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Chapter 1: Nzinga
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Nzinga Ramla Veneto strides confidently through life, her bloodline a powerful combination. My father is the Don to the Veneto family and CEO of Veneto Vivid IT Solutions, a masterful manipulator of the economy, while my mother is a titan in the life world of interior design, a marker of what happens when you combine ambition with success. After graduating first in my class from Yale University with a bachelor’s degree in marketing and business Management, I was unstoppable, rising through the ranks of Blue Fountain Media and international leader in digital media.

But I’m no stranger to shyness, for I’m usually content to stay in the shadows and watch how power moves itself. I come from a family of love, with my siblings and parents always looking out for my best interests and providing me with the happiest home possible. But even in this secure environment, I have faced hardships. I am thankful to God for the support system He has blessed me with, but it has been tested recently. 

My boyfriend, Hakeem Williams, was a Junior Analyst when we first met at Blue Fountain Media. He was tall and muscular and usually very gentle; I used to call him my Gentle Giant. But recently, since he lost his job due to budget cuts, he has changed and become meaner — emotionally and physically abusing me.  

I don’t know why Hakeem is lashing out like this, as he comes from a wealthy family, which means money isn’t the issue. But the past few months of our relationship have felt like hell. I wish he could go back to the person he used to be.  

As I walked into the room, I could feel my heart racing with fear. On the one hand, I felt so loved and treasured by my beloved Hakeem. But his words threatened to break me down even further. The trust fund left by his father was a symbol of him not needing to rely on anyone else, but it felt like he was reminding me I was not enough for him. He found fault with my clothes, and even liked to compare me to the woman that I held the dearest — my best friend, Jill. I felt so hurt, so unworthy and yet still so in love with him.  

“I wanted to leave him, but I could not bring myself to do it. Memories from my past haunted me, reminding me I was already damaged beyond repair. Who else would want me now when Hakeem was already so hard on me? How could I ever explain to someone else why I stayed? “

My only solace came from the fact that Hakeem did not know my secret — the one thing that weighed on my shoulders daily. My parents and siblings knew, but they never talked about it unless I was ready. But what if one day Hakeem learned the truth? Would he be able to look at me the same way? Would he be an able to stay in a relationship with someone like me? I did not know the answer, but I knew one thing: no matter what happened, I would never stop loving him.  

Every time Hakeem looked at Nzinga, he felt a wrenching in his gut. He saw her so clearly, but could never quite get a grasp on the way she looked. She looked so pure, so innocent, and so sweet when she dressed like that. She was sexy as hell on a good day and like a goddess, walking down Olympus on a bad day. Part of it was sexual frustration — they hadn’t gone to bed together in six months, and it was all because Nzinga wouldn’t let herself be vulnerable and open up to him about her feelings for him. Hakeem folded his arms across his chest.    

“You need to stop hiding your body from me,” he growled. “It’s been six months since we last had sex, and it’s all because you won’t open up to me and let yourself be vulnerable. I can’t help but compare you to Jill, even though I know that’s wrong. She’s free to show her body, and it’s just not something you’re comfortable with. But why do you have to be so strict about this dress code policy for work Hakeem growled?”  

“Hakeem, Nzinga says, “I’m sorry. I just don’t have time to talk about this tonight. I have to go to my parents’ house for dinner. But I really want you to go with me because I want them to meet the man I’ve chosen to marry. I know you’re busy with your friends, but please call me and we can try to get together tomorrow.  

“My apologies, my dear. I have been away from them for some time, so of course we picked tonight to visit. I will go with you next week,” Hakeem said. Hakeem’s behavior was unpredictable. He could turn from a verbally abusive man to a caring, loving individual at a moment’s notice. Nzinga never knew how to react to his attitude shifts, but she did her best to manage it.    

Okay Hakeem! I’ll miss you and I’ll see you tonight, Nzinga replied, head butting him on her way out the door to go to her parents’ house. 

His powerful muscles buckled under her as she ran her hands over his broad shoulders and she smiled, loving the feeling of being overwhelmed by a powerful man. The scrape of his beard on her face made her sigh, and she swung her hair out of the way and flashed him the naughty look that he loved before she is walking out the door.      

“Okay baby, I’ll see you later, Hakeem said, getting ready to leave.  

As he shut the door, he saw his friend Kevin standing in the hall. Hakeem was a little annoyed, but he was also feeling good about the chance to hang out with someone who understood what he was going through with Nzinga. Nzinga had been so difficult lately, and he knew he was going to have to work hard to get her back to the woman he loved.       

“So, how’s it going with you and your girl?” Kevin asked in his light Southern twang.  

“It’s going,” Hakeem said, shrugging.  

“Are you ever going to tell me what the real problem is?” Kevin asked. He had been friends with Hakeem for over a decade and knew that he was holding something back.      

“Listen, Kevin. I told you I don’t want to talk about this shit, and I meant it,” Hakeem replied in a low voice.  

“That’s cool. I can’t wait to see how you make this right. Now, let’s go grab a drink before we eat!” Kevin said.  

“Okay. I’ll meet you in the hall,” Hakeem said.  

Kevin was such a nice guy. He had nothing to worry about because he had his shit together and he knew what he wanted. He had a great job, a sweet Southern girl, a condo in the city, and a future as a manager. Hakeem was grateful for his friendship and his advice, but he didn’t know if he could afford to take his friend’s guidance about Nzinga. Hakeem was too invested to stop now.  

Hakeem, Kevin said two hours later in the restaurant. Nzinga is beautiful, but she has some baggage. I’m not saying you don’t want to marry her or what not, but you’ve been with her for two years now. I think it’s time you figured out what her problem is.  

“I think you’re right, my friend,” Hakeem said. “I have been staying with her because I love her, but we can’t go on like this.”  

****
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THE NEXT DAY, HAKEEM called Nzinga to meet at the restaurant near their home to discuss things. When Nzinga arrived, she was carrying a large container of soup that she had made the night before.  

“I hope it’s okay that I brought this,” Nzinga said. “It’s my favorite soup, and I wanted to bring it over here to show you. We didn’t have come out to dinner.”  

Hakeem could see that she was trying her best to make the mood light to help them both relax.  

“I still don’t understand why you would have bought the soup here with you to the restaurant,” Hakeem said, referring to the soup.  

“Well, you messaged me and said to meet you at the restaurant, but I love making the soup for you,” Nzinga replied. “Enough about the soup, you wanted to talk about our relationship.”  

“So, what’s changed?” Hakeem asked, wondering why Nzinga was attempting to be affectionate and open.  

Nzinga set her soup aside and stared Hakeem in the eye. “It’s time I was truthful with you,” she said. “I can’t work like this any longer. I see you’re trying to improve, but it’s not enough.”  

“I truly love you, and I’m aware of your despair,” she continued. “I want to stay with you, but I know that saying it won’t help us. I want you to understand that my love for you is too strong for us to continue this way.”  

Hakeem was rendered speechless, fighting back tears.  

“I love you too,” he whispered. “But I’m uncertain how to deal with this.”  

“Please be honest with me,” Nzinga implored him. “I know that you have been unfaithful, and I want to hear it from you directly, no matter how painful it is.”  

“I don’t think this is a good plan,” Hakeem uttered before setting his food aside. “We should discuss this in private.”  

“I refuse to wait any longer,” Nzinga said. “If you truly love me, then you will tell me the truth, no matter what.”  

“Alright,” Hakeem said quietly. “I haven’t been cheating on you — that’s not what I think the issue is here. We just need to spend more time together, now that I lost my job, things have been difficult for me,” he said as he took a few deep breaths.  

“I really appreciate that you’re willing to be open with me,” Nzinga replied. “But I know that you have been unfaithful at least once, and I need to know if that’s the reason that you’ve been distant. I can’t keep this in any longer.”  

“I fucked up,” Hakeem admitted. “I’m truly sorry about what I did. I don’t know what I was thinking. All I know is that I love you and I want to marry you.”  

Nzinga looked at Hakeem intently. They would have to be honest with each other if they wanted to share a happy life together.  

“I need to tell you something,” Nzinga began. She was hesitant to share, since the information was something, she hadn’t mentioned at their first meeting. “I wasn’t a virgin when we first met, and I hope it doesn’t make you angry with me for not telling you.”  

Hakeem had to choose his words carefully, as their relationship was reaching a tipping point. He had been growing increasingly upset with himself for how he had been treating her.  

“My darling,” he started, “I’m sorry for how I’ve been acting. It doesn’t change how I feel about you—I still love you for all your flaws and all the qualities that make you so wonderful. I want to be with you for the rest of my life. You’re the woman for me. Let’s just forget this ever happened and see what the future has in store.”  

“Let’s keep the groveling for when we get home,” Nzinga laughed. “I think it’s time for us to explore a few other things. I’ve been thinking about something you suggested a while ago.”  

“What’s that?” Hakeem asked.  

“I want you to talk me through your fantasy,” Nzinga said with a naughty grin. “Okay,” Hakeem said, wondering what she had in mind. “I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I’d like you to describe your favorite fantasy,” Nzinga said as she moved closer.  

“I don’t know what to say,” Hakeem said nervously. “We don’t have to act on it, we just need to see if you can tell me what it is,” Nzinga said. “What if I don’t have a fantasy?” Hakeem asked.  

“You always have fantasies,” Nzinga said. “I’m not worried about it. Just take a moment to think about it and then tell me about it.”  

“I want to make love to you in this restaurant, in the bathroom,” Hakeem said, pushing her boundaries.  

“Now, that’s an intriguing concept,” she said with a playful smirk."

Would you be okay if I took you in the ladies’ room and locked the door, and then we made passionate love?" Hakeem asked, testing her further.  

“I would be delighted,” she replied.  

“What would you be wearing?” Hakeem asked. 

“I would wear an outfit that you would approve of,” Nzinga replied. “I would wear a sexy red halter, black fishnet stockings, a garter belt, and my favorite pair of black heels. I will wear a thong underneath and have my hair up in a sexy bun. I would wear a pair of red and black lace panties. I would also have some red lipstick and I would wear a sexy perfume. Would that be good for you?” 

“Oh, baby,” Hakeem said excitedly. “I like that.”  

“Good,” she said, “because I’m going to go to the ladies’ room and wait for you.”  

“I’ll be there in a few minutes,” he said.  

Nzinga got up and walked toward the bathroom. Hakeem couldn’t believe that such a sexy fantasy was about to become a reality. He followed her slowly, allowing her a couple of minutes to get inside and undress. He slowly entered the bathroom, almost running into a black woman coming out of the stall. He waited outside the stall a minute and admire his woman’s beautiful frame. 

He admired her legs, her ass, and her breasts. He watched as she pulled her long, dark hair up into a tight bun. She was ready for him. He got down on his knees and said a quick prayer before walking into the stall and locking the door behind him. Nzinga was indeed ready. She had discarded all of her clothes, except the sexy outfit she had planned to wear. She heard him open the door and then locked it. She turned her head and saw him on his knees, praying.  

“Are you finished?” she asked sweetly.  

“Yes,” Hakeem replied.  

“Are you ready to make love to me?” she asked.  

“I’m ready to do whatever you want,” Hakeem said.  

“I want you to make love to me,” she said, leaning up against the bathroom sink. “I want you to watch me spread my pussy open for you. I want you to watch as I play with my clit, and I want you to see me shudder with pleasure as you take me from behind. I love when you take me from behind, Hakeem. It’s such a naughty way to make love, almost like you’re doing something wrong. “I want you to take me while I get myself off. I want you to pound my pussy, and I want to feel your balls slapping against me. I want you to give me your all, Hakeem.”  

“I want to see it,” Hakeem said, as he rubbed his hand up and down.  

“I want you to see me come,” she said as she spread her pussy open with her fingers.  

She played with her clit, and Hakeem watched as she brought herself to the edge of an orgasm. He couldn’t take it. He took a deep breath and rubbed his cock up and down her back. He looked down and her ass was like a work of art. He could have come just looking at it. He couldn’t believe that he was about to make love to such an angel. He entered her from behind and pumped her slowly. She played with her clit, and her juices flowed. Her juices were on her fingers and his balls were dripping with his own juices. He increased his speed and pumped her faster.  

“That feels good,” Nzinga said, as she cocked her ass back and met his thrusts. Keep doing that. I want you to do that until I come.”  

Hakeem wanted to please her. He wanted her to know that he wanted her to come. He wanted her to know that he wanted to make her feel good. He wanted to make love to her, and he wanted it to be the best sex of her life. He pushed his member deeper inside her, getting as far as possible. He fucked her like a wild animal. He was in complete control, and he thrust harder and harder. Nzinga moaned and groaned as he fucked her harder and harder. Hakeem was sweating and Nzinga’s pussy was dripping with juices.  

Although they were locked in a bathroom stall, they were making love passionately. Her juices were flowing out and make a puddle underneath them. He felt his own orgasm building up. 

“I want you to come with me,” Hakeem said, as he reached around and grabbed a handful of her breasts. I want to feel your juices on my cock.” 

“I want to come with you,” Nzinga moaned.  

Hakeem increased his speed. He was moving at a faster pace, and he was holding nothing back.  

“I’m going to come baby,” Hakeem said, as his cock pulsed inside her. I’m fill your pussy with my cum.”  

“I’m coming too,” Nzinga moaned.  

Hakeem felt her juices flow out, and he knew it was time to finish. He squeezed her breasts and fucked her like a madman. The anticipation of that moment was too much for both of them. They both began to moan and groan and then they both exploded in a powerful climax as they came together. Hakeem collapsed on top of her, and they both fell to the floor. They could hear the other patrons in the restaurant, and they smiled at each other as they cleaned off their bodies. They had made love in a public place, and it was an experience that neither one of them would ever forget.  

“That was so delicious,” Nzinga muttered.  

“Thank you, Hakeem.”  

“Just wait until we get home,” he replied. “I’m going to make you feel so good.”  

“I can’t wait,” she giggles, as they walked out of the bathroom. 

They were a little disheveled, and they were still sore from their encounter, but neither one of them cared. They had made love in a public place and that was something that neither one of them was going to forget. 
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Chapter 2: Nzinga
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Blue Fountain Media

The next morning at Blue Fountain Media, the employees were in the hallway before work, talking to one another. “Omg, Becky squealed, Mr. Blue is getting a new contract this week, girl, and one of us will get a promotion. Who do you think will get it?  

“Hmm, “Lizzy replied” Jill might get it. You know she has a bachelor’s degree in marketing.”  

“How about Nzinga? She is a smart little cookie, but that little brat really doesn’t need any promotion. She is a weak bitch. Girl, do you see the way she dresses, she looks like a nun or something, Becky snorted.”  

“Girl, she has no sense of style, Lizzy giggled.”  

“I know it’s like she just rolled out of bed, Becky said with a mocking voice.”  

“Girl, have you seen her boyfriend? He is so sexy. My God, I have never seen a black man look so sexy. She can’t be satisfying him at all. Not the way she dresses, and she is so fucking ugly, Lizzy said, laughing out loud.”  

The girls were talking and giggling when Nzinga walked into the front entrance of the building, where everyone hangs out early in the morning before they start work. Everyone became silent as she walked through. Nzinga was wearing a tight black skirt and a red silk blouse with a mixture of black, dark green, and emerald jewelry. Her heels were 4-inch stilettos, and her hair was pulled back into a loose bun. She looked beautiful and sexy as she confidently strutted past them.  

The girls looked at one another in shock and then glanced at Nzinga. They had been talking about her and she had heard everything.  

Nzinga smiled and said, “I see you all have been discussing me. Maybe I should have chosen something a little ‘sexier’ for today.”  

The girls all looked down, embarrassed and unable to say a word. Nzinga could see the guilt and shame in their eyes.  

She smiled and said, “It’s okay, everyone has their own opinion, and I respect that. But I know who I am, and I don’t need anyone to define me. I am a strong, independent woman and I know how to dress to impress. So, if you think I need to change my style to fit in, then you don’t know me very well.”  

The girls all remained silent, not knowing what to say. After the other girls walked off, mad as hell, Nzinga stood there in the spot and texted her boyfriend. She was telling him how much she enjoyed him last night at the restaurant. When one of her co-workers came up to her, Nzinga quickly snapped her phone shut and looked over at her co-worker.  

“Nzinga,” the co-worker Oliver spoke, “how are you doing this morning? 

“You look beautiful. You don’t have to change anything about yourself.”  

Nzinga smiled, happy to hear the compliment. “Thank you,” she said. “I appreciate your kindness.”  

The two of them stood there talking, embracing, and smiling at each other. Nzinga thought to herself that she did not have to change herself in order to fit in with her colleagues. She knew she was beautiful inside and out and would always remain the same, no matter where she was. Well, Oliver, it is nice talking to you. 

“Let me get to my office, she said just before they both went their separate ways.”

Before Nzinga got to her office, she stepped into the bathroom just to take one last glance in the mirror and smiled. She was proud of herself and what she had achieved. She knew she was going to make a difference at Blue Fountain Media, and she was determined to show them just what she was capable of. On her way to her office, she heard Lizzy call her plain Jane, then Becky busted out laughing.

It hurt Nzinga’s feelings, but she couldn’t worry about that. She kept on walking to her office. She didn’t care if they talked about her. When she got to her office, she quickly sat down at her desk. Nzinga had a plan, and she was determined to make it work. She reached into her purse and pulled out her personal planner, and looked over her weekly goals and schedule for the projects she was working on that week. She had to look over the financial reports for the new marketing campaign. She was excited to show it to Mr. Blue and hopefully get the promotion.  

Now Nzinga was ready to get to work. She grabbed her laptop and her headphones and got to work. As she glanced around her office, she realized that even with all the trash talk. She was happy and had a good life. She didn’t care what people said anymore. She was confident in herself and what needed to be done. She was determined to stay focus and hustle until she reached her goals. With a smile, she pulled her laptop close to her and started the workday.

I have been in my office all day, Nzinga told herself, even though I’m exhausted. I have worked hard on this project, and I need it to be a success. Nzinga ventured out of her office and went to speak to Mr. Blue to discuss the project.  

Nzinga knocked on Mr. Blue’s office door, she heard him say come in. Mr. Blue raised his head up from his work and saw that it was Nzinga. He was immediately captivated by her beauty. Her skin color was mahogany - brown, her eyes were emerald, green, Nzinga had a thick, lustrous black mane of hair and a petite, high-cheekbones face. Nzinga has a nice voluptuous figure with curvaceous buttocks., “she was just luscious, Mr. Blue mumbled to himself.

Her breasts were big and beautiful. They jiggled when she walks. Mr. Blue was just so mesmerized by Nzinga’s beauty. Mr. Blue was staring at Nzinga and mumbling under his breath.

“I know she is half African American and Italian, God, she looks so delicious right now, just as I remembered her. I didn’t hire Nzinga because of how beautiful she is, and not because she came from a wealthy family, she is my dream come true. I hired her because she is the most beautiful, sexiest woman I’ve ever seen, she has it all. She has good looks and an exquisite personality. No other woman in the world can compare to her beauty, Mr. Blue mumbles to himself.”

Mr. Blue had to snap out of the daydreaming he was in. He knew Nzinga didn’t recognize him, and that’s how he wanted it.

“Psst, “Mr. Blue,” Did you hear me, I’m sorry to disturb you, but I wanted to give you something,” Nzinga said as she handed him her project report.  

“Ah, Nzinga,” Mr. Blue said in a pleasant tone. “You’ve been awfully busy these days. Congratulations on all your hard work. I’m proud of you.”  

Nzinga smiled. “Thank you, sir. I’m really proud of this project, and I’d love for you to look.”  

Mr. Blue took the report and read it over. After a few minutes of silence, he looked up. “Nzinga, I’ve been watching you lately, and your dedication has made me proud.”  

“Really?” Nzinga said, surprised.  

“Yes, and because of your hard work and dedication, I would like to offer you a promotion. We could use someone like you in the Marketing department.”  

Nzinga smiled. She couldn’t believe it. She was finally getting the promotion she had worked so hard for. She thanked Mr. Blue and nodded her head. Maybe there was something to be said about working hard and striving for your goals. Maybe there was a lesson to be learned from her experience.  

She walked out of the office, proud and happy she had accomplished her goal. There were still a few hours of work that she needed to complete before the day was over, but she was going to enjoy the pleasure of victory. She was one step closer to reaching her goals and getting to the place she wanted to be. That day, she had learned that it didn’t matter what the others thought. What mattered was that she believed in herself and her abilities. That was all she needed to succeed.  

Nzinga went back to her office, she was working when she heard a knock at her door. She got up and opened the door to see that it was only Becky, the office bully.

“Hey, plain Jane,” she said, with a smirk on her face.  

Nzinga paid no attention to their childish antics; to her, they were just little girls, not grown women. Little did Beck know, Mr. Blue had already given Nzinga the promotion, he hadn’t announced it yet. So maybe that is what the meeting is for, to announce the promotion he gave her this morning. Nzinga got a boost of energy, and she knew she would not deal with Becky’s foolishness today. See Becky, she already knew that she was in trouble.  

“Becky, what can I do for you? Nzinga asked.” God, I hate her, Nzinga thought to herself.

“Technically, you can’t do anything for me but get a better-looking outfit. However, this has nothing to do with your outfit, but Mr. Blue would like to see us in the boardroom right away. It’s a meeting with him, Becky replied.”

“Thank you for letting me know, Nzinga said. You can leave now.

Becky rolled her eyes, she didn’t even let Nzinga’s smart remark phase her one bit.

“I hope you don’t think you get that promotion because it’s mine. He always was speaking about the promotion saying that the person would be in charge of the entire marketing department. You’re not even qualified, Becky smirked.” 

“Becky,” for fuck’s sake, I don’t have time for this shit today. I will be at the meeting in a few minutes, Nzinga said, closing the door in Becky’s face.

Becky walked out of Nzinga’s office, doing a happy dance to the boardroom. Nzinga shook her head and gathered her things. She knew Becky meant what she said, and she had to be ready for whatever meeting Mr. Blue had organized. She made her way to the meeting and waited patiently for whatever was about to be said. When Nzinga and arrived at the meeting, Mr. Blue had already started. He was speaking about the new project and how it was going to need someone with the right skills and experience to manage it. 

Nzinga had read the project, and she knew she had what it took to succeed. She had researched the project extensively and she could tell that it was something she wanted to pursue. When Mr. Blue asked for names that could be put forward for the project, Becky’s name was quickly thrown into the ring. Nzinga, not wanting to be intimidated, put her own name forward as well. 

Mr. Blue asked both women to present their cases and qualifications for the job. Nzinga stood up and confidently stated her name and qualifications. She discussed how she got her marketing degree, her hard-working attitude, and her eagerness to do whatever it takes to achieve success. She also discussed other accomplishments, such as awarding-winning projects she led. With Becky, she simply talked about her years of experience in the office. She didn’t speak of any awards or qualifications she had for the job. 

When Mr. Blue asked for a vote, Nzinga was sure that she would be awarded the promotion. But, to her surprise, the entire office voted for Becky. Nzinga was devastated and embarrassed when the votes were called out. She felt like all her hard work was for nothing and that she didn’t have a fair shot. Mr. Blue had given the promotion to Nzinga that morning, now he took it back and gave it to Becky.

Nzinga was disappointed with the results. 

How could he make Becky project manager over the marketing department? Becky didn’t have a degree in anything, but being a total bitch towards others. This hurt Nzinga so badly. She didn’t know what to do. After the meeting, she went back to her office and packed up her stuff to go home for the night. As she was about to leave, she got a knock at her door. It was Mr. Blue.  

“Nzinga, excuse me, I know this isn’t the right time but, I wanted to ask you to stay. Mr. Blue replied.”

I have had my eye on you the entire time, and it did not matter who they choose. I witnessed the way they vote and how they treated you. That room was full of haters, but I see how hard you work and how you can get this project done. I want you to be my assistant project manager, meaning you will work closely with me. We will go on a lot of business trips, and you handle all the contracts with our new clients. Nzinga couldn’t believe it. After all that had happened, her hard work was paying off. She was so happy she had finally gotten the promotion she deserved. She thanked Mr. Blue, and he left her office. 

She cuddled back into her work with a beaming smile on her face. She knew that no matter how many people would try to bring her down, she always could rise above them and bring her best. Despite of what she was told, Nzinga held her head up high in the face of adversity and she put her best foot forward. Now she was ready to take up her new role and get prepared to go on her first business trip.

With determination and resilience, nothing could stop her. Nzinga had done it! All the hard-work and many teardrops had all been worth it. She was now on her way, and there was no one who could stop her. She finally achieved her goal, and no one could take that away from her. 

The last thing she said to herself was a soft whisper, “let no one bring you down, I can do anything I put my mind to.”  

She grabbed her things and slipped out the door, heading out to go home for the evening. Nzinga was leaving her office and bumped into Becky. Becky was standing right by her door, and she could hardly get out the door.

“You want Jacob, don’t you? I saw the way you were looking at him, Becky grumbled.”

“Becky, you are so stupid, has it ever occurred to you I may have a boyfriend and has it ever occurred to you that if you put those type of rumors out like that, it’ll mess my relationship up? Nzinga asked.”

“And this fucking Plain Jane is getting really old, like what grade are you in? I don’t give a damn about Mr. Blue because he is my fucking boss and nothing more. Unlike you, I don’t have to sleep my way up to the top just to get a promotion, Nzinga replied.”

Becky was pisssed off. She turned three shades of red, that’s how mad she was with Nzinga. Fury swelled up within Becky as she jabbed her finger into Nzinga’s face, “Fuck you, Nzinga! I don’t care who you are. He is MY man, now stay away from him or I will ruin your life!” Nzinga could feel her heart racing, but she refused to show it. Smirking at Becky, she retorted calmly, “Becky, I really don’t have time for this tonight. I have plans that must be attended to.” With a twinkle of triumph in her eye, she swept up the hallway to the elevator, riding it up to her success.

Nothing had kept her from this moment, and she was determined to show them all that she was worth more than anyone had previously thought. Nothing was stopping her now, and she was ready to take on the world. 

As she exited the building with a newfound confidence, she whispered to no one in particular, “One day, I will be a successful businesswoman, and nothing can take that away from me.” 

Her driver, Ben, pulls up in front of the building to take her home. The night sky ahead of her seemed brighter than ever before. She stepped out and into the car, not even noticing that “Becky” was scribbling something in bright red lipstick on her car, “For fuck’s sake,” she thought to herself. 

“Really Becky,” what the actual fuck are you using red lipstick on my car for? Nzinga yelled with her hands on her hips, looking straight at Becky.

Becky turned around and looked at Nzinga, dropping the lipstick on the ground. With no thoughts in her mind, Becky just burst into tears, not really sure what the real reason was for her crying, or the source of her pain. One has to think it is because of Nzinga? Maybe she is forced to confront her own inadequacies? Without a word, Becky took off running towards the parking garage. Nzinga opened the car door and slide into the back seat of her car. Nzinga didn’t even know what Becky and Lizzy’s problem was with her, but it wasn’t her concern. Just maybe she is really that crazed.... Nzinga had made it to her condo and Ben, her driver, was waiting in the car. 

“Miss Nzinga,” he called out, “I have been trying to get a hold of you all night.”

“I’m sorry, Ben, but I did not feel like talking to anyone tonight,” she responded.

“Well, I have a message for you.” 

Nzinga got out of the car and the two walked towards her condo. She unlocked the door, and they went in, she flipped the lights on and then they walked up the spiral staircase to the second floor. 

As they continued walking, Nzinga heard Ben’s voice bringing her back to reality, “Well I got a message for you, it wasn’t anything that was meant for you to come up here. But I’m sure you will want to see what it said.”

“What did the message say?” She asked, her curiosity getting the best of her.

“It just said ‘Fuck you, Nzinga! You’re nothing special’. I was just about to throw it in the recycling bin, but decided that you might want to see it.” And with that said, he handed the paper to his boss. She took it from him and looked at the scrawl on the paper. She smiled. “Yeah, I’m sure I will want to see it.”

She knew who it was from Becky, the crazy bully at her office. “Becky,” she murmured. “Yes,” she answered her own question, “it was from Becky, I just know it.”

“What do you mean?” Asked Ben.

“I know Becky wrote this. She always wants me to quit, to give up. She’s jealous of me and thinks that if I leave, it will give her a chance to be at the top. I won’t let that happen.” With that, Nzinga tucked the paper into her pocket and headed down the stairs. “Ben,” she said, “That’s all for tonight. You can go home now.”  

Ben nodded and said he would see her the next day before he left. Once he was out the door, Nzinga walked over to the kitchen and relaxed in front of the TV. As soon as she switched it on, a commercial came on with a picture of Nzinga in the background. 

“That’s me,” she mumbled to herself before drifting off to sleep.

****
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THE NEXT MORNING, NZINGA woke up at nine AM and got ready for work. When she arrived, she immediately headed to her office to get some work done. When she arrived at her office, she flipped on the light, sat at her desk, and waited for whomever her assistant for the day would be. When Oliver and Peter both arrived, she was happy, as they were both gentlemen. Neither one acted unkindly toward her. They showed politeness and consideration, which she appreciated. Oliver had a secret crush on Nzinga. She didn’t realize it, but when she found out, it wasn’t an issue at all; rather, it was quite charming to her. Later that morning, she was due to have a meeting with the CEO, Mr. Blue. As she stepped into the office, he stood up and offered her a seat before resuming his own. 

“Good morning, Ms. Nzinga. I trust you are having a pleasant day.”

“Thank you, Mr. Blue,” she replied. “And thank you for sending Oliver and Peter to help with the new project.”

“No need to thank me,” he said, “I always recognize hard work when I see it.”

“So,” she continued, “what did you want to speak to me about?”

“I wanted to let you know that we’ll be going on a business trip in five days,” he said. “Given that you are my assistant project manager and have the most experience out of anyone here, I’m bringing you along with me on the trip.”

Mr. Blue spoke with urgency. “I need you to be ready to travel with me in three days. This could mean a big payout for the company, a $3 million dollar contract. Can you, do it?”

“Of course,” Nzinga said. “Where are we going?”

“London.” He responded.

Nzinga smiled and said, “I never thought I would go to London.” 

“Well, you’re going and that’s that. Now I have to give you a small briefing on the company we’ll be meeting with. “Listen, Nzinga, this company is unlike any other. They’re called the “Alpha Rushmore Designer Suits.” We’ve never been able to get a contract because they don’t believe we’re worthy of working with them... But I think with you being on the project we will secure this contract and get them to agree."

“Okay,” Nzinga replied, “So I’ll be ready to go, and I can’t wait to get to London.” 

Mr. Blue expressed his enthusiasm for the upcoming journey, suggesting we all meet at the airport on Sunday afternoon at 4pm, and recommending that you take the rest of the day off to get some rest and you can enjoy your day tomorrow. 

He concluded our conversation with a final “See you on Sunday afternoon.”

As soon as she arrived home, Nzinga wasted no time in sitting down at her kitchen table. She wanted to make sure she was financially prepared for her journey, so she itemized all of her expenses for the next three days, down to the very penny. Nzinga was the type of person who liked to plan in order to avoid any issues, and this time she was happy with the results, and he knew this trip would turn out well. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Larah & Vincenzo Veneto
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When I walk into the bathroom, I am met with a vision of beauty that never cannot take my breath away. My Larah, with her beautiful, glowing chocolate skin, is prepping her face with delicate strokes. I love her so much and it pains me to think that others can be so short-sighted as to discriminate against us because of our diversity. How can they not see the love that binds us together? The strength it has taken us to bear the prejudices and make it through the darkness to our everlasting love? 

We were two different nationalities, yet we kept our commitment and created a bond nothing can ever break. We made three wonderful children from our love, and I thank God every day for this blessing. Our love is eternal, our marriage unbreakable. Larah Veneto, you are my wife, my life and my everything. 

Vincenzo moved silently towards Larah as she did her makeup. Inhaling her sweet smell, he couldn’t help but run his hands through her hair, admiring the beauty of this woman even at 46. He clamped a tender kiss on her neck and felt her relaxing into his arms.    

“Oh, Vincenzo, I love when you do that,” she whispered. “It makes me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world.”  

“No, my love, that honor goes to you. You are the most beautiful woman in the world,” he whispered in her ear, then dipped his tongue in to leave a trail of love on her flesh.          

“Oh, baby,” she moaned, tilting her head to give him better access to her neck. 

Vincenzo ran his hands over her body with soft strokes. He loved the feel of her silky skin, the way she melted in his arms with his touch. He leaned down and captured her lips in a kiss that made her toes curl. She moaned again as his lips slid down her neck and attached themselves to one of her breasts. He sucked her nipple into his mouth and bit gently on it, Larah’s fingers caressing his face. He knew what this did to her; in fact, he knew just about every one of her spots, but the excitement of finding them and taking her to the brink of ecstasy drove him to discover more.      

He lifted her in his arms and placed her on the vanity, his hands sliding over her hips to caress her bottom cheeks, which were pretty widely spread. He slid two of his fingers into her moist hole and used his thumb to find her clitoris and stroke it. She moaned, and he felt the fire burning in his loins. He wanted to bury his cock in her, but he had other plans. He stepped back from her and slowly eased off her panties, touching every inch of her skin that was revealed as her panties slid down her legs. 

He licked his lips at the sight of her well-trimmed mound, which was hidden beneath a dark
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