
As A Queen Thinketh

By

Go Jordan!

[image: ]

Felony Books, a division of Olive Group, LLC,

P.O. Box 484066, Kansas City, MO 64148

Copyright © 2025 by Go Jordan!

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information address Felony Books, P.O. Box 484066, Kansas City, MO 64148.

For information regarding new and upcoming titles, please contact Felony Books at

www.felonybooks.com

Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Dedicated to:

Shayanna Simmons

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Yvonne Moyer

––––––––
[image: ]


I loved being surrounded by my family's energy, criminals or not.

I had a fun-ass time earlier today at the Moyer Empowerment Center, which was our community center where we had celebrated the groundbreaking for a new expansion. Daddy let me name it the Moyer Empowerment Center, and seeing those words on the ceremonial banner for the expansion filled me with the same pride I felt when we first put up the sign years ago. I didn't expect to be adding on to it this soon, but I was grateful for it. We posed for photos in hard hats and safety vests, our shoes caked with dirt as we stood shoulder-to-shoulder where the computer lab for kids would soon be built. But after hours in the construction dust, I felt relieved to finally strip those dirty clothes off my body.

And it felt even better that Gabriel “Coleone” Cole was standing in front of me helping me take it off.

“Thank you, baby,” I said to him, as he tossed the safety vest and blue jeans onto the hotel suite’s carpet floor. Now I was just wearing a casual V-neck top with black biker shorts. I sat down on the bed and rubbed the arch of my foot, wincing. “Oh my Lord, my feet hurt like hell standing in those boots all day.”

Coleone was looking at his cell phone all of a sudden. It was unlike him to be playing with his phone while in my presence, especially since we hadn’t had any alone time together in about two weeks.

“I gotta use the restroom real quick,” he said.

“Your girlfriend texted you?” I asked.

“I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“What am I?” I joked.

He was still looking down at his phone. His wavy dreads hung low over his face, almost shielding his eyes. The wavy look of his dreads took me hours to put together. I had used satin-covered rollers and setting lotion to get the dreads perfect, and I clipped his ends like regular hair. I had to get him in my salon chair early, while pretending in front of my employees that I didn’t know Coleone intimately.

But now Coleone's dreads had grown fuzzy at the roots. They needed my professional touch again.

“Yo daddy is texting me,” he said.

That caught me completely off guard. “My daddy?!” I planted my palms on the edge of the bed, ready to push off and run for my life. “Does he know we’re here together?”

“No. Chill, queen. This is something different. I’m about to call him.”

He slowly walked to the bathroom and shut the door behind him. I wanted to creep up and listen at the door, but as a woman with golden principles, I gave him his privacy.

As I waited on him, I grabbed my smartphone and logged into the social media app The Site. At the top of my newsfeed was a post by my cousin Vylit congratulating me, my dad, and the construction team on breaking ground. I tapped the heart button, which conveyed my appreciation and love for her taking the time to post kind words. Then I looked at the comments under her post, where her friends were sending us congrats and supportive emojis and celebratory gifs.

There was one comment, however, that caused Vylit to type a snide remark.

Lloyd Brown: Big ups to the Moyer family and everybody involved! That computer lab is gonna give these kids opportunities we never had growing up. Always respect those investing back in the community! #salute #RealOnes

Vylit Harper: Too bad we can’t say the same about you.

On the tail end of Vylit’s reply, she had inserted a rat emoji. That puzzled me, because Vylit was just telling me last week, while I was doing her hair, that she still slept with Lloyd off and on.

I heard the toilet flush. Then Coleone came out of the bathroom zipping up his slim-fit Balmain denims. He was the handsomest man in the world, with his close-cut beard and tattoos on his arms and neck that represented not only Kansas City, but also his pursuit of riches and the street codes he was willing to die behind. If I had my way, I’d redo all his ink in quotes and images from the Black female intelligentsia: the likes of Assata Shakur, Queen Afua, Michelle Alexander, Dr. Frances Cress Welsing, and Angela Davis, to name a few. I shared this idea with him once and he replied that he couldn’t represent females on his body because he “ain’t no pussy.” His words, not mine. I reminded him that he came from pussy, and that pussy nurtured his skin for nine months. Pussy was nothing to be ashamed of, but rather to praise. He shut his lips after that.

“What did my daddy say?” I asked him, as I continued to massage my sore foot.

“He’s just letting me know in advance that he’s gonna need me for security reasons soon.”

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t really know. I just said ‘yes sir’, because that’s the type of nigga I am.”

“I’m tired of you referring to yourself as a nigga. When are you gonna be the king that you’re destined to be?”

“Whenever I get through thuggin’,” he replied smartly. Then he said, “Yo daddy told me that there’s a confidential informant in the mix. He wants me to provide security when he meets up with our rat. Guess who the rat is?”

“Who?”

“Lloyd Brown.”

“Oh shit,” I gasped.

This explained Vylit’s reply and rodent emoji under Lloyd’s comment. Lloyd was a high-ranking member in my father’s drug empire. I was worried about the indictments that were likely to follow. Would Coleone be on the indictment list? Did Lloyd give them enough information on my father to arrest him? What about my Uncle Cliffy, who was my father's right-hand man? And did Vylit unknowingly share family secrets with Lloyd?

“Yeah, it’s fucked up,” Coleone said after reading my worried expression.

“Is my daddy gonna kill Lloyd?”

He shrugged, then sat down on the bed next to me. “If I was the boss, I would. But let’s not make tonight about street shit. Tonight is about you and that new computer room yall adding to the community center. It'll be a good look for yo pops too."

"It's not just a look. It's about intellectual nourishment and reclaiming our community's health and future."

He ignored my comment and said, "I got a present for you.”

A smile played at the corners of my lips. “You do? How nice of you, Mr. Gabriel Cole.”

He never complained when I called him by his government name. As long as I didn’t say it in public. And that would never happen because we avoided being seen together in public.

“Fly shit only,” he said, as he dug in his pants pocket.

He pulled out a diamond bracelet that sparkled with so much fire and scintillation, I knew it was extremely expensive. I gasped at the sight of the tiny charm attached to the bracelet; it was a diamond ankh the size of a half dollar, set in solid gold.

“Put it on me!” I screamed. I gave him my wrist and he clasped it securely on my skin.

“I sacrificed carat size for the cut and clarity of the diamonds,” he explained. “I just wanted it to shine the same way you shine whenever you’re in my circumference. That thang cost me a pretty penny.”

“I don’t care how much it costs. I love the ankh.” I kissed him on the lips. “How did you know to get this type of charm? Did you read one of the books I gave you?”

He scratched his dreads. “Uh ... I just seen that symbol in a lot of the posts you share on social media so I thought it would be something you would like.”

I gave him the evil-eye squint.

“You like it though, right?” he asked with a guilty smile.

“Like I said, I love it. But have you at least started any of the books I gave you?”

“I skimmed through the one with the chick with the Afro on the cover ...”

“Assata Shakur,” I noted.

“... but I haven’t got a chance to finish it because I haven’t had time to sit still.”

“You need to make time. Before the judicial system gives you time.”

“Shit, I’m making time for you right now.” He cheesed a perfect set of white teeth, completely ignoring my warning.

I sighed. “You’re in luck. In my bag over there in the corner I have an e-reader tablet. We can spend some time reading together. I think that’ll be so cute.”

I tried to get up and cross the room but Coleone grabbed me by my waist and planted me right back down, directly on his lap this time. The spandex fabric of my biker shorts allowed my booty cheeks to mush against his crotch. I felt his big dick through his jeans and I wondered how long he’d been this hard.

“Let’s try this again,” I chuckled, and made a weak attempt to get up again.

He let me rise a little, just a tease, and pulled me down once more, my booty bouncing down into his lap, simulating backdoor sex. He gently kissed the nape of my neck, and I felt his strong hands glide up under my shirt and squeeze my breasts through my bra. I looked down and watched his fingers explore my bosom, his big knuckles stretching my shirt outward.

I said, “You don’t wanna read together, I see.”

“I’m reading. I’m reading you. It’s the touch kind.”

“Braille?”

“Nah. More like palm-reading. But the whole body, though. I’m on my psychic shit right now. I’m tryna read yo future.”

I smiled and closed my eyes, tilting my chin toward the ceiling as my nipples hardened against his touch. My pussy flexed in anticipation. In my head, I was about to make love to a thug who would one day transform into a spiritual king and take me as his queen in marriage. But I had sunk hundreds of hours into Coleone, pounding into his thick brain how great his potential was, preaching the necessity of getting out of the drug game, out of my father’s organization, only to wonder now if I had just been wasting my breath and this was nothing but great sex between two longtime friends.

Only time will tell, I thought. I can’t give up on him.

Coleone stripped my biker shorts off me and ate my pussy like a ravenous wolf. He licked and sucked and spit and swallowed, igniting colorful fireworks within my womb that travelled warp-speed throughout my whole body.

“Oooh, Coleone!” I moaned.

His wavy dreads tickled my inner thighs. Strings of saliva dangled from his bottom lip as he pulled away, satiated, the wet strings still linked to my center until he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

I stared into his eyes and cupped his beautiful face as I laid on my back and let him enter me. His brown eyes were mesmerizing, and I swore our souls connected better with this intense eye contact. He kissed my full lips hungrily.

“I don’t deserve you but I love you,” he said hoarsely as he pounded into me.

Atomic explosions of purple confetti filled my belly. “Oh yes, mmmm, God!” I squealed.

He pumped harder. “I worship you, queen. I worship every part of your sexy body and I love you like no other woman I’ve ever loved before. I get chills from the sound of
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