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Diva

Definition: A female version of a hustler.




Queen Pynn

by Keisha Ervin





Prologue

“Ooh, just like that!”

“You like that, ma?”

“Yes, baby! Lick it just like that!”

Doing as he was told, Ahsim placed the tip of his tongue on Q’s clit while she looked on with sheer appreciation. She couldn’t wait for him to taste her. Gazing back up at her, Ahsim flicked his tongue across her clit at a feverish pace. Q never knew that the feel of someone’s tongue on her clit could be so good. Her husband of five years, Sean, never made her feel this way. He said that giving head was something a real man would never have to do to please his woman.

But the way Ahsim worked his tongue in and out of her pussy proved Sean’s theory to be wrong. Dead wrong, as a matter of fact. Ahsim’s tongue felt like a feather fluttering ever so lightly across her pussy. Q had no other choice but to rub his head and moan. Ahsim always made sure to take his time when pleasing her. Never once did he rush through their lovemaking. Slow and steady was always the pace.

None of their encounters were ever the same. Whenever and wherever was their motto. At any given moment, Q could find herself bent over the couch or on top of the kitchen sink getting fucked. This time she and Ahsim were in her and Sean’s bed getting it on. She was buck naked except for a pair of red patent leather stilettos. Her legs were spread-eagle in the air.

She was always guaranteed to cum at least twice, when fucking Ahsim. The man knew how to handle a pussy. His tongue, fingers, and dick worked her into a frenzy every time. Deciding that she was ready to cum, Ahsim targeted her spot on the right side of her clit. He licked and sucked until Q couldn’t take it anymore.

“Ooh, baby, stop. I can’t breathe,” she yelled. “This shit feels so good!”

“You want me to stop?” he asked, daring her to say yes.

“No, baby! Please don’t stop! I don’t want you to ever stop! Ooh . . . yes . . . I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Q shrieked as she rotated her hips in a circular motion.

Cum slithered from the lips of her pussy onto his tongue. Ahsim savored every drop. Q’s entire body shook as she came all over her thighs and sheets. Then, before Q or Ahsim knew it, someone came bursting through the door.




Part One

Put It On Her

Ahsim sat on the edge of the couch with his hands clutched firmly together, his face stony. By instinct, he surveyed his surroundings. Everything seemed fine on the surface, but Ahsim knew better. He wouldn’t have been called if nothing were wrong. His job was to protect the wealthy and the elite with his life. This particular client was willing to pay top dollar for him to do just that.

Before arriving at the Pynn estate, Ahsim had done some research on the man who’d called requesting his services. Sean Pynn was a well-known Midwest rapper. Since his debut album in 2002, he’d produced hit after hit. He’d won numerous American Music, Grammy, and Billboard awards. The Source magazine named him the hottest rapper alive, but as the old saying goes, ‘mo’ money, mo’ problems.’ Sean’s cocky, disrespectful attitude and boastful ways garnered him legions of fans, legal issues, and enemies.

Sean hadn’t been on the scene even a year before things began to go downhill. In 2002, he was convicted of attacking an employee on the set of a music video. He was sentenced to thirty days in jail and community service. Two years later, he was arrested on a weapons charge and sentenced to five years’ probation.

Months later, he was arrested on a violation of his parole. In 2007, Sean almost ended his career for good. He was accused of sexually abusing a woman in a hotel room. Sean vehemently denied the charges, but was sentenced to two years in prison. During that period, he was dropped from his label and flat broke due to legal fees. He’d tried shopping some of his unreleased material to other labels, but nobody wanted to sign him because he was such a liability.

After serving twelve months, Sean was released from the penitentiary due in large part to the help and influence of Rocco “Roc” De Luca. He was the CEO of Murder Mob Records and a well-known mobster. Roc was a huge fan of Sean’s work. He posted $1.5 million bail pending appeal of the conviction; in exchange, Sean was obligated to release five albums under Murder Mob Records.

Desperately wanting to be released from jail, Sean signed the contract without even knowing what half of it meant. Upon his release, Sean immediately went back to recording and beefing with other artists, mainly fellow Midwest rapper Grip. Sean claimed in an interview that Grip was trying to copy his style and didn’t write his own rhymes. Grip then responded with a dis record titled Sucka Niggaz.

The two men went back and forth on wax and in interviews for months, but after coming face to face at the 2008 BET Awards, things got heated. Sean walked up to Grip during the red carpet taping and hit him in the face. After that it was on. Both men and their camps were escorted from the premises and denied access to the show.

For a while things died down; that is, until Grip came with the ultimate dis, claiming that he fucked Sean’s wife.

That’s were Ahsim came in. Sean wanted to believe his wife, but he didn’t, so he hired a bodyguard who would report back to him daily on her comings and goings. Ahsim checked his watch. After being greeted at the door by the housekeeper, Rosa, he had been escorted into the living area and told that Sean would be down in a second. Fifteen minutes later, Ahsim was still waiting for him to make an appearance. He had five more minutes. After that Ahsim would be up. He didn’t give a fuck how much money he was being offered. Luckily for Sean he came striding into the room with just a minute to spare.

Within a matter of seconds Ahsim had him fully sized up. Sean’s swagger was topnotch. With the looks and confidence of NFL player Reggie Bush, he knew he was the shit. That afternoon he sported a pinstriped Etro suit and a pair of Ermenegildo Zegna Leonardo loafers. The Aude-mar Piguet watch he rocked spoke for itself, but Ahsim could tell that, underneath it all, Sean was still a street nigga to the heart.

“Sorry for the hold up,” Sean explained. “I just got out of a meeting. Ahsim, right?”

“Yeah.” Ahsim stood up.

“You good.” Sean waved him off, unbuttoned his suit jacket, and sat down.

“Mr. Pynn—”

“Call me Sean.”

“Sean, I was informed by my company that you were in need of my services.”

“Yeah, I’ll be out of town for a week and I need someone here I can trust to look after my wife, Queen. She’s a little hard-headed but she is never to go anywhere alone, even if she insists. Ya dig?”

“I got you.” Ahsim nodded as he noticed a voluptuous figure glide down the spiral staircase.

She was unlike any women he’d ever seen before. Everything about her said “proceed with caution,” but Ahsim was willing to take the risk. It was like they were in a silent movie and she was his leading lady. Her skin was the sweetest shade of butterscotch. Long, coal black hair cascaded past her shoulders and down her back. That day, she wore it over to the side in a partial bun. Three-carat diamond earrings gleamed from her ears.

She possessed catlike brown eyes, lashes that went on for days, high cheekbones, and succulent pink lips. Her shape was reminiscent of Jessica Rabbit. The black, one-shoulder Herve Leger dress she wore highlighted her thirty-four D breasts and hugged her plump ass just right. Sean sat back in his chair and crossed his legs.

“Ahsim, I’d like you to meet my wife, Queen.”

“Hello.” She extended her hand, giving him a once-over glance. “Please, call me Q.”

“Nice to meet you, Q.” Ahsim took her delicate hand into his and almost didn’t want to let go.

“I didn’t know we had company.” Q stood beside her husband and placed her left hand around his shoulder.

“And I ain’t know we walked around not wearing our wedding rings. Where the fuck is yo’ ring?” Sean shot with his face screwed up.

“Calm down. I just finished washing my hands. I must’ve left it upstairs on the sink,” Q tried to explain.

“Yeah, a’ight,” he sneered. “But check it; this Ahsim, your new bodyguard. He’ll be keeping an eye on you while I’m out of town, touring.”

“An eye on me,” she repeated. “What am I, five? We never discussed me having a guard. I’m a grown-ass woman. I can take care of myself,” Q spat, offended.

“Am I confused about something? Last time I checked, I took care of you. You don’t take care of me.”

“All I’m saying, Sean—”

“Look,” he interrupted, raising his hand, “don’t make me come outside myself in front of company. You’re getting a guard and that’s it. Do I make myself clear?” he questioned without even looking in her direction.

“Perfectly,” she replied, storming off.

“And put your fuckin’ ring back on!”

Once Q was out of earshot, Sean reached into his suit jacket, pulled out a Cohiba cigar, and lit it.

“I know it may seem like I’m going hard on her, but Queen means a lot to me.” He took a pull from the cigar then exhaled the smoke. “I mean, it’s obvious she’s beautiful, but if anything were to happen to her or if you were to touch her in any kind of way, I don’t know what I might do.” Sean gave Ahsim a warning glare.

Ahsim studied his expression before replying. He didn’t want to lose his cool and say the wrong thing, but Sean had him fucked up. He wasn’t Q, or just some flunky on Sean’s payroll. He was a man. A man who didn’t take too kindly to threats.

“Trust me; Queen will be in very good hands wit me.”

 


 



Q sat in front of her gold vanity and brushed her hair with her back to the mirror. She hated seeing her reflection. Instead, she focused her attention on her exquisite bedroom designed by Kara Mann. The entire room was designed with a contemporary feel to it. The focal point was the bed. It sparkled in a blanket of platinum, with a towering headboard made of clean lines detailed with understated tufting. An Opera armchair and an Ixelles Collection wing chair added an extra dose of spice to the space.

But all of the fancy furniture in the world could not hide the fact that she was unhappy. Over the past seven years Q had lost herself. She was no longer the church-going girl from the North side of the Lou with a voice like velvet. The media portrayed her as a cheating, gold digging wife. It didn’t matter that she once had dreams of stardom or that she’d known Sean before he had millions.

The media didn’t know that he was prone to violent outbursts. They didn’t know that before the platinum plaques, Sean had been so poor he couldn’t book his own studio time, or that Q loved him so much that when he asked her to strip (on top of going to school and being a cashier), she did so in support of his career. They didn’t know that he’d sheltered her to the point that she had no friends and could barely communicate with her family. They didn’t know that she drowned herself in numerous charities just so she could be away from him. The media was blind to the fact that behind Sean’s megawatt smile lay a cold-hearted, malicious man. Despite it all, Q hoped that one day the man she fell in love with would return, and things would go back to the way they used to be.

Out of the corner of her eye, Q saw Sean enter the room. She didn’t even acknowledge his presence. Instead, she set down her brush and began rubbing La Mer Body Crème into her calves and thighs. Staying quiet usually avoided any arguments or drama, so Q held her tongue and prayed that for once God would make her invisible.

“So what you gon’ act like you don’t see me?” Sean asked from behind with his hand inside his pants.

Q looked into the mirror at him. There was no denying it: Sean was finer than a muthafucka. Dressed simply in a wife beater and jeans, he was 220 pounds of absolute wonder. The muscles that rippled down his physique were like works of art painted by Van Gogh. But all of that went out the window once she noticed the remnants of white powder on the tip of his nose.

“Hi, Sean,” Q replied dryly.

“You got a’ attitude?” Sean stood behind her.

“No, ain’t nothing wrong with me.”

“Well, fix yo’ fuckin’ face then.” He mushed her in the back of the head then walked away. “You know what?” He spun back around. “I’m about sick of you and yo’ shit. Why you always gotta disrespect me, huh?”

“Disrespect you how?”

“In front of the bodyguard and shit! I’m out here grindin’ hard in these streets. Tryin’ to take care of you. Make sure you a’ight and you got the nerve to question me about the muthafuckin’ choices I make?”

“Sean, I wasn’t tryin’ to question you.” Q kept her voice steady as she turned to face him. “All I was tryin’ to say is I don’t understand why I gotta have a bodyguard with me twenty-four hours of the day. That’s silly.”

“No, it ain’t, when niggas out here claimin’ they fucked you!”

“How many times do we have to go over this? I didn’t fuck him!”

“So now I’m joke?” Sean stepped back with a surprised look on his face. “You think you gon’ play me? What you think, ’cause you went to college you better then me?”

“What are you talkin’ about?” she shot, slamming down the lotion.

“I’m tired of muthafuckas like you think ’cause you read a book once or twice in yo’ life that you know something. I know shit too, Q!” Spit spewed from his mouth onto Q’s face.

Disgusted, she slowly wiped her face and said, “I never said you didn’t.”

“Well, why is it every time I say something you gotta question me? It’s bad enough I go into these meetings with these crackers, tryin’ to broker a new deal and they look at me like I’m some dumb nigga! I ain’t tryin’ to be signed to Murder Mob forever!”

“So after all the stuff Roc has done for you, you just gon’ up and leave?” Q asked, flabbergasted.

“You damn right!” His upper lip curled as he looked at her like she was crazy. “Fuck that pasta-eating muthafucka! He done made hella money off of me! Them crackers over at Sony offering me thirty mil just to sign wit’em and I’m gon’ do it! Shit, I already got over a hundred songs recorded and ready to go!”

Q exhaled slowly and shook her head. Sean was the most ungrateful man she’d ever met. Roc had gone out of his way to help him in his time of need, and now that he was back on his feet Sean was going to shit on him.

“Then I got yo’ big ass over here thinkin’ you hot shit ’cause Maxim named you number fifty-five on they hot list. Don’t let that shit go to yo’ head, Q. You was number fifty-five, bitch!”

In the beginning, Sean talking to her crazy hurt like hell, but after years of hearing the same ol’ shit over and over again, Q had become immune to his abuse.

“Sean, why don’t you just lay down and go to bed,” she suggested. “You’re high and trippin’.”

“Fuck that! You my bitch. I do what the fuck I wanna do.” He walked up and stood in front of her. “I made you.” Sean caressed her cheek softly. “You ain’t going nowhere . . . and we both know why, don’t we?” He grabbed her cheeks and squeezed them together. “You wouldn’t be shit wit’ out me. I got yo’ ass off the pole. Now look, you don’t want for nothing. Ain’t that right, baby?”

“Sean, you know the only reason I stripped in the first place was ’cause you asked me to.” Q gazed into his eyes, visibly upset by his words.

“And I appreciate that in you.” He unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick.

It was rock solid.

“You see how hard that is?” He placed it up to her full lips. “‘G’on and make it disappear for me.”

“Not now, Sean, c’mon.” Q turned her head, revolted by the idea.

She didn’t know where or in who Sean’s dick had been.

“You can’t do that for me?” He traced her cheek with the tip of his dick.

“Not tonight. I don’t feel like it.”

“C’mon, it ain’t gon’ take that long. I’m ready to bust now.” He turned her face back toward him.

“I said no, Sean.” Q pulled away again.

“Just lick the tip then.” Sean forced her head forward.

“Nah uh now, c’mon, stop.” She yanked her head back, then pushed his hand away.

The next thing Q knew, Sean had slapped her so hard she was holding her cheek.

“Don’t ever put yo’ muthafuckin’ hands on me!” he warned.

Tears instantly formed and spilled out of Q’s eyes.

“Fuck is on yo’ mind?” he shot with a deranged look in his eye.

“I’m sorry,” she sobbed.

“You sorry all right and you gon’ suck my dick!”

Q’s bottom lip trembled as she stared into Sean’s bloodshot eyes. The man she once knew was no longer there. He hadn’t been there in years. The monster who stood before her was what he’d become. She wanted to plead with him, but begging would only infuriate him more, so Q reluctantly took a hold of his dick and placed it in her mouth. The taste was bitter like salt as she bobbed her head back and forth.

“Ahh,” Sean moaned with his eyes closed and his hand on the back of her head.

Q knew in order to make him cum quick she would have to deep throat his dick. The only problem was Sean’s dick was so big it could barely fit into her mouth. Opening her mouth as wide as she could, Q eased his penis inch by inch past her tongue and to the back of her throat.

“Shit,” Sean groaned as his dick began to thump.

At any second he was sure to explode. Q hated the taste of cum. She most definitely didn’t want Sean cumming in her mouth so she tried to maneuver her way back, but Sean had such a tight grip on her head that she was unable to move or breathe.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” he exclaimed, fucking her mouth like it was her pussy.

Q tried to push him off of her but to no avail; cum shot down the back of her throat. Unable to breathe and unwilling to swallow, she began to choke. Sean came down from his orgasmic high and noticed her turning blue. He quickly pulled his dick from her mouth. Q coughed repeatedly while spitting up his semen in her hands.

“Look at you.” Sean shook his head, revolted. “Go in the bathroom and clean ya’self up,” he ordered. “I want some pussy.”

Q wiped her mouth and got up. Everything in her wanted to haul off and punch the shit out of Sean, but that would only further escalate things. The last time she’d gotten enough courage to fight back she’d landed in the hospital with two broken ribs and a contusion on her forehead. In order to keep Sean’s reputation squeaky clean, his publicist had spun the story to make it seem like she’d been in a minor car accident. No, Q wouldn’t fight back. She’d continue to be the devoted wife she was until there was a way for her to break away from Sean for good.

 


 



Rays from the sun shone through the bamboo blinds and onto Q’s face like stripes as she opened her eyes. She’d barely gotten any sleep. Sean had her up half the night doing what he called making love. They’d had sex in every position imaginable. Sean was so crazed with jealousy that while hitting it from back, he slapped her hard on the ass and asked repeatedly if Grip liked it that way too. Q took his taunts in stride and willed herself not to cry.

It wasn’t fair that she was caught in the middle of a silly rap beef. Sean was her husband, and since day one she’d been his ride-or-die chick, but deep down inside she knew there was only so much more she could take. Sean’s abuse was getting worse as his coke habit escalated. Surprised not to hear him snoring loudly beside her, Q turned her head to his side of the bed and found it empty. She was shocked. Despite Sean’s rude remarks and sadistic ways, it kind of bothered her that he could’ve left without saying a word. In search of answers, Q got out of bed and put on her robe. To her surprise, as soon as she opened the door she spotted Ahsim sitting, reading the Post Dispatch newspaper.

Q was never one to be taken in by a pretty face and a smile, but Ahsim’s mocha-colored skin and kissable lips caused her heart to skip a beat. He was fly as hell and his swagger was just right. Ahsim stood six foot three inches tall. He was 195 pounds and built like a West Indian god. The low-cut Caesar with waves he rocked blended like water into his perfectly lined and trimmed beard. His eyes were chestnut brown and shaped like diamonds.

That morning, he had donned a blue and orange Mets cap cocked slightly to the left; a blue bubble vest; blue, black, and white plaid lumberjack flannel; dark denim jeans; and a pair of blue and cream Chuck Taylor–inspired Diesel sneakers. His whole existence was intoxicating and should’ve been illegal in all fifty states. When he stood up, his legs were slightly bowed. Q just knew that a chocolate python lay on the inside of his pants.

“What are you doing sittin’ outside my door?” she finally asked.

“My job,” he answered, never taking his eyes off the paper.

“My husband hired you to guard me, not stalk me.”

“Your husband hired me to keep an eye on you twenty-four hours of the day, so if you have a problem with that I suggest you take that up wit him.”

Q looked at Ahsim like he was crazy. His cocky attitude might’ve intimidated others but he had her all the way fucked up.

“Let me explain something to you.” She placed her hand on her hip and pointed her finger in his direction. “While you’re on staff you will respect me and if you can’t, I won’t wait until my husband comes back from tour. I will fire you my damn self. Now do you understand that?”

Ahsim focused his attention on her. Q had completely forgotten that she wore no bra. Her brown nipples were hard, and poked through the satin fabric of her robe. Liking what he saw, Ahsim simply hit her with a crooked grin, resumed reading the paper, and replied, “I got you, ma, but check it: you ain’t hire me so you can’t fire me. Ol’ boy don’t even give you that much power so don’t even flatter ya’self; and by the way, you might wanna cover ya’self up.”

Q glanced down and remembered that underneath her robe she wore nothing. Slightly embarrassed, she quickly folded her arms across her chest.

“Speaking of my husband,” she tried to continue as if nothing had happened, “have you seen him?”

“He left a couple of hours ago. What, you ain’t know?” Ahsim asked, shocked.

“If I did I wouldn’t have asked.” Q was obviously hurt.

When she and Sean were first married, he would’ve never left without saying good-bye. She cherished his kisses and hugs before he walked out the door, but now all of that was a distant memory.

“He did have the chef prepare you a really nice breakfast, though.” Ahsim tried to ease some of her pain.

“It’s good. Tell the chef I’m not hungry. If anybody needs me, I’ll be in my room getting dressed. You and I will be out for the rest of the day.”

 


 



Q and Ahsim quietly sat opposite each other in the back of a silver Phantom. Q, her eyes concealed by a pair of black Balenciaga shades, tried her best to pretend as if he didn’t exist. But the way his tongue toyed with the toothpick between his teeth only made her wonder what other kind of freaky tricks his tongue could do. The Jean Paul Gaultier cologne he wore wasn’t helping much, either. The scent was Q’s favorite. The song “Sex and Candy” instantly came to mind.

Crossing her legs tight, she closed her eyes and prayed that the erotic twitch in her clit and the forbidden thoughts in her mind would cease. Thankfully, the sound of a text message coming through on her phone helped distract her. Q flipped her cell phone open, saw who the sender was, and rolled her eyes. Not in the mood to talk, she shut her phone without replying. Ahsim noticed her reaction and took a mental note. Just as Q placed her phone in her bag, Ahsim’s cell phone began to ring. He checked the screen, saw who the caller was, and answered.

“Hello?”

“What’s going on?” Sean asked while inhaling smoke from a blunt.

“We’re heading downtown right now. Q wanted to do a little shopping.”

“That’s what’s up.” He exhaled the smoke from his lungs. “Let her buy whatever she wants.”

“Baby, hurry up and get off the phone.” Ahsim could hear a woman whine in the background.

“Is that my husband?” Q screwed up her face, pissed.

Ahsim stalled for a second, then answered, “Yeah.”

“Let me speak to him.” She reached out her hand.

“Uh—”

“What you mean uh? Hand me the phone!”

Ahsim remembered that he was there to do a job, not play mediator, so he obliged Q’s request without hesitation.

“Thank you,” she snapped, snatching the phone from him. “Hello?”

“What’s up, babe?” Sean wiped his nose.

He’d just finished doing a line of coke.

“So you mean to tell me you can call and check in wit’ a muthafucka we barely know and not with me, your wife?”

“Calm down. I was gon’ get at you later.”

“You was gon’ get at me later?” she repeated in disbelief. “Sean, you didn’t even say good-bye to me when you left. Anything could’a happened to you when you got on that plane.”

“But it didn’t,” he replied as the woman he was with kissed his neck. “I’m all right. You all right?”

“No, I’m not all right,” she snapped.

“Sean.” The woman stressed his name. “I want some dick.”

“Hold up! Who the fuck was that?” Q yelled, ready to explode.

“Yo . . . let me hit you later.” Sean eyes were at half-mast as the woman began to unzip his Yohji Yammamato Y-3 jeans.

“Sean, if you hang up this phone, I swear to God . . .”

“Q, chill out. I’ma call you in a minute; and answer the fuckin’ phone.”

“Sean!” Q shouted as he hung up. “I know this muthafucka didn’t!” She took the phone away from her ear and looked at it.

Embarrassed, hurt, and humiliated weren’t even the words to describe how she felt. Q wished that she had it in her to be on some ring-the-alarm shit, but her days of running in behind Sean and his latest mistress were over. She was tired of trying to prove herself worthy enough of his love. He would never see all things she kept locked inside her heart strictly for him. Q wasn’t willing to play the broken-hearted girl anymore.

Swallowing the lump that had crept up her throat, she kindly handed Ahsim his phone, and sat back. Ahsim wanted desperately not to feel any kind of emotion for her, but the single tear that slipped down her cheek made him want to take her off to a distant land, where love was like breathing and hurt and pain didn’t exist.

“You a’ight?” he asked, concerned.

“I’m fine.” Q quickly wiped her face, determined not to let another tear drop.

For a while, she gazed out the window silently as Ahsim pondered why she stayed in such a fucked-up relationship. Sensing what was on his mind, Q opened up and said, “Things weren’t always like this, you know. Sean used to be the sweetest man I ever knew, but once the money started rollin’ in, he changed. I’ve been tryin’ so hard to find my way back to the man he once was, but these days I don’t know if it’s possible.”

“Yo.” Ahsim looked at her. “I ain’t even tryin’ to get off into y’all relationship like that ’cause I ain’t no therapist and it ain’t none of my business but . . . can’t you see you the only one tryin’?”

“Well, that’s easier said then felt.”

“Chicks fuck me up.” He smirked.

“Chicks fuck you up and what?”

“It’s nothing.” He shook his head. “My fault, I shouldn’t have even said that.”

“It’s cool, we talkin’.” Q shrugged her shoulders with an attitude. “Say whatever it is you got to say. I’m grown, I can handle it.”

“A’ight,” Ahsim complied. “Y’all chicks will fight tooth and nail to hold on to a no-good muthafucka who treats like you shit. Make all the excuses for him in the world and he still got another chick suckin’ his dick; and where you at? Sittin’ in the car, cryin’.”

“Excuse you.” She snapped her neck, offended.

“No need for the pleasantries, ma, you excused. And if you catchin’ an attitude ’cause I hurt yo’ feelin’s then I’m sorry, but I’m just statin’ facts.”

“First of all, my name ain’t ma. It’s Queen and I haven’t given you permission to relax your standards. Second of all, you ain’t statin’ shit ’cause you don’t know what the fuck you talkin’ about.” Q leaned forward furious. “And I shouldn’t have ever asked your opinion. You ain’t spittin’ nothin’ but a bunch of hired-help bullshit . . . so do us both a favor; shut the fuck up, do your job, and guard something.”

“Check this, Queen,” Ahsim barked back. “I may be a guard, but I’m a man first and the man in me will not allow you to get away wit’ all the rah-rah you just spat. The next time you speak to me, speak to me with respect. Otherwise, don’t say shit. You so busy tellin’ me what to guard. How bout you guard yo’ heart, guard your emotions, guard you settling for less, and guard yo’ mouth,” Ahsim leaned close to her face.

Their lips were only inches apart.

“Now do you understand?”

Q rolled her eyes and leaned back against the seat. Pissed, she folded her arms across her chest. She would never admit it, but the reality was that everything Ahsim said was right. It ate her up inside. Instead of sticking up for herself, time and time again she excused Sean’s intentions and pretended that everything was okay. She was the only one trying, and what made it even worse was coming to the realization that she was the only one in love.

“Ralph,” she called out to the driver.

“Yes, ma’am.” He glanced at her through the rearview mirror.

“Turn the radio up. That’s my song.”

“Sure thing, ma’am.”

Ralph quickly turned up the volume. He hated to see Q upset. Ralph was willing to do anything within his power to make her happy. “Diva,” by Beyonce, thumped from the speakers, hyping Q up. Fuck all these niggas, she thought as she pulled out her Dior cosmetic mirror. Q was about to do her, and that meant hitting the stores and spending an obscene amount of money on shit she didn’t need. Ralph pulled up to the curb slowly. Once the car was parked, he got out and opened the coach doors.

Ahsim stepped out first to make sure their surroundings were safe, and to tell the store owner they were there.

After that was taken care of, Ralph signaled to Q that it was okay to step out. A light drizzle fell from the sky, but Ralph had everything covered. Before Q’s foot even hit the pavement he’d already pulled out one of the two umbrellas conveniently located in each of the rear doors. Not a single hair on her head would be out of place. All eyes were on Q. Men stopped mid-stride just to catch a glimpse of her thick thighs, while some women admired and others tuned up their faces. It didn’t matter. At that moment, she felt as if she were the superstar.

Dressed casually chic in a wife beater, gray stone-washed skinny jeans, and five-inch, black suede peep toe Christian Louboutin ankle boots, Q knew she was the bitch. Her hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail. She wore no makeup, a pair of diamond stud earrings, her wedding ring, and a black patent leather Valentino purse with rosettes on the front.

Q ignored the onlookers and made her way through the doors. City Chic Boutique was one of her favorite stores in the Delmar Loop. She especially loved that it was black-owned, and it didn’t hurt that the owner, Renee, was pretty nice, too. It didn’t matter what time of the day it was she would always shut down the store for Q so she could shop by herself.

“How are you miss?” Tabitha hugged her and air-kissed both cheeks. “You look nice as always, and the boots are sick.”

“Thank you, girl. Love the top.” Q stepped back and appreciated the shirt Tabitha wore. “Please tell me it’s one of your own.”

“And you know it. Kaycee,” Tabitha called out to one of her employees.

“Yes.”

“Show Q where this top is. I have to make a phone call.” Tabitha turned back to Q. “Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will. Thanks, Tabitha.”

“Look at you lookin’ fly.” Kaycee smiled as she escorted Q to the shirt rack.

“Thank you. I just threw on something today.”

“I feel you, girl. I did too, but tell me; who is that fine-ass nigga you got wit’ you?” Kaycee pointed.

Q glanced over her shoulder at Ahsim. He stood by the door in a b-boy stance still toying with the toothpick in his mouth. It fucked her up that he didn’t try to hide the fact that he was admiring her frame from behind.

“That’s Ahsim, my new bodyguard.”

“I know you’re happy. Shit, he can guard me any day.” Kaycee licked her lips and blew him a kiss.

“Kaycee, please.” Q rolled her eyes. “I am a married woman.”

“Well, I’m single, horny as hell, and ready to fuck, so please give him my number. As a matter of fact, I think I’ll do it myself.”

With her shoulders pulled back, Kaycee switched over to Ahsim and sparked up a conversation. Q pretended not to care as she roamed the racks and shelves of clothes, but the thought of Ahsim being interested in someone other then her tortured her pride. Jealous, Q snuck a glance from the corner of her eye. Ahsim smiled as Kaycee placed her hand on his arm. Q loathed the fact that staring at him alone ignited a fire inside her heart that only he could put out. Spotting Kaycee coming her way, she swiftly turned her head.

“Homeboy is a winner for real,” she announced gleefully.

“That’s what’s up,” Q replied dryly. “You get his number?”

“Yeah, and I will be callin’ him tonight.”

“Good for you. Now, come on and ring me out. I got some other places I need to go.”

In less then fifteen minutes, Q racked up $5,000 worth of merchandise. Half of the stuff she hadn’t even really looked at. Fuck the recession , Q thought. Tabitha was ecstatic. Q tried her best to hide her attitude, but it was useless. She couldn’t get a grasp on what kind of game Ahsim was playing, but she for damn sure was going to find out. Their next stop was a lingerie store called Soma Intimates. Once again, the owner loved Q so much that he was willing to close the store just for her.

As soon as she entered she was offered a complimentary glass of Dom and strawberries. Q drank the entire glass in one gulp. With a fresh glass in hand she went into the dressing room. Five pieces of lingerie and heels had already been picked out for her. Q stripped down and tried on the first one. It was a dusty blue, pleated, satin teddy with an elastic waist and lace trim. The teddy was made like a jumper. The panty part highlighted her voluptuous ass perfectly. She just had to know if Ahsim liked it, too.

“Ahsim,” she called from inside the dressing room.

“What’s good?”

“If I ask your opinion will you give me an honest answer?” she quizzed.

“Haven’t we tried that already today?”

“Please.”

“Depends.”

“On what?” she asked, sliding back the velvet curtain.

Ahsim couldn’t believe his eyes. Every part of him wanted Q in the worst way. Her honey-colored physique had more dips and curves then a roller coaster ride. Q stood in front of the full body mirror with her back to him. Ahsim couldn’t help but notice just how fat her ass was.

“So what you think?”

“It’s a’ight.” He tried to play it cool. Ahsim couldn’t let Q see him sweat.

“Really,” she remarked, shocked.

“You asked for my opinion.”

“Okay,” she smirked, reentering the dressing room.

Q closed the curtain behind her. If Ahsim wanted to play games, she was gonna play right along with him. Q pulled the rubber band from her hair, allowing her hair to fall past her shoulders. The next outfit she tried on was a black, sheer lace babydoll dress. Lightly lined under-wire cups accentuated her breasts, pushing them up just right. Underneath, she wore a matching sheer lace g-string. This time, instead of going barefoot, she placed on a pair of black patent leather four-inch stilettos with a pointed toe.

“You ready?” she asked as the flame he’d ignited burned.

“Yeah,” he answered, unprepared for what he was about to see.

Q pushed back the curtain and posed. Sheer appreciation was written all over Ahsim’s face as he stood up straight and adjusted his dick. There was no denying it. Q had him hook, line, and sinker. All she had to do was the say the word and he’d fulfill her every desire. The curves of her hips were begging to be caressed. Ahsim could visualize himself cupping her breasts while placing erotic kisses from her collarbone to the heartbeat of her clit.

“You like?” She smiled wickedly.

“Ahh . . .” He flicked his hand back and forth, pretending not to be fazed. “You stepped up yo’ game a li’l bit.”

“A li’l bit,” she repeated in disbelief.

“I mean, it look better then the last outfit.”

Displeased with his answer, Q slammed the curtain shut once again. Ahsim was playing to hard to get, but she always caught her prey. She wasn’t going to give up until she had Ahsim on his knees. The final outfit she tried on was a black lace, sheer cutout teddy. There were no straps; just a black string that tied around her neck like a halter.

The halter connected to a lace bra, sheer black material streamed down the center of her stomach. Once the material reached her waist, it turned into a g-string. Q’s goods were out for the world to see, but the only eyes she wanted on her were Ahsim’s. This time, Q didn’t make an announcement as she stepped out. She would allow her body to do all the talking.

Ahsim didn’t even know that she was back in the room until he suddenly glanced up and saw her standing there. Q slowly sauntered toward him. The smell of her Viktor & Rolf perfume enticed his nose. Q was a Playboy bunny, Jet Beauty of the Week, and Eye Candy of the Month rolled up into one perfect woman. Ahsim loved that she wasn’t runway-model thin, but tantalizingly thick in all the right places. Her stomach was as flat as a board, but her titties and ass were more then a mouthful. Q turned her back to his chest and pulled her hair over to the side, revealing her neck. Her plump ass was pressed up against Ahsim’s hard dick. It seemed to get longer by the second.

“You mind untying this for me?” she asked seductively.

Instead of obliging her, Ahsim leaned down, gripped her waist tight, placed his lips on her ear and whispered, “I don’t know what type of game you playin’, but I’m the wrong nigga to fuck wit’, so I suggest you take yo’ pretty ass back into that dressing room and get dressed so we can get the fuck up outta of here.”

Ahsim couldn’t help but nibble and lick her ear just a little bit. The sensation sent shivers down Q’s spine.

“And hurry up,” he demanded, slapping her ass.

Doing as she was told, Q made her way back to the dressing room. She didn’t know what part of the game this was. None of her tricks were working. Ahsim had her sewed up and there was no way she could get out. Ahsim, on the other hand, stood back and marveled at the way her ass cheeks bounced as she walked. It was going to take everything in him not to cross the line and lay it on her.




Part Two

Boogieman

Ahsim lay on his back, asleep in a pool of sweat. He tossed and turned repeatedly but to no avail. The white sheets that lay on top of him clung to his skin like a woman’s grasp during sex. Thoughts of Q invaded his memory’s museum. He’d summoned her there, into his dreams. Inside his nightmares was the only place they could be lovers without consequence.

There he was, standing at the start of a long corridor that seemed to have no end. To the side were rows and rows of mirrors trimmed in gold, going in different directions. He was trapped and it was freezing cold. Ahsim clenched his fist tight and began to walk slowly. With each step, mirages of Q appeared. Inside the mirrors, she floated above a pit of flames. A sinister grin graced the corner of her lips as she reached out for him.

Ahsim was captivated by her scarlet eyes. He should’ve been scared, but she was the most beautiful boogieman he’d ever seen. His conscious told him not to, but he stepped closer. He wanted to be where she was; but the closer he got, the colder he became. The touch of her hand would be the death of him. Ahsim looked down. Q could sense his hesitation.

“Come here,” she said in the sweetest tone.

Ahsim promptly focused his attention on her again.

“I need you,” she whispered as a tear made of blood traced her cheek.

The sadness that filled her eyes made Ahsim want to kiss all of her pain away. Fuck it, he’d played with fire before. Q was a guilty pleasure that, given the chance, he’d forever indulge in. This time nothing, not even the flames, would stop him from being close to her. Ahsim took hold of her fragile hand and stepped inside the burning blaze of fire. Finally, they were together.

Q grasped his face, gazed into his eyes, and smiled. Before Ahsim could realize his fate, her cold lips were upon his. The kiss was sensual; her tongue flicking against his. Then, suddenly, the blood in his veins became ice. The longer the kiss lasted, the harder it became to breathe.

Ahsim desperately wanted to fight, but dying never felt so good. Q had him locked within her web and no matter how hard he tried he would never get out. Just as Ahsim was about to take his last breath, he woke up.

Frantically, he searched the room with his eyes. He was alive. It was all just a dream. Ahsim rubbed his eyes. He had to get Q out of his mind. There was no way he was going to let her cloud his judgment.

Sitting up, he ran his hands down his face and exhaled. His mouth was dry and he needed to take a piss. Ahsim looked down and realized that he needed a fresh set of sheets, too. Pulling the cover from over him, he got up. A newly rolled blunt called his name from the night-stand. Ahsim picked it up and tucked it behind his ear.

It was one of those summer nights that was so hot, the central air alone wouldn’t do. He walked to the window and allowed what cool breeze there was outside to come through. Before he could make it to the bathroom, muffled voices by the pool caught his attention. Ahsim stared out the window in search of where the voices were coming from, but the trees in front of him blocked his view. Able to recognize Q’s voice, he heard her shout, “No.” On impulse, he reached for his gun and headed out the door. Ahsim ran down the steps and went out the back way that led to the pool. As he turned the corner he aimed his gun.

“Don’t move,” he ordered.

Q jumped and spun around.

“Ahsim, what the fuck are you doing?” she yelled, holding a towel in front of her naked body.

“I heard voices. I heard you yell ‘no.’” His eyes darted around the pool area in pursuit of the other person.

“Are you fuckin’ crazy? Put the gun down. I was singing a fuckin’ song.”

She bent down and picked up her iPod. Ahsim noticed that lying on the ground next to her foot was a platinum ring designed as a crown.

“See, ‘you holdin’ up traffic, green means Go,” she sang.

Ahsim put the safety back on and placed the gun by his side.

“I could’ve sworn I heard you talkin’ to someone.” He continued to search around suspiciously.

“Well, no, I wasn’t.” She rolled her eyes. “I was about to take a swim, like I do every night.”

Q dropped her towel and allowed her toned body to glisten under the moonlight. She’d never been ashamed of her body, so for Ahsim to see her naked was nothing. Ahsim tried to look away, but once his eyes centered on her raspberry nipples it was murder she wrote. Q sneered and sauntered toward the pool. Before Ahsim could blink, she’d dipped into the pool and disappeared under the turquoise water. Never one to miss a good show, he walked to the opposite end of the pool and sat down.

His feet dangled in the water like bait. Ahsim pulled the blunt from behind his ear and lit it. The herbal medicine inside calmed him down on the first hit. Buzzed, he glanced around and soaked up the view. The backyard was reminiscent of a Tuscan villa. It was completely closed in by hundreds of flowers, bushes, shrubs, and trees. Soft yellow lights gave the space a mellow feeling. Five wooden beach chairs and a fire pit sat on the opposite end of the pool, facing him.

There was even an outdoor bed, and a sofa. Q soared through the water, causing a rippling effect to spiral toward him. Unknowingly, she’d become his addiction. He thought of her every second of the day. Ahsim took another pull from the blunt and watched as she swam between his legs. Q came up from the water and placed her hands on his knees. Her long hair clung to the nape of her neck.

What she was about to do was wrong on so many levels, but the urgency of wanting him outweighed any common sense she possessed. She wanted to know what he liked, what he needed, what he wished for. Any fantasy he came with, she’d provide. She’d feed him, fuck him, taste him, suck him, it didn’t matter. Q’s eyes roamed over his physique. The tattoos that covered his chest and arms were pleading to be assaulted with wet kisses. Ahsim read her mind and put his hands under her arms to pull her up.

Beads of water dripped from Q’s body as she gazed into his coffee-colored eyes. His arms were wrapped securely around her waist. The hard bulge inside his hooping shorts caused her clit to twitch. Tired of playing a game of cat-and-mouse, Ahsim pressed his full lips against hers. Q immediately became caught up in the warmth of his mouth. His kiss was spellbinding.

As he rotated between sucking her top and bottom lip, Ahsim manipulated the skin of her back with his fingertips and said, “Let me make love to you.” Q’s body fell limp in his embrace. She had to stop before things went too far, but the folds of her flesh yearned for him to stroke her clit slowly with his tongue. Setting aside the naughty thoughts in her mind, she pushed him back.

“What’s the problem?” Ahsim asked, wanting more.

“I’m sorry. I should’ve never let things go this far. I’m trippin’.” She paced back and forth. “If my husband ever finds out . . .” Her voice shook. “Oh my God, I gotta go.”

Q snatched her towel and ran up the walkway, ashamed. Ahsim stood alone, wondering how things had spiraled out of control. Confused, he walked over to the ring and picked it up. It seemed oddly familiar. He just couldn’t remember where he’d see it before. Determined to find out, he placed it inside his pocket and made his way back inside the house.

 


 



The next morning, things were awkward between Q and Ahsim. They barely said three words to one another, and when Sean called to check up on her, Q almost pissed on herself. Along with coke, Sean could sniff a liar from miles away. Ahsim had to choose his words just right, or Sean would be on the next flight home ready to kill both their asses. Thankfully, Ahsim played it cool. Sean didn’t suspect a thing. Q took a look at herself as she stood in front of a full-length mirror.

It was the one Sunday a month she got to see her family. That morning they would be attending services at Unity Chapel Baptist church. It was the same church Q attended as a child, where she used to sing lead in the choir. She had to be on point. Q thought she looked elegant in a white fitted button-up shirt and gold, gray, and tan high-waisted pencil skirt. The sleeves of the shirt were rolled up, revealing her gold Frank Muller watch. A thin, gold, three-layered necklace that reached the top of her skirt accessorized the ensemble even more. On her feet, she rocked a pair of gold metallic, watersnake Jimmy Choo platforms.

Q donned her Oliver Peoples shades, grabbed her white, quilted Marc Jacobs bag, and signaled to Ahsim that she was ready to go. Not a word was spoken between them as they headed to Q’s family church. Neither could find the right things to say, although so much needed to be said. Church services lasted two hours. Afterward, the entire family had lunch at Q’s grandparents’ house.

Q hated that her family still lived in the hood. Sean refused to give her any money to buy her grandparents a new home. The north side of St. Louis was filled with violence. Every other day someone got killed. Crackheads roamed the streets at night.

Young black girls fell victim to teenage pregnancy while young boys sold rocks for sneakers. Plus, the fact that her grandparents’ house wasn’t up to par didn’t help much. The roof was caving in, and there were numerous leaks in the ceiling. Anytime there was a heavy rain, their basement flooded. They had no central air. The only relief from the heat came from an air conditioner in their bedroom window.

Her mother wasn’t doing any better. Due to the recession, she’d lost her job and was forced to move in with her parents sharing a room with Q’s brother. It pained Q to the core to know she had the means to help her family but because of her selfish husband she wasn’t able to. Q’s immediate family consisted of her mother, Taylor; seventeen-year-old brother, Jay; grandfather, Ty; grandmother, Earlene; and Great Aunt Erniece. Earlene and Erniece were identical twins. They were seventy-one years old, but still as hip as they were in their younger days. After saying grace, the entire family, including Ahsim and Ralph, sat around the table eating and conversing. The topic of the moment was T.I. and his impending jail sentence.

“Now, that’s some bullshit and you know it, Earlene,” Erniece barked. “The hip-hop police been after T.I. since Trap Muzik. They knew then that what he was spittin’ was the truth.”

“I ain’t say that the police hadn’t been watchin’ him, but the boy shouldn’t been buying all them damn guns. That’s what you get guards like Ahsim for,” Earlene replied. “I gotta give it to him. His li’l ass do be talkin’ that gangsta shit. He say, ‘Just gimme some cocaine and somewhere to slang and I’m straight.’ You can’t tell me that ain’t no real shit right there.” She pounded her hand against the table, amped.

“You know who I like?” Q’s brother Jay jumped in.

“Who?”

“Jay-Z.”

“Aw, yeah.” Earlene put down her fork and closed her eyes. “When I heard that ‘Show Me What You Got’ he had me, baby! Now, he ain’t much on the eye—”

“Nah, he ain’t,” Erniece cut her off.

“But he smart,” Earlene continued.

“Sho nuff,” Erniece nodded. “Banonsay knew what she was doing when she hooked that retarded-lookin’ muthafucka. She said, ‘Fuck good looks; when I’m old, fat, titties hangin’ down to my knees like Aretha, this nigga gon’ be able to take care of me. Feed me all the Popeye’s chicken I want.’ ”

“You got that right,” Earlene agreed, laughing.

“Have you heard his song with John Legend?” Q asked before taking a sip of her lemonade.

“Girl, you know that’s yo’ Aunt ’Niece boo.”

“Talk about a muthafucka that’s fine.” Erniece rolled her neck. “Every time I see him on the television, my panties get moist.”

“Aunt ’Niece, that’s enough.” Q scrunched up her face as Ahsim laughed uncontrollably.

“Let him come to St. Louis. I’ma be in the front row, wit’ my panties off, swingin ’em in the air. That li’l yellow nigga ain’t gon’ know what hit ’em; and he can dress.”

“Yes, sir,” Earlene concurred. “The man stay sharp.”

“Sharper than a muthafuckin’ switch blade.”

“A’ight, Aunt ’Niece, Uncle Fred gon’ find out you cheatin’ on him and go crazy,” Jay teased, referring to his aunt’s ex-boyfriend.

“Shit.” She screwed up her face. “Boy, please, Fred can kiss my ass.”

“You ain’t gotta front, Aunt ’Niece. We know you still love Uncle Fred.”

“I ain’t thinkin’ about Fred and Fred ain’t thinkin’ about me.”

“So, Ahsim,” Q’s grandfather spoke up. “How do you like guarding my granddaughter so far? I hope she ain’t been too much trouble.”

“Just a little bit,” Ahsim joked.

“Q, you ain’t been giving this man a hard time, have you?”

“Just a little bit.” She looked at Ahsim and smiled.

Being around her family seemed to loosen the tension between them.

“Well, I’m just happy she got somebody to keep her safe,” Earlene commented. “Lord knows that good-for-nothin’ Sean ain’t gon’ do it.”

“Earlene, that’s enough,” Ty ordered.

“Nah, Ty, I got to speak my piece. It’s because of him Q need a guard in the first place. Got all that money and walkin’ around here actin’ like a fool.”

“He look like a goddamn monkey’s ass,” Erniece backed up her sister.

“Smell like one, too.”

“All right, Mama.” Taylor gave them both the evil eye.

“I’m just sayin’—”

“Well, you’ve said enough.”

“All right, all right.” Earlene raised her hand in defeat.

“Where is Sean, by the way?” Jay asked.

“Touring,” Q answered, trying her best to hide her pain.

“Well, how come he ain’t take you wit’em?” Erniece questioned.

“Auntie, wives don’t really go on tour with their husbands. Besides, I trust Sean,” Q lied.

“Shit, you’s a good one, niece. Let ’em fuck wit’ a bitch like me. He’ll have a tracking device stuck up his ass.”

“This conversation is officially over.” Taylor got up from the table to empty her plate.

After dinner, Q and Ahsim sat on the porch enjoying the cool summer air. Ralph stood outside the car, puffing on a cigarette. A couple of neighborhood kids raced around playing tag. Rays from the sun seemed to dance across Q’s face as she crossed her arms and embraced herself. Her entire presence was like the wind: soft, cool, and free. So many thoughts and secrets lay behind her slanted eyes.

Ahsim wanted to know the real woman behind the magnetic smile. He had to make her see that she could trust him. She had no reason to run. Q was a rose ready to bloom. All she had to do was open her eyes and realize that she was worth so much more. There was a man out there who would love her for her, and, given the opportunity, Ahsim wanted to prove that he was that man.

“Your family is crazy as hell,” he commented.

“Yeah, but I love ’em anyway.” Q laughed as her cell began to ring.

The number came up on the screen as restricted, so she didn’t answer.

“So you grew up on Holly Avenue?”

“Born and raised.”

“That’s hella crazy. My peoples live right off Carter.”

“Get out of here. Really?” Q asked, amazed.

“Yeah.” Ahsim nodded.

“Wonder why we never ran into each other?”

“That’s a good question.” His eyes roamed over her physique.

Q turned away and smiled.

“I’ma be honest wit’ you, Q. I thought you grew up wit’ paper.”

“What made you think that?”

“The way you carry yo’self. You fly than a muthafucka.”

“Thanks,” she giggled. “But, nah. My peoples making it, but they ain’t got much. I wish I could do more but,” she inhaled deeply and shook her head. “About last night—”

“You good, ma,” he cut her off. “Your secret safe wit’ me.”

“But that’s what I’m afraid of. Secrets can cause a lot of problems.”

“Quit trippin’. All we did was kiss; it’s nothing.”

“Yeah, okay,” Q rolled her eyes and laughed. “Don’t front; that kiss had you weak in the knees.”

“Man, please.” he waved her off.

“A’ight, we’ll see.” She turned and sashayed back into the house. “We’ll see.”
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It was one of those lazy Monday afternoons that felt like Sunday. Rain poured heavily from the sky. Q sat cross-legged on the couch underneath a chocolate wool throw. The sound of rain tapping against the windowpane soothed her. Q picked up her favorite mug filled with green tea and took a sip. The relaxing drink warmed her insides. Content, she placed the cup back on a coaster and picked up the remote.

For a while, she roamed aimlessly through the channels until she came to the E! network. The Daily 10 was on. Q stretched her legs and leaned her back against the arm of the couch. The show was down to its last ten minutes of airtime, but Q still didn’t want to miss it. The number two story was whether Lindsay Lohan and Samantha Ronson were still together. Q chuckled to herself. Lindsay hadn’t had a hit movie in years and still managed to be newsworthy.

The number one story would be on after the break. While a commercial for Rothman Furniture played, Q wondered if she should have the chef make her something for dinner or go out. The sound of her cell phone ringing distracted her from her thoughts. Q recognized the number on the screen and sucked her teeth.

“What?” she answered with an attitude. “I ain’t got nothing to say to you,” she spat. “When I wanted to talk you was too busy wit’ that bitch, so be wit’ the bitch . . .

No, you don’t love me. Yeah, okay, whateva,” she shot, hanging up the phone. “He got me fucked up.”

“Who got you fucked up?” Ahsim asked, taking a seat next to her.

“Nobody.” She folded her arms under her breasts and resumed watching television.

The Daily 10 was back on.

“The number one story for the day is,” Sal Masekela said into the camera, “while partying in Miami, Midwest rapper Sean Pynn was caught all over Czech supermodel Jasmine Kurkova.”

Video footage of the two of them kissing popped onto the screen.

“The two were seen over the weekend in Miami at Club Mansion. Now, you ask what makes this newsworthy. Well, Sean is married . . . and has been for quite a while to Maxim magazine hottie Queen. We here at The Daily 10 wonder how Mrs. Pynn feels about this.”

Q’s heart sank to her knees. She’d tried to be blind to Sean’s cheating ways, but he’d never embarrassed her like this before. Over the years she’d heard through the grapevine of his trysts with R&B superstars and A-list actresses, but none had been made public knowledge. Q only had herself to blame. The more time she let pass, the further down she became on his to-do list.

She noticed the calls he’d get that would cause him to leave the room, but she looked past them. She wanted to curl up in a ball and cry, but crying never kept him home anyway. Nothing she ever did got through to him. This time Sean had taken things too far. Public humiliation was the worst kind of pain Q could endure. He’d shattered her heart, and nothing he could ever say or do would mend it again.

“I can’t believe this muthafucka,” she spat, turning off the TV.

“Damn ol’ boy doing it like that,” Ahsim said, dumbfounded.

“Really?” Q looked at him like he was stupid.

“My bad. I ain’t mean it like that,” he apologized. “So what you gon’ do?”

“What can I do? I signed a stupid prenup that says if I leave I get nothing. As long as I’m Sean’s wife I’m entitled to everything. So fuck it, I can’t leave. I’m not going back to the fuckin’ hood. Been there, done that. Besides, that crazy muthafucka already said if I try to leave he would kill me, so you tell me what I should do.”

“Go to the fuckin’ police.”

“I already tried that. The police won’t listen to me and neither did Sean’s mother or father. When I tried to talk to them they basically gave me their ass to kiss. And what fucks me up the most is his parents didn’t even believe in him at first. They thought rappin’ was a waste of time, but now that Sean is rich, guess who his biggest fans are.”

“That’s fucked up. I mean, the only advice I can give you is to leave, but obviously that’s not an option. So I don’t know what you can do.” He massaged his chin thoughtfully.

“I just wish I could get away from this muthafucka. It’s like he’s just determined to hurt me.” Q’s bottom lip trembled as tears streamed down her face. “I wish I could kill him.”

Suddenly, the house phone began to ring. A moment later, Rosa, the maid, came into the sitting room.

“Miss,” Rosa said, “it’s your mother.”

“Tell her I’m busy. I’ll call her back later,” she cried.

“Okay.”

“Yo, Q, chill out.” Ahsim rubbed her knee. “Cryin’ ain’t even you.”

“I know, it just hurts.” She covered her face with her hands as the phone rang again.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but it’s a reporter on the phone from US Weekly magazine. She wants to know how you feel about the footage.”

“How does it look like I feel, Rosa?” Q snapped, heated. “My husband is off somewhere fuckin’ some Czech bitch and the whole world knows about it! How in the fuck would you feel?”

“Rosa,” Ahsim intervened, calmly. “First, tell the reporter no comment. If anybody else from the media calls, tell them that Mrs. Pynn will not be taking any phone calls, a’ight?”

“Yes, sir.” She turned to leave.

“And Rosa.”

“Yes, Mr. Ahsim.” She turned back around.

“Give me and Mrs. Pynn a minute alone.”

“Sure thing.” She closed the door behind her.

“Now, back to you, beautiful.” Ahsim scooted closer to Q. “You are way too fly to be sweatin’ some lame-ass nigga.”

“No, I’m not.” She sniffed as he caressed her cheek with his thumb.

“I know it hurts, ma, but feelin’ sorry for yourself ain’t gon’ change the situation.”

Q took a hold of Ahsim’s hand. “Well, help me get over it then.” She shamelessly kissed the palm of it.

“Fuckin’ me ain’t gon’ stop the pain, either.” He took her face into his hands and passionately kissed her lips.

“No, but it’ll make me feel good,” Q whispered, placing a trail of kisses down his neck.

Ahsim swiftly pulled his T-shirt over his head, then removed her tank top. Filled with desire, he gazed into her eyes and slowly peeled down her leggings. To his surprise, she wore no panties or bra. Ahsim stripped off his clothes and knelt before her. Q parted her legs and welcomed his tongue on her clit.

Ahsim slithered his tongue like a snake over the lips of her pussy. Q closed her eyes tight and enjoyed the sensation. Her freshly manicured nails massaged his head as he licked and bit her clit with manic aggression.

“Ahsim . . . shit,” she purred.

Ahsim made his way up. He pushed her breasts together and began manipulating her nipples with his tongue. Her breasts were his favorite part of her. Q tried to be ladylike, but the way his tongue flicked across her nipples drove her insane. She couldn’t help but touch herself. Forbidden thoughts of all the freaky things she wanted to try crammed her mind. Ahsim teasingly slid his dick up and down the center of her wet slit.

Q ached for him to enter her. She was beyond aroused. As the tips of her fingers played with her clit, Ahsim grabbed his hard dick and inserted himself deep within her valley. Q’s hand immediately went from her clit to his back as her eyes flew open and she gasped. Ten inches of chocolate, brown sugar was slowly rockin’ her pussy to sleep.

Q scratched his back in agony and moaned, “Ooh, daddy, you feel so good.”

A cornucopia of pleasure and pain traveled throughout her pelvis, all the way down to her toes. Each stroke sent her to the moon where her breasts kissed the stars. Their warm bodies melted into one another, becoming one. Before Q knew it, she’d been flipped over. Her hands gripped the arm of the couch in anticipation of him entering her again. Sticky white cream saturated Ahsim’s dick. The visual turned him on even more. Q’s pussy was the best. Back inside, he sped up his pace.

“Ahh,” she yelled, overtaken by the size of him.

“You gotta be quiet, ma,” he said as she caught his thrust and threw it back at him.

“I can’t,” Q whined. “It feels too good. You gon’ make me cum, baby. Ooh.”

Ahsim leaned forward and placed his hand over her mouth so no one would be able to hear her screams. Together they both came. A rush of energy surged through their bodies. Ahsim fell limp onto Q’s back, her breasts cupped in his hands. Q breathed in and out. What she and Ahsim had just created was sinful and decadent, but the thought still remained: why did she feel so empty?

 


 



Ahsim lay on his back with his right hand under his head and his left on the curve of Q’s hip. She straddled him, riding him slowly. The woman was a beast in the bedroom. They’d been having sex all night. Now, it was early afternoon and Q still couldn’t get enough of him. Q was riding a wave of ecstasy. She’d called on God in every language known to man. Ahsim fucked her so good that she was willing to give him anything. She’d give him candy, buy him diamonds, and feed him breakfast in bed. He could have all her money. Whatever he wanted he could have, as long as he didn’t take his dick away.

“Ooh, I love this dick.” She eyed him hungrily and bit her bottom lip.

“Show me how much you love it then,” Ahsim challenged.

“Anything for you, daddy.” She smiled, while easing her way down.

Q took his rock solid dick into her hands and placed it inside her wanting mouth. Every lick was sinful and pleasing to her palette. The rigid veins of his dick thumped against the bud of her tongue. Ahsim couldn’t contain himself. If Q continued to suck his dick with such reckless abandon, he was sure to explode.

“Fuck . . . I told you to show me, but damn,” he groaned.

Hearing his reaction only turned Q on more. She wanted him to cum, so she bobbed her head at a faster pace.

“Ahh,” he moaned loudly as she deep-throated his dick.

Q sensed that he was about to cum, so she eased him out of her mouth and flicked her tongue across the tip. Ahsim was done, finito, finished. Cum shot from his penis onto Q’s hands. She happily jerked his shaft until every last drop was out.

“Goddamn, you the shit,” he panted heavily.

“I aim to please.” She winked, then got up to go to the bathroom.

After washing her hands and rinsing with mouthwash, she pulled her hair up into a loose ponytail. Q felt happier then she had in years. She and Ahsim connected on an emotional and physical level. He understood her feelings, and the way he made her body quiver took her attraction for him to new levels. Q turned off the light and went back into her bedroom. Ahsim sat on Sean’s side of the bed, beckoning her.

“No, baby, we gotta get up, time for us to get dressed.” She grabbed a T-shirt and threw it on.

“You right,” he reluctantly agreed.

“I know I am.” She sauntered over and tenderly pecked his lips. “Ooh, I got a’ idea.” She jumped back, excited.

“What’s up?”

“We should get out of town for day or two while Sean is still gone. Maybe go to Chicago or something. That way we don’t have to hide or sneak around.”

“That don’t sound to bad.” Ahsim stepped into his boxers. “Maybe—”

“Mrs. Pynn.” Rosa tapped on the door.

“Yes?” Q covered Ahsim’s mouth.

“Your husband is on the phone. He’d like to speak to you.”

“Okay, I’ll take the call from the phone in here.”

“Sure thing, miss.”

Q removed her hand from Ahsim’s mouth and crept over to the door. She had to make sure the coast was clear; it was.

“Oh my God.” She frantically spun around on her heels and faced Ahsim. “Has he called you? I bet you he has. He’s gonna wonder why you haven’t answered the phone.”

“Calm down.” Ahsim picked up his phone. “You spazzin’ for nothing. He ain’t even called me.”

“Thank God.” Q placed her hand on her chest and let out a sigh of relief.

Nervous as hell, she sat on her side of the bed and picked up the phone.

“Hello?”

“Baby,” Sean cried into the phone.

“What, Sean?”

“I know you mad at me but I can explain. The paparazzi set me up. They Photoshopped that shit, I swear. I put that on everything I love; I ain’t fuckin’ with that bitch. You know I wouldn’t do you like that.”

Q exhaled and rolled her eyes to the ceiling.

“The paparazzi can’t Photoshop a video tape, dummy.”

“I’m tellin’ you, baby, it’s some new technology out there. That wasn’t me.” He tried his best to convince her. “But look I need you to do me a favor.”

“I knew it was something,” she scoffed. “What do you want now, Sean?”

“I need you to release a statement saying that although you and I are going through a difficult time, you believe in me one hundred percent and that you ask that the media give us our privacy,” he slowly read from the paper in front of him.

“I wish I could,” Q hissed.

“C’mon, baby, get off the bullshit.”

“The only reason you even on this phone is because your publicist told you to call,” she spat. “You don’t give a fuck about me. This wouldn’t be the first time you’ve dipped out on me or the last, so how about you do us both a favor and tell the truth for once in your life.”

Ahsim sat behind her, pleased to hear her stick up for herself.

“You right,” Sean shockingly agreed. “I ain’t gon’ even front. It was me, but fuck all that. You my bitch. I was just fuckin’ that broad. I was gon’ get right back. I swear to God, Q, from day one you the only chick that’s been able to capture my heart.”

Q inhaled deeply and held her breath.

“Tell me you still love me.” Sean just had to know.

It took everything in her to spit out the words but she did anyway. “I love you.” She let out an exasperated breath.

“That’s my girl,” Sean responded, relieved.

“You gon’ release that statement for me?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“That’s what’s up,” he said, pleased. “I love you.”

“Yep.”

“Holla,” he said before hanging up.

Q shook her head and hung up too.

“I hope you just told that nigga you loved him to buy some time,” Ahsim spoke up as soon as she got off the phone.

“Buy some time for what?” Q asked, perplexed. “We discussed this. I can’t leave him. Plus, this shit is fucked up anyway,” she realized. “I just fucked you in the bed me and my husband share. I can’t keep on doing this wit’ you.”

“That’s really how you feel?”

“Yeah, this shit is foul.” Q inhaled deeply, then ran her fingers through her hair, overwhelmed. “Besides, you don’t wanna fuck wit’ a chick like me. I’m no good.”

“Look, ma.” Ahsim stayed cool, calm, and collected. “I like you—”

“Ahsim,” Q cut him off.

“Shh.” He placed his index finger on her lips. “I’m talkin’. I’ma do you a favor and fall back. Give you a minute to figure things out. When you have everything figured out, come holla at me.”

And with that said, he grabbed the rest of his things and left her behind, speechless.
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