drowning out my throaty moans. “You want this, don’t you?” he breathlessly asked, once the kiss ended.

“Yeeesss,” I replied as best I could.

He led me off of the elevator, before releasing it to go back down. We left a trail of clothing as we made our way inside of the penthouse. I stood with my back to the window as I watched Jordan, watch me. I gasped when my uncovered back and ass made contact against the cool windowpane. I hardly had time to catch my breath before he was upon me again with more kisses.

Everyone, including Special Agent Garza, hung on to my every word. A few of them had handkerchiefs dabbing at their foreheads. The room was a cool seventy-two degrees, per my request, which let me know the heat wasn’t from the temperature, but their libidos.

“Are you getting this, Agent Garza?”

“Uh, yes. Yes. Yes. Go . . . go on,” he urged.

Now, what in the hell does my first fuck session with Jordan have to do with the information needed to capture him? Horny motherfuckers. I laughed to myself.

•  •  •

The lights reflected off of Lake Michigan, causing the water to sparkle like black diamonds in the night. Jordan wrapped my right leg around his waist, and plunged deep into my saturated pussy. I hoisted my other leg around him, with the goal of feeling every inch that he had to offer. Jordan held me tightly, and although I hadn’t seen his dick, I knew it had to be glorious from the way it felt. Then reality hit me. We were having unprotected sex! I pushed back to unravel myself from around him, but—

•  •  •

The loud gasps coming from my captive audience in the room interrupted me. I stopped long enough to let them get ahold of themselves. One would have thought that these clowns had never got caught outside in the rain without a raincoat before, but then again . . .

“Humph.” I rolled my eyes and continued.

•  •  •

“No! No! We have to stop!” I regrettably said while still trying to get out of Jordan’s grasp.

“No. Not now.” Jordan never missed a beat. He did something spectacular that made his dick seemingly curve and hit my spot. Seeing that he had me, he finally let me out of the all-consuming Kung-Fu grip. We abandoned the scenic view the window provided, as he continued having his way with me until we toppled over onto the sofa. My tongue followed my body’s lead as it snaked its way down his torso, and then finally arriving at his belly button.

He stood, taking me along with him as he hungrily devoured my breasts before kneeling to get a taste of heaven. He stared, admiring how wet I was for him. His fingers traced my swollen and beckoning lips before sliding them inside. The sounds my pussy made, and the whimpers escaping from me, propelled him in his mission. Jordan separated the moist milky folds of my vagina with his tongue taking turns wiggling it teasingly on my clit and thrusting it deep into my soaked canal.

“Mmm . . . ” he moaned as he enjoyed the sweet creamy treat he was rewarded with. For the finale, he showed his gentle side. He caressed my face adoringly, while staring deeply into my eyes. I wasn’t trying to fall in love. I was just trying to fuck all night if possible.

Returning the favor, I took a little adventure of my own, and was surprised at how flawless, from the color, to the solidity, that his dick was. I licked around his shaft, sucking his balls one at a time before giving him some deep throat action. To get him off even more, I relaxed my throat muscles and began making vibrating noises as I fondled his balls and massaged his taut ass.

“Ah yes, suck that . . . aww damn.” Jordan held the top of my head with one hand. Once I felt that he was about to unload, I leaned onto the sofa and opened my treasure allowing him to go on an expedition.

Jordan stuck his finger inside, swirled it around, and then put it in his mouth. “Umm, you’re so sweet and ready, but first . . .” He flipped me over and positioned me on my knees with my ass in his face. He licked my clit from behind.

I gripped the sofa nearly breaking a nail. “Ooh . . . that’s my spot!” I screamed. Before entering, he propped my right leg up on the back of the sofa, and eased his way in. Jordan held me firmly around my waist while I fingered my clit creating an intoxicating but stimulating feeling.

“UMMMMM, yes . . . that . . . feels . . . soooo good!” I sang his praises.

Jordan spanked my ass. “I’mma tear . . . this cunt . . . up! Come on . . . work that . . . fat ass!” Smack! Jordan took his dick out momentarily and flipped me upside down.

“What the—”

Smack! Smack!

“Shut the fuck up and follow my lead!” Jordan commanded as the gentleman from a minute ago left the building and was replaced by a hoodlum. I obliged and ended up being power drilled into weak putty. The blood rushing to my head coupled with an orgasm was nothing short of amazing!

•  •  •

Agent Garza stopped recording. “Okay, Ms. Brooks, this sounds like an interesting story, but none of what you just told us can help build a case against The Tarantula.”

“If you’d let my client continue, I’m sure you’d find that you could use some of what she has to say. Sexing women senseless is part of his MO; you even said as much yourself,” Aliyah explained.

He shook his head surprisingly agreeing with Aliyah, and then pushed “play” on the recorder again. “All right, continue.”


Chapter 3

The first time I had learned of Jordan’s role in banking, we were at my house. We’d been making love as usual, but this time our passion was lacking the intensity that it normally had. The covers had lay crumpled, and pooled around us. Being saddled with ADD, I had become restless. The king-sized bed had made us seem even further apart, with the only sound coming from the tick-tock of the clock hanging on the wall. Something had to give.

I had sat up and turned on the lamp that was sitting on the nightstand. “Baby, what’s the matter?”

He had done the same and faced me, placing my hands in his. “There are some things about me that you need to know, if we’re to continue seeing each other.”

I had pulled my hands away from his. “Oh, God. Please spare me the you’re-married-and-how-your-wife-doesn’t-satisfy-you-anymore-and-let-herself-go speech.”

He had chuckled and shook his head. “No. It’s nothing like that at all.”

“What then? You’re on the DL? On the run? Have another woman? Baby mama drama? Live in your grandma’s basement? Sick? What is it, Jordan?” I had searched his face frantically looking for answers.

He had drawn me close. “Baby, please, calm down, and listen to me.”

I had taken deep, calculated breaths to steady myself for whatever he was about to disclose. “Okay. I’m listening. Now spill.”

He had exhaled. “It’s about the line of business that I’m in.”

“I know, banking. What’s the problem with that? It’s a respectable business.”

“Damn it, Bianca, could you please allow me to get out what I’m trying to say without any more interruptions?” Jordan had snapped.

I didn’t mind his drill-sergeant behavior during sex, but the suspense while waiting on his big reveal had me feeling really anxious.

“I have a lot of unfinished business,” he had admitted.

I had looked at him sideways. I didn’t know what the hell this man was talking about, but I was all ears. “What do you need to finish, Jordan?”

“What I started,” he’d said calmly.

I had jumped out of bed, breasts swinging in the wind, my nakedness exposed for the world to see, being that my terrace doors were wide open. I had yanked open my nightstand drawer, grabbed my Clonazepam pills, and downed two with no water. “Enough with the beating around the bush already; just tell me, damn it!”

He had taken a deep breath and blown it out slowly. “I’m into banking, but not in the capacity that you think I am. Before I go further, I need to know that I have your complete trust. Your loyalty has to be to me, if we’re to go on.”

I had exhaled unnecessarily loud. “Okay, if you want loyalty, I can be as loyal as a fucking dog, just as long as it doesn’t get me killed.”

He had turned on the charm and my pussy had started to percolate at the sound of his melodious voice. His left eyebrow had arched mischievously when he’d noticed me squeezing my thighs together. It was something I did whenever I was trying to quell the yearning between my legs. “Now why would I put your sexy ass in harm’s way?” he had asked as he leaned over to retrieve the edible oil from the nightstand that we’d given each other massages with earlier. I had watched as he poured some into his hand, and proceeded to stroke his massive rod into steel with it. His manhood had glistened like a bar of freshly polished gold, and damn if I wasn’t one distracted bitch.

In my own little one-track-minded world, his member was behaving as if it were a cobra. His hand suddenly had become the basket it was hovering over, and he was the Pied Piper. Following his invisible commands, my hips had swayed from left to right as I had squeezed my breasts and let a moan escape my salacious lips. I had licked them to keep from drooling, but it was all a waste of time. The sounds coming from the imaginary pipe had been so intoxicating and too harmonious for me to ignore. The only thing I could think about was taming the snake that was charming me relentlessly. I had glided over to the bed and kissed my way up his thighs. As soon as my mouth was about to make contact with its intended target, he had pulled back.

“No more of this until you listen.”

I had immediately sat up, pouty lips whining. “But baby.”

He’d had seriousness in his eyes that I’d never seen before. “Bianca, this is important. I need you to show me that you’ll remain loyal, regardless of the situation.”

Still in character, I had continued on with my charade. “Whatever you say, daddy, but just so you know, I’ve been a naughty, naughty girl. I can be really good, though . . . if you give me my candy cane.” I’d twirled my hair around my finger and behaved like a spoiled little brat. When it had looked as if he were relenting, I’d attempted to fill my mouth with his rock-hard sweetness again. No sooner than I’d made contact, he’d pushed me and I nearly fell off of the bed. As graceful as a cat, I’d caught my balance and recovered just as quickly.

“Jordan, that was highly uncalled for!”

His demeanor had gone from menacing to caring within five seconds flat. “Come here, baby.”

I had gone to him obeying his command when he’d patted his lap. I’d climbed on the bed and straddled him. When he’d eased himself inside filling me up with his pleasure pole, I had liked to have passed out, it felt so right. Jordan had gotten me to where I was about to cum, and abruptly had stopped.

“Jordan!”

“Now listen to me,” he’d said, easing himself in and out at an agonizingly slow pace, driving me further down the road of insanity. “I have a friend that’s in the banking industry, and we have a very lucrative side business. I need you to set up accounts in the Cayman Islands and Switzerland in your name.”

I had stopped grinding my hips and looked Jordan in the eyes. “Why do you need me, and who is this associate?”

He’d stopped pumping and gave me a you’re-asking-for-too-much look. “That’s more than you need to know at this time.”

“The hell it is if you want me to get accounts in my name.” I had tried to get up, but he’d held me in place and started back to working me over.

Continuous strokes had been used to coerce me into doing something that I was totally against. “Come on, I need you, Bianca.”

“And I need my . . . I’ve . . . ooh shit . . . lived this long without . . . umm . . . without going to jail . . . and I’ll be damned if I let someone else p-p-p . . . put me there.”

Jordan had plowed deeper still, and moaned in delight for what we were creating.

“Oh, babe . . . that feels sooo . . . good.” I had rotated my hips in a circular motion trying to get the orgasm that was about to peak.

“Damn, girl, your pussy is soaking wet.” Jordan had drawn in deep breaths, pounding me nearly into a state of unconsciousness. When it was getting to be too much, he’d pulled out.

“Joooordan!” I had panted from frustration. Trying to catch my breath, all while trying to control the urge to stab him in his left eyeball with the pair of scissors that was sitting on my nightstand, had become a tough task. “Damn, why do you keep doing this to me?”

After he had forced me off of him and gotten out of the bed, he’d made his way into the bathroom. “Until I get what I want . . . ,” he’d gripped that succulent shaft of his, and shaken it in my direction like it was a ruler, “. . . to hell with satisfying you with this dick.”

I had sat in disbelief as I heard water running. Still needing to be satisfied, I’d reached over and pulled my vibrator out of the nightstand to finish the job. I had hit the power button, and nothing. I had shaken it, tried again, and still nothing. Finally, I had opened the back of the toy and discovered that the batteries were gone. “What the—?” I had searched through the drawer and couldn’t find any spare batteries. The shower had turned off, and I couldn’t have cared less if he’d caught me with my B.O.B. I needed those damned batteries yesterday!

The bathroom door had opened and steam billowed out. “Looking for these?” Jordan had tossed the batteries I’d been looking for into the trashcan. He was naked and dripping water all over my fucking white-as-snow rug.

Livid couldn’t have described what I was feeling. “Jordan, we need to talk.”

“Of course we needed to talk, but now I have other things to do,” he’d said as he’d dried off and slipped back into his clothes.

“Things like what?”

“That’s none of your damned business, Bianca.” Jordan had walked out of my room, leaving me in a bad place.

•  •  •

“So, you didn’t learn anything about his connections? Is that what you’re telling me, Ms. Brooks?” Agent Garza demanded to know.

“If you’ll let Ms. Brooks gather herself, and finish without interrupting, you’ll get whatever information you’re looking for, Special Agent in Charge,” my attorney said, mocking his title as she spoke on my behalf for the second time.


Chapter 4

That was not the last time we saw each other, but I sure thought it was. Jordan didn’t come around for a couple of weeks. He didn’t return any of the numerous texts, or phone calls that I’d made trying to reach out to him. So instead, I threw myself into my business. I worked like a madwoman trying to forget the way his hands burned my skin whenever they touched me, but it was useless. Usually, being in seclusion behind the glass doors of my glitzy and very feminine-designed office did wonders for my psyche. However, this time around, the mirrored desk that I just had to have due to the touch of glamour and elegance that it provided made me ill. I could see how despondent I looked in my reflection. The wingback, purple-velvet guest chairs had me wishing that Jordan was sitting in one with me riding him like so many times before. Was it the left chair, or the right chair, the last time? Hmm . . . whichever it was, we’d had a hell of a time in it.

Looking above my head into the lights of the chandelier brought back memories from our first encounter at the Ritz. The lovely lavender-gray-colored walls that I loved were now making me feel gloomy. The charcoal sheer window treatments reminded me of the negligée that I’d worn for him to celebrate our one-month anniversary. Fresh flowers that were meant to add life to the room sitting in the beautiful crystal vases reminded me of a funeral. Oh my God, I was one pathetic chick. There was no use in denying it; my addiction to this man was unlike anything that I’d ever experienced in my life.

Suddenly, the black-and-glass French doors to my office swung open. Of course I couldn’t wallow in self-pity for too long with my best friends-slash employees being anywhere within a 500-mile radius, especially with their offices being just down the hall from mine.

“Girl, get over it! Another dick will come along that’ll be just as good. Hunty, Jordan will be a distant memory in no time. Trust me, I’ve been there, done that, and got a T-shirt to remind me not to ever go there again.” Cody sashayed his way in with his luxurious hair that he prided himself on. It whipped behind him while he held a magazine. I was sure it was about fashion since he was a true clothes whore.

“I know, but it’s more than that. We’ve connected on so many levels that go way beyond just sex.”

“Chile, good dick will leave you confused as hell. Take it from a bitch who knows,” Reggie threw in as he sat in one of the chairs that I was just daydreaming about riding Jordan on only seconds ago.

“Okay!” Cody cosigned Reggie with a high-five. “I bet you won’t catch this diva, going through behind some dick.” Cody threw the Vogue magazine he’d been reading on my desk. On the cover was supermodel Giovanna, wearing a gorgeous red gown.

“Now she is all that.” Reggie eyed the cover hungrily. “No offense, Bianca, but if I could come back as any bitch, it would definitely be Giovanna, hunty.”

Cody snatched the magazine from Reggie’s hands before he could pick it up. “Naw bitch, you said you would want to come back as Beyoncé! I’m the one who said I would come back as Giovanna!”

While they argued over foolishness, I gathered my purse and keys from my desk, and logged off of my custom, blinged-out MacBook with the company’s logo encrusted in pink and purple Swarovski crystals. “Who in the fuck cares about Giovanna’s love life? I sure as hell don’t. You all are fussing over who’ll come back as her, like she’s the second coming or something. Anyway, I’ll check back in with you all later.”

“She is!” they both shouted in unison.

I shook my head knowing that it was a lost cause to argue with them over something as stupid as being reincarnated as their favorite diva. I left them and the conversation as I made a beeline for the door. Of course, they stood and followed me out into the lobby. I walked as fast as my six-inch stilettos would allow without breaking my neck. The idea was to get away from them, but they had me beat easily by a mile.

Cody stopped in front of me and placed his hands on his slender hips. “If you want us to shoot by once we’re finished here, give us a ring, girl.”

“Yes, hunty, you know we don’t mind being a shoulder to cry on over a good bottle of wine and some takeout. You know how we do!” Reggie called after me as I sidestepped Cody, and continued on my way hoping that they would take the hint that I didn’t want to be bothered.

I sat with my left hand gripping the steering wheel of my Range Rover as if my next breath depended on it. My right hand held on firmly to the vibrator as it hummed against my clit. My eyes rolled to the back of my head as I was nearing what I hoped would be a satisfying climax. “Ooh yes! Umm! Ooh . . .” No sooner than I was almost there, I jerked a little and lost the spot. “Fuck . . . this!” The droning sounds continued after I took my frustrations out on the toy, threw it in the passenger seat before it bounced and fell on the floor.

I softly banged my head against the steering wheel aggravated with myself. Who was I fooling? I thought about how Jordan had left me hanging, as though I meant nothing to him. “Who the hell does he think he is that he can interrupt my life like this?” I screamed to no one in particular.

An abrupt knock on the window nearly gave me a heart attack. “Shit!” My hands flew to my chest as if to catch my reckless, beating heart.

“Oh shit . . . my bad,” he said, letting on that I wasn’t the only one traumatized.

Quickly recovering, and realizing that the baritone voice didn’t belong to Cody, or Reggie, I stared into some of the prettiest yet familiar gray eyes attached to a le beau ideal, standing right before me. “Fuck!” I mumbled more to myself than I did my intruder. I hurriedly pulled my skirt down, and tried to make myself decent before cracking the window open. “Yes?” I asked with attitude. Although, I was wishing that he would fuck the shit out of me on the hood of my Range. Or, at the very least, he could bend me over in front of it and take me from behind. In other words, if he were here to satisfy my raging lust, then, and only then, would he graduate from persona non grata to hello, daddy.

His eyes immediately went from mine to the passenger side, before landing on the floor where my sex toy continued to buzz. “Sorry, to have startled you, but I’m sure you’ll find the reason for my impromptu visit to be very beneficial.”

Anyone else would’ve been ashamed that they were caught masturbating in their car, of all places, but that was them, and this was me. I wasn’t a least bit embarrassed. I leaned over and picked up the toy, turned it off, and threw it in the backseat where it landed with a thud. “Sure, but make it quick. As you can see, I have things to do.”

“Oh yeah, I can definitely see that.” I watched as he walked his sexy ass over to the passenger side and got in. He had his say, which turned out to be very beneficial, and left me his card. Before getting out, he had one more thing to say, that also proved to be advantageous given my current situation. “Now that you have my numbers, you can call me anytime, for anything, especially when you get tired of Bob.”

A dubious and dumbstruck expression was the look I wore on my face. “Who in the hell is Bob?”

He chuckled, showcasing a set of beautiful teeth before answering. “Oh, you know him, and very well, I might add.” The mocking and accusatory tone in his voice was beginning to grate on my nerves. “Bob is your battery-operated boyfriend that’s been relegated to backseat riding.” He laughed. “Remember . . . ,” he said before getting out of my car, “you’d rather have me be with you, than against you.” He got out of the car, straightened the jacket of the sexy tailor-made suit that hugged his body deliciously, winked, and left me alone with nasty ideas that featured him. I watched as he strutted off. He had a come-hither gait like Denzel Washington, and President Obama, that was full of confidence, very macho, and I’m sure along with everything that was him, got him more ass than a toilet seat.

I looked at my “B.O.B.” laying in the backseat and laughed. I started my car and drove home wondering whom to call that could give me some serious inches. My unexpected visitor, I was certain, was more than capable of finishing the job that I’d started. Of that I was sure, but with him, I needed to tread lightly. Then my neighbor, Brandon, came to mind instantly bringing a smile to my face. Just the thought of him had my foot mashing the gas to get there faster.

Once I made it home and looked across the street, I saw his girlfriend’s Mercedes sitting in the driveway. I suddenly wanted to throw a brick through that slut’s window. “Ugh! Share the dick, bitch!” I screamed in the direction of his house, and stormed toward my own.

I struggled with my keys trying to unlock the front door. They fell a few times, but I managed to finally get in. I dropped everything on the way to the bedroom, trying to get to my little black book. I had to have some dick before I hurt some damned body. My target was none other than that egomaniac son of a bitch, Jordan.

I almost had a heart attack upon entering into my bedroom and seeing a naked man. He was lying on my bed, but his dick was standing at full attention. I had to rub my eyes to see if it was a mirage, or just maybe I’d finally lost my damned mind.

“Are you going to come in here, or just stand there gawking?” Jordan stroked himself and I could’ve sworn drool escaped my mouth, and dribbled down my chin.

The pent-up anger I had from not being able to go over to Brandon’s, and then, the parking lot incident, all vanished when I zeroed in on the object of my desire. His dick was erect, colossal, glistening, and calling my name. Bianca. Biancaaaa . . . it beckoned. It was as if I were being transported telepathically. I literally glided across the room before coming to a stop and dropping down to my knees. I inhaled deeply, capturing his masculine scent. No words were spoken nor needed. I spread his thighs apart, snuggled between them comfortably, and let my tongue do the talking. I sucked in both balls in one effortless swoop. I juggled them in my mouth before licking the base of his dick, and taking all of him in. Allowing his length to hit the back of my tonsils turned me on even more.

“Ooh, baby. Umm, I missed you. Missed you so much” was his husky response to the pleasure I was giving him.

Jordan bit his bottom lip while caressing my head as I went deep throat dicking. His phallus slid down my esophagus with ease. He knew that he was now in the mouth of a master. His hips thrust faster as he marveled at my superb gag reflexes.

“Shh . . . you’re good, bae. Yeah, suck that shit . . . just like that,” he said as he rotated his hips. “Ooh, yeah . . . that throat feel good, bae.” His toes popped as his grip on my head made my eyes turn Chinese. In no time flat, I had Jordan spurting like the fountains at the Bellagio in Las Vegas. I watched in amazement, because his streams were just as magical.

“Damn, you’re so fucking beautiful. I must’ve been on something serious to be able to walk out on you and that salacious mouth.” Jordan’s voice was raspy. His chest rose and fell with each deep breath he took, which only made me even hotter. I was still tripping about him being in my bed, especially since I didn’t recall seeing his car outside, or giving him a key to my place.

But none of that mattered.
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