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Hi again.

If you hated “The Maid”, you’ll definitely hate this. Don’t be mean to me in the reviews. I warned you. LOL

This is taboo-ish. No full on crazy or angst, but kind of angsty.

Damon is still coming. My desktop broke. That caused a delay and me to dig this story up from 2014.

But Atticus and Grace from Demarco, their story is done and on it’s first round of edits. Atticus is a whole fool. How about he has Grace living up in the house with him and his wife? Chile…

Demarco and Nova make an appearance in this book.

Ok bye!

Not bye yet.

If you’re reading a bootleg copy of this…I hope you stub your toe. LOL


Chapter one

Lolita

My hands shook as I took a moment to slide my arms into the thin black sweater I’d brought along with me before stepping off the warm Greyhound bus. Blinking, I tried to adjust my eyes to the surprisingly bright winter sun as my booted feet hit pavement. There were people everywhere, at least a hundred. Some getting off the bus being greeted by their loved ones, others milling around waiting on the next bus. I searched the crowd for my mother. Even amongst the sea of bodies, I was able to spot her within seconds of starting my search.

She was difficult to miss. Looking exactly as I remembered her. Petite, with skin the color of coffee, with way too much cream and hair that hung down her back in big wavy curls. Dressed in skintight blue jean cut-offs that stopped midway her toned thighs, a distressed denim button-up, with incredibly high electric blue shoes on her feet, and a black fur coat thrown over her shoulders, she definitely stood out.

I watched as she searched the crowd for me, ignoring the stares of the men and women who walked past her gawking. She was probably used to the attention. She was stunning in a way that made people stop and take notice.

I looked nothing like her. I was thick, with long limbs and heavy body parts that jiggled when I walked and a nutmeg complexion. My granny would often call my beauty enigmatic. Whatever that meant.

The only things we had in common was a head full of big curly hair and jade green eyes. My granny said they were throwbacks from our Creole heritage.

Keeping an eye on my mother, I stopped long enough to grab my bags from under the bus, then pushing through the crowd I headed in her direction.

When I stepped into her line of sight, something intense flashed in her eyes. It wasn’t friendly, though a well-rehearsed smile curved her lips.

I chuckled to myself. She was about as happy to see me as I was to see her, and I wasn’t thrilled. I could have gone a lifetime without ever seeing her again. However, my granny’s lil’ social experiment had forced us into one another’s paths.

Two weeks after my grandmother died, I was informed she had a will, and that the only way to get to my half of the sixty thousand dollars she had secretly saved was to spend thirty days living in the same house with my estranged mother. She wanted us to repair our broken relationship. A broken relationship I had nothing to do with. One day my mother had just dropped me off at my grandmother’s and left me there. She didn’t even have the excuses most do. She was in her twenties and college-educated when she had me, not a teen girl still trying to figure out what she wanted out of life.

Why granny had it in her head that the daughter who had given her hell all her life and abandoned me as a child would suddenly become a good person— a loving mother— was beyond me.

I certainly didn’t have the same hopes. Especially not after I’d spent weeks calling her, leaving messages, telling her that her mother was dying. She didn’t trouble herself to answer the phone or even call me back. Neither did she show up for the funeral, even though my grandmother’s friends said they’d seen her in our hometown a week before. But the moment money was put on the table she was available? Tuh!

I sighed. It was going to be a long thirty days.

Despite not being thrilled to be there, anticipation prickled along my skin. It would be the first time interacting with her in nearly ten years.

When we were within reach, she cooed to me, “My baby,” and held out her thin arms as if she expected me to run into them. I didn’t feel the need to be fake, but my granny had taught me to be polite. I extended my hand.

The smile on her face dropped, her lips curving down, her eyes narrowed. “You’re going to shake your momma’s hand after not having seen me in so long?” The attitude was thick in her tone.

I laughed a broken laugh. Our separation hadn’t been my choice. It had been hers. I was bitter about it and the new situation I was being forced into. So no, I wouldn’t be hugging her.

“Yes, Tina. I don’t think we really need to pretend to be some big loving family simply because your man is watching. “

I nodded in the direction of  a man leaned against a dark SUV in the parking lot about fifty feet away. I probably wouldn’t have noticed him, but the weight of his stare was so heavy, it made me acutely aware of the fact that he was watching me and had been since I stepped off the bus. Then he watched Tina and I come together with what almost looked like surprise on his face.

Tina dropped her arms and glanced back over her shoulder at him. She gave him a four-finger wave, then turned back to me. Her eyes dropped to my hand, and sneer morphed her face as she stared at it.

I shrugged. Since my gesture wasn’t good enough for her, I let my hand fall to my side.

She briefly closed her eyes while mumbling under her breath, just loud enough for me to hear. “Your fat-ass looks just like your dark-ass daddy, and you disrespectful just like him, too.”

I cocked my head. “And who might my dark-ass daddy be, Mother?” I wondered if she even knew. Rumor was, she had gotten pregnant by a deacon at my granny’s church. They both left town around the same time, adding to that speculation. There were also other rumors. I had no idea which to believe.

“All you need to know is he didn’t want your ass either,” she spat nastily. She waved me forward. “Bring your big-ass on. It’s cold out here.” She turned around and switched off to her own beat.

Her words neither surprised nor hurt me. One of the few memories I had of her after age five was the time she showed up at my tenth birthday party. She was drunk and high, and only there because her momma had begged her to be. She had said something similar back then.

Back then was when I learned the lesson— if somebody showed you who they were, believe them the first time. My momma—through all the missed birthdays, missed calls and broken promises — had shown me time and time again she wasn’t shit. I would treat her accordingly.

I was more irked by the fact that she didn’t help me with my bags than her weak attempt at insulting me. I was carrying a duffle bag and rolling two large suitcases. I had packed away all my belongings and sold my raggedy-ass car with plans to start over from scratch. When my thirty days with Tina was up, I would sell my granny’s house in Decatur and move down to Miami to start law school. I wouldn’t have to worry about working for a while if I budgeted my money right.

Tina disappeared into the crowd without looking back.

I sighed. My granny was a saint, and I really wanted things to work out, if only because she wanted them to, but she should have known her thirty days to thirty-thousand-dollar scheme would not work. I didn’t see my mother and I becoming the best of friends any time soon.

Maybe when I was older and more mature, I could forgive her for abandoning me.

But I doubted that day would ever come.

Shaking my head and brushing my feelings aside, I hefted my bag, then proceeded to follow her.

She was waiting by the SUV when I emerged from the crowd of people. Her back was to me, but I could see her eyes on me through the SUV window. When I was a few feet away, she glanced over her shoulder at me briefly. Her eyes narrowed as she gave me a warning look that promised retaliation if I embarrassed her. I wouldn’t, there was no need for unnecessary drama. I wanted my thirty days to go as smoothly as possible. I nodded before switching my attention to the man who had been watching us, who was still watching me.

He is visibly younger than her. Tina didn’t look a day over thirty-five, but I knew she was about to turn forty-eight. He didn’t look to be anywhere near his forties. Hell, he looked to be closer to my age than hers. I watched his dark, almost black gaze swing back and forth between Momma and me, as if comparing us, as I studied him further.

He was tall, his body lean, but cut. His dark brown, almost black hair was closely sheared on the sides, with a thicket of curls on the top. A full beard covered his round handsome face, and his lips were fuller than most white men. He was dressed casually, but in a grown man type of way. Dark wash blue denim jeans that looked tailored to fit him. His button-up pinstripe shirt was untucked, with a navy-blue blazer over it. Intricate swirls of black ink covered the right side of his neck and peeked from the top of his shirt.

The energy wafting off of him screamed that he was one of those people who only inked themselves with art that had profound meaning to them, not just because it looked cool. I knew the stories behind his tats had to be interesting.

He flexed his tanned arm and the Rolex on his wrist glinted in the sun. So… he had money? Which meant he was probably educated with a good job or maybe he had rich parents. Or maybe he owned his own company. Yeah, probably had his own. He had some edge to him. Like a CEO, who didn’t have to answer to anyone. The cockiness in his stance said he had a big dick or he could afford to make you pretend he did. Impressive.

Seeing him had me wondering why my mother had even agreed to the terms of Granny’s will. She obviously didn’t need the money, not when she was fucking somebody with it. Or Maybe he didn’t share with her, lot’s of women would fuck him for free. But then, I didn’t think even a well-off person would turn down thirty thousand dollars if it was dropped in front of them.

I watched him as he pushed himself from against his car and took his place at Tina’s side. They looked good together, superficially.

Stopping a few inches away from them, our eyes connected. Something flashed in his, but it was gone as soon as it came.

Momma spoke up, drawing both of our attention to her. Lazily waving her free hand between us, she introduced us, barely looking up from her phone. “Jackson, my daughter Lolita. Lolita, this is my husband, Jackson. “

My eyes widened. Husband? The lawyer hadn’t told me. Granny definitely hadn’t known. She didn’t think Tina would ever settle down, not for love anyway. She used to joke that she would probably marry some eighty-year-old for his money and wait for him to die. Her husband definitely wasn’t eighty or about to die from the looks of him.

Though, her husband’s reaction to her calling him her husband was interesting. He had given her a sidelong glance that instantly created tension between them, it was so thick and palpable it was stifling. He glared, while she purposely dropped her head to avoid looking at him, staring at her phone instead. There was definitely something not right between them.

I cleared my throat, feeling awkward being witness to their discord.

He swung his gaze back to me, flashing me a pearly white smile. I smiled back until his eyes left mine. I watched as he boldly sized me up. He started with lips. Lingered on my breasts a split second too long to be appropriate. Then he proceeded downward until he had traced every inch of me that was visible to him. When his appraisal was done, he made his way back up to my eyes, to be met with a glare.

He flashed me another smile in return which immediately had me think that maybe I was reading too much into his scrutiny. I had done the same to him.

I dropped the scowl.

When he finally spoke, his voice was rough, as if he was on the verge of growling, and thickly New York accented. It made my insides tingle. I told myself it was the appropriate response to an attractive man, even if he was my mother’s husband.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Aimal, but everybody calls me Jackson. ” He paused, coughed into his hand, and cut his eyes in Tina’s direction. As if what he was about to say was an outright lie for her benefit. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

He was being facetious. I shook my head and responded in kind. “I’m sure you have.”

I would bet half my will money that he didn’t find out about me until recently. Maybe even that same day.

He smirked.

Momma gave him an annoyed look. She opened her mouth, but whatever she was about to say never made it past her lips. Her phone chimed. She smiled. Then proceeded to pay us no mind as she got into the passenger side of the running SUV.

I rolled my eyes in her direction, then extended my hand for her husband to shake.

He reached for me. He didn’t shake my hand though.

He wrapped his thick fingers around my wrist and aggressively pulled me forward. I slammed into him. His arms wrapped around me, arresting me in a tight embrace. My face ended up pressed flush against the hard plains of his chest. His warmth chased away the slight chill on my skin.

He leaned down, and into me. I had never been a hugger, but I ignored the part of my brain that loathed being touched by strangers, as it yelled for me to push him off. I didn’t need him trying to put me out of his house before the terms of my grandmother’s will were fulfilled because he thought I was being unfriendly. I kept my arms at my side, but I let him hold me.

At first I thought, this is perfectly innocent. He was probably putting on a show for Tina, trying to get in her good graces since they seemed to be at odds.

But then, the hug went on for too long. Long enough to notice he smelled really fucking good, clean crisp and masculine.

Long enough to have to fight the sudden urge to meld myself into him.

It lasted so I long —I had to shake the image of me laying naked next to him in bed with my nose buried into his sweat slicked flesh, inhaling him— from my head.

Then, to make matters worse, my body was responding physically. My nipples were hard pebbles. And judging by the way his breath hitched, I was almost positive he could feel them.

I couldn’t explain my reaction to him, and I didn’t like it. I’d chalk it up to sex deprivation. I’d spent the last three years taking care of my granny after her cancer diagnosis. I hadn’t had much time for men. So obviously I was horny.

He didn’t show the same restraint I had; he buried his nose into my hair and pulled me closer. I felt my stomach turn. The entire situation was too intimate.

I tried to pull away.

He wouldn’t let me go. His hand fell to the small of my back, his hold on me tightening to prevent me from moving. He rubbed the spot right above the curve of my ass. drawing a single circle with his thumb, as his other hand slipped under the hem of the Henley I was wearing, coming to rest just above my hip, he caressed the flesh there.

His intent became as loud as thunder and as shocking as lightning.

His actions made it too hard and too obvious to ignore that this was not a friendly, welcome to the family type hug.

My mom’s husband was feeling me, up right there in the parking lot of the greyhound station, with her just an arm’s reach away.

Petrified. I reached between us, splaying my hand against his chest, I pushed him off of me as I pulled back at the same time. His back hit the car.

“Ummph,” he grunted.

I shot him an icy glare and straightened myself, running my hand down my shirt.

My heart was going crazy in my chest, thumping hard enough to feel it against my skin as I cut my eyes to my momma. She was so preoccupied with her phone that she hadn’t seen what went down. I debated on whether I should make her aware but thought better of it. I didn’t know how she would react.

Me being me, I couldn’t let the incident go completely unchecked though. I turned back to her husband and decided to say something myself. I briefly closed my eyes to gather myself. When I opened them, I cleared my throat, and all but croaked out, “What was that?”

His brows lifted, but he didn’t say a word. He stared at me as if he thought I should be able to read his thoughts.

Not so confident about confronting him anymore, I chewed on my bottom lip, becoming anxious because of his silence. I started to fidget under his gaze. I gripped my bag tighter. Switched it from my right to left shoulder.

A gust of wind came out of nowhere, blowing my curls into my face, obscuring my vision of him. Before I could remove them, he did. He pushed my hair behind my ear, his thumb caressing my cheek tenderly as he did.

Warmth danced over my body, heating my skin.

I swatted at his hand.

He laughed at my reaction.

Our eyes connected.

The lust in his eyes was blatant.

I scowled.

“Your eyes are darker than just a second ago, almost green as grass now,” he said, trying to hide his smirk but failing miserably at his attempt.

I frowned. What in the hell was he feeling so smug about and what an awkward observation? I opened my mouth to ask him why it mattered. Why he even noticed.

He reached toward me before I got the words out.

I flinched away from his touch.

A light chuckle escaped his lips as he pulled his hand back, then raised both of them in a placating manner. He gestured toward my luggage. “I was only going to take your bags.” He smiled what I was sure he thought was a disarming smile, but it was sneaky and filled with mischievousness. It caused my nerves to fray.

My interactions with him had to be the oddest interaction I’d ever had with any man. I didn’t know what to make of it.

“You should get in the car. It’s getting cold out here. You’re not dressed for this weather,” he said.

I made no move to get into the car. My body was stuck on pause as my brain worked overtime, replaying and analyzing what had transpired in the last few minutes, trying to comprehend what was going on.

I felt him as he took my bags from me. I stayed that way until he spoke.

He called my name. “Lolita.” I turned to watch him walk away from the trunk and open the backdoor to his car. He reached for me. Pulled me by my wrist towards the open door, then pressing his hand to the base of my spine he gave me a tiny shove. “Get in,” he ordered in a stern tone.

That was when Momma chimed in. “Hurry up,” she snapped while her fingers continued gliding over her phone screen. “I have errands to run.”

Feeling as if I was trapped in a carnival funhouse between two clowns I blinked hard.

“Lolita. Get in the car. “ It was an order.

I frowned. Cut my eyes up at him over my shoulder. “I was—. Why are—,” I started, not even knowing what I was about to say. He had me flustered.

He cut me off. “We wouldn’t want to make your mother late for her errands. While she’s doing whatever she does... We can get to know each other.” The tone in which he said get to know each other was filled with innuendo.

I frowned again.

His smile widened at my obvious discomfort.

At that moment, I concluded what was going on. He was fucking with me.

Lecherous motherfucker!

I mean he had to be, right? Why? I wasn’t sure. Maybe he just enjoyed fucking with people, or he was testing me… or just maybe he was bold as hell and was blatantly flirting with me in front of my mother. I couldn’t guess which, but I was about to nip all that shit in the bud.

I took my time getting into the car. Just before he went to close the door, I let my pettiness take over. I smiled up at him, running my tongue over my teeth before saying. “Thank you. You seem like you’re going to be a great father figure. You’ve been extremely helpful and welcoming.”

I made sure I put extra emphasis on the word father. I didn’t know what he was up to with all the touchy-feely stuff or even if I was overreacting and he was just friendly, but either way, I wanted him to understand that there was no chance of him creeping out of my momma’s bed and into mine.

His eyes flickered dark, a slight frown formed on his lips.

My words had had the exact effect I wanted on him. It was my turn to smile.

I reached out, gripped the handle, and pulled the door closed myself. I looked straight ahead. You’re dismissed. I was almost positive he got the hint. After making his way around the car, getting in, and buckling up, he didn’t so much as look at  or speak to me the entire hour’s drive to their home.

***

My eyes bugged out of their sockets as we pulled into the driveway of a two-story mini-mansion. It was nearly all-white concrete and black steel with a million floor-to-ceiling windows. It looked like a house out of an architectural magazine. It was a lot more than I expected, and again I wondered why Tina is even bothering to go along with the demands stated in Granny’s Last Will and Testament.

“Welcome home.” I jumped in my seat at the sound of Jackson’s voice, turning my head away from the house and toward him. I found him watching me again through the rearview mirror. An indecipherable smile on his face, but heat in his eyes. I guess he hadn’t gotten my point.

While her husband eyed fucked me, not attempting to be subtle in the least. Tina got out of the car. Closing the door, without a backward glance at either of us, she walked off toward the house. By the time I opened the car door and got out, she was on her way back out. She had changed from her fur, replaced it with a waist-length leather jacket. Her keys dangled from a finger.

“You’ll have to order dinner. I’ll be back later,” she yelled loud enough for us to hear.

She was actually leaving?

I looked to Jackson, who was still sitting in the driver’s seat. I waited for him to object. To tell her to stay home. It was my first night there.

He barely gave her a fleeting glance before setting his focus on me.

I looked away quickly, avoiding his eyes. I watched Tina open the door to a black Mercedes Benz. She slid behind the wheel. Out of my peripheral, I saw Jackson get out of the car. He went to the back of the SUV and started unloading my bags. I sighed inwardly. My momma was about to leave me with a perfect stranger? I didn’t know why I was surprised.

Jackson, with my bags in hand, came to stand in front of me where I couldn’t help but look up at him. His tongue slipped out to wet his lips as he arched a brow at me. “You coming?”  He asked before turning and walking towards the house.

I felt very much like a fly in that moment and he was the spider. But did I really have a choice? No…So I put one foot in front of the other and followed my new stepdaddy into his home.


Chapter 2

Jackson

Everything about me being in that house with Lolita alone was wrong. I should have left. But considering the way I reacted to her from the very beginning, I wouldn’t. Fuck it, truth is, I couldn’t bring myself to. I felt the need to be in her presence from the moment I'd seen her.

What in the fuck are you doing,Aimal?

That was just one of the many thoughts running through my head all at once. The rest were about Lolita. I was obsessing over my wife’s daughter.

My wife's beautifully lush, adult-aged daughter, who made my dick harder than granite. Who I hadn't known existed until a few days earlier.

Which solidified the fact that I knew absolutely nothing about the woman I married, other than she was a manipulative liar.

I couldn’t even be angry with her. I had allowed myself to be preyed upon.

I had met Tina in an AA meeting soon after an old girlfriend passed away. I wasn’t myself. I was drowning in sorrow and guilt and drowning those emotions in alcohol. I needed help.

At first, I hadn't noticed her. Then one night she approached me, we talked. I don't even remember what. For weeks after, she would show up at meetings, asking me questions, learning about me, listening to me. Now I understood it was all a ruse so she could mold herself into what I needed.

At the time I didn’t see how she was playing me. I thought, here is this attractive woman who understands what I'm going through. She can help me stay sober. I asked her out to dinner. We fucked after. The sex was mediocre. We had nothing in common except that we were both recovering addicts, but when she started hinting about marriage three months in. I felt obligated to marry her. I had used her. So I married her. Worse fucking mistake of my life.

It didn’t take long for her to show me her true self. She was still an alcoholic. She couldn't cook, and refused to clean. She spent my money with no regard.

Just thinking about it caused tension to rise in my stiff shoulders. I had to remind myself that it would all be over soon. Even if the situation had just become more complicated and I was seeing a different ending in my head now.

My eyes drifted across the table to that complication.

I had known Tina for nearly three years, been married to her for two. I couldn’t believe she was able to hide the fact that she had a child from me. I was positive the only reason she’d told me at all was because she needed my participation and my parents' house. 

She called me up just a few days before and gave me a sob story about wanting to make a good impression on her daughter, who would be spending the next month with us per her mother’s Will request. I didn’t give a fuck about making a good impression on the daughter I didn’t know she had. Not until she told me about the thirty thousand dollars she would receive at the end of those thirty days.

That piqued my interest. I’d been separated from Tina for more than a year and fighting with her to sign our divorce papers for almost six months. She refused. I knew she was holding on, hoping to catch me with another woman so she could leave the relationship with five hundred thousand dollars of my money. I had a prenup that said if I didn’t cheat, she was entitled to nothing more than what she gained during the marriage. Which was a lot.

I’d brought her an expensive car. She had an allowance of ten thousand a month but also spent freely from our joint checking account. Which she never contributed to because she never had a job. She also racked up thousands in credit card charges a month. She had thousands in clothes and jewelry. She could have taken some of the things she’d brought, sold them, and lived well, but she was stalling, hoping for a payday. 

She wouldn’t leave my parents’ house, claiming she had nowhere to go.

Thirty thousand would make that excuse void. 

I made her a deal. If she would sign the divorce papers and promise to move as soon as she received her Inheritance, I would pretend to be a loving stepfather to her little girl for thirty days.

The way she talked about her daughter made me think she was some awkward, pimple-faced pre-teen who would stay with us long enough for Tina to pawn her off on another relative.

But then a woman had stepped off the Greyhound bus. The minute my gaze locked with hers, something about her lit up a dormant, primal part of my brain, making me feel as if I needed to possess her. I could lie and say that I wasn’t going to approach her because I was married, but I won’t. Tina being my wife by law or even being there wouldn’t have deterred me from introducing myself, because without knowing a single thing about her, I knew she was meant to be my everything.

My father once told me meeting the woman for me would feel like being engulfed by fire and ice all at once. And that’s how I’d felt when I saw her.

Then I saw Tina and her approach each other, and I felt like God was playing a cruel joke on me.

Again my eyes wandered back to Lolita.

She was fucking beautiful with her wide-set green eyes, pretty dimpled face, and thick lips. The deep rich brown tone in her skin and the way she smelt like chocolate and coconut had me wanting to trace every inch of her flesh with the tip of my tongue to find out if she tasted like it too. Just the thought had my already hard dick leaking precum.

I shook my head and shifted in my seat. I needed to calm down before I did something stupid. But then I watched her as she used her finger to clean pasta sauce from her lips. Her pink tongue peeked out as she licked sauce from her finger.

Damn.

I know she didn't mean for it to be, but it was the most erotic thing I’d witnessed in a while and that's saying a lot. I had filled my year with watching porn, the nastier the better.

My dick started to throb. I could have eased my pain if I just stopped watching her. I shifted in my seat again, but stayed put.

Pausing mid-chew she dropped her fork. The sound echoing off the walls in the kitchen.

“Damn, can you stop staring at me?” She snapped without even sparing me a glance.

I picked up my napkin from the table and wiped my mouth, though I hadn’t eaten a bite. I leaned back into my chair before asking.

“How do you know I’m staring at you?”

She sucked her teeth. “Because I can feel it.”

“Does it bother you?” I asked.

She lifted her head, blinked hard in my direction before a sardonic smile formed on her lips.

“Yes. Having a strange man openly leering at you from the moment they meet you is unnerving.”

I smiled to myself because I knew it was more than that. She wanted me. I could see it in her pretty lil eyes.

I leaned onto the table, letting my shirt gape open. I watched her gaze drift down to my exposed tattoos. I hadn't missed the fact that she seemed to be fascinated by the Ottoman warrior on my chest. She had been sneaking glimpses at it since I’d removed my jacket.

“Hmm…” I left my response at that while wondering if she knew when she was turned on that her pupils would dilate and her eyes would go from light to various shades of darker greens. There were also other telltale signs. Her nipples strained against her shirt and she kept fidgeting in her seat as if she was trying to ease the ache between her thighs. At least I assumed.

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask her if she wanted me to remove my shirt so she could get a better look and to test my theory, to watch her eyes grow darker. But I kept it to myself. I didn’t want her running away. She was a runner, I could tell. You didn’t chase runners, you trapped them.

“I’m curious?” I said when she got quiet.

She tipped her fork at me and asked, “About what, strange man?”

Her eyes glistened, and one side of her mouth curled into a small devious smile. She had such an expressive face.

I wondered what she would look and sound like when I made her cum. Would she scream for me or moan pretty like? Would she bite her lip and throw her head back, would she cling to me.  I couldn't wait to find out. But I was getting ahead of myself.

I cleared my throat.

“If we get to know each other I won’t be a strange man.”

She nodded.

“Since I will be living with you for the next thirty days, that would probably be smart. Let’s start with what you’re curious about?”

“Why are you and your mother estranged?”

Her face went blank, she pursed her lips, it looked as if she was deciding whether to answer me or not.

I leaned forward in my seat, waiting with bated breath. I wanted to know why a mother would hide a child.

A few quiet moments passed before she spoke.

Running her fingers through her wild hair, made me imagine wrapping it in my fist as I fucked her from behind. I could almost hear the clapping of naked skin against skin.

“Shouldn’t that be something you ask Tina?” she spoke before I got too lost in my fantasy.

I scrubbed my face, disappointed and frustrated.

“I would if I thought she wouldn’t lie about it.” She had lied about everything , why would she tell the truth now.

She chewed at her bottom lip, then shook her head.

“I feel for you. I do.” She nodded. “I still think that’s a question that would be better answered for you by my mother. I’m not trying to rock the boat by telling you her business.”

I nodded.

"Fair enough. But—."

She held up her hand. “No buts, I’m curious as well.” She stated, changing the subject.

“When we met—“

I interrupted her. I knew she would bring it up, eventually.

“I was being friendly,” I answered, shrugging casually. I kept my gaze level with hers. Trying my hardest not to stare at the swell of her plump breasts, which were on display as she leaned forward.

“Tell me something about yourself,” I said. Redirecting the conservation just as she had done. I would hide my true intentions until I figured how to go about getting what I wanted.  

Besides, what was I going to say? I wanted you from the first moment I saw you and I would have fucked the shit out of you on the hood of my car and filled your belly with my babies, all in front of your mother if you let me?

Her big green eyes rolled to the back of her head.

She knew I was full of shit.

“Friendly… okay, we’ll go with that, as long as you try to be a lot less friendly in these coming days.” She warned me.

I would not be taking her advice, but inwardly I sighed in relief, I hadn’t expected her to let it go that easily but was happy she did.

“Can I get a glass of that?” she asked, nodding towards the Beluga Gold Line Russian Vodka her mother had left in the middle of the table. The bottle was half gone. Tina was a lush which was another negative in our relationship. I was fighting to stay sober.

“Are you old enough to drink?” I asked.

“I’ll be twenty-four in a few weeks.”

“I don’t drink,” I said in response, hiding how surprised I was. Tina had lied about her age. She'd told me she'd already graduated college when she had her daughter. I very well doubt she received her degree at thirteen, which was the only way she could be thirty-seven.

Lolita gave me an odd look as if to say “what does that have to do with me.”

“How old is your mother?”

A smile played on her full lips.

“However old she told you she is.”

That was it. I’d be hiring a PI to find out what else my dear wife was lying about. I didn't need her dishonesty to come back and bite me in the ass one day. 

I ran my hand down my face to cover up my frustration.

In response Lolita threw her head back and full out laughed at me, her entire body shaking. It lasted for almost a minute.

“Are you about done?” I interrupted.

When she regained her composure, her eyes remained so bright they looked alive.

“So you’re really not going to answer any questions I ask about your mother?”

She snickered. “Nope.”

I was surprised by the fact that she was loyal to her mother, even though Tina wasn’t worth the loyalty. That would be an obstacle I would have to overcome in my pursuit of her.

I narrowed my eyes in her direction.

She narrowed hers in mine before she laughed again. My annoyance served as her amusement.

My ego was taking a bruising.  I remained silent. 

I waited to give her a moment to compose herself again. She took a sip of water before she raised her hand. “I'm sorry for laughing. But Tina is turning out to be even more than I could ever imagine. “

“What does that mean?”

She scratched her forehead and grimaced.

“Nothing… nothing at all. I do have a question, though. “

“Ask your question,” I encouraged her to continue despite being aggravated. I wanted her to keep talking. The more we spoke the more relaxed she became, I wanted her comfortable around me.

“How did you meet Tina? Y’all don't seem like y’all fit.” She asked, folding her arms on the table and leaning onto them.

I sighed and slid my tongue across my teeth. Watching her watch me. 

I thought about where best to start.

After getting my thoughts together, I decided that from the beginning was best, because to understand how I ended up with Tina’s manipulative ass you had to understand where I’d come from.

“Back in the Bronx, there was this girl. Her name was Bubbles of all fucking things. She sure as fuck wasn’t bubbly. Long story short. Her dad used her and her mom as punching bags. She acted out, used drugs. I was acting out using drugs too. I had older parents; I could get away with too much. Bubbles and I knew some same people, which meant we eventually ran into each other. One night, both of us were drunk, gone off molly or cocaine, one thing led to another and we hooked up.”

I shook my head. I hated talking about the past.

“After that night, she started coming around more often, looking for me. At first, I didn’t take her seriously. She was a fucking mess. A tiny redhead with more hair than tits and ass. Broken. Not my type at all. But she grew on me. We had good sex, we drank, we did drugs, rinse, repeat. Then some bad shit happened. I saw my life flash before my eyes. I didn’t want to die at nineteen, to have my parents burying me. I got my shit together. By that time, I loved Bubbles. Tried to fix her. Stuck around a year or so. She didn't want to be fixed. She resented me for it trying. She drank more. Did more drugs. Continued spiraling further down the rabbit hole. Being with her was too much of a trigger, and so I left her alone. I’d been sober and drug-free for nearly fourteen years when her mother called me after she’d overdosed. I fell off the wagon hard. I felt guilty. 

I hadn’t even thought about her in years, maybe if I’d been more persistent, she’d still be alive. I started drinking again. That’s where your mother came in. She showed up when I was at my worst. She worked her way in, she became a sympathetic ear, a friend, that turned into us having sex,” not even good sex, I thought, but left that part out. “Somewhere in the natural progression of things, we ended up married. Plain and simple, I fucked up. Now I'm trying to sta— “

She raised her hand interrupting “You know what, I’ve heard enough. , I was expecting a meet-cute story, not a diary of an ex-drug addict.” She visibly cringed before straightening her back.

“Allow me to change the subject for you this time.” She spoke.

“What is it that you do to live in a place like this"

Her eyes darted around the kitchen. There were two stainless steel sub zero fridges, an eight burner stainless steel gas stove with a flat top, and every gadget you could ever need to use for cooking. My mother had been a chef when she was younger and loved to entertain. We were sitting in her dream kitchen. Her dream house. 

I cleared my throat before answering, emotion clogging it. Thinking about my parents did that to me.

“I’m in the import and export business, but this is my parents’ house. My father was an architect. 

He planned, designed, and had this built from the ground up. It was his version of a smart home before they existed. I upgraded it.” I paused. “Alexa dim the lights,” I instructed, giving her an example.

The lights lowered but not too dark, where I couldn’t see her nod.

“So where are your parents?”

“Dead.” I answered matter-of-factly. It had been ten years since they’d passed. My parents had been in their late forties when they had me, by the time I entered college, my mother had terminal breast cancer, she died five days before my father. On the day of her funeral, he just hadn’t woken up. He had told me once that real love is when you can’t live without someone. I guess he meant it.

“Damn, I’m sorry. I keep putting my foot in my mouth with these questions and I can see by the look on your face this isn’t something you want to talk about, so explain this import and export business. I’m from Atlanta, and when a guy says that back home, it usually is a code for selling drugs.”

A smile tugged at my lips despite the melancholy I was feeling seconds earlier.

I shook my head. “No, I buy goods that are readily available to Americans, then ship them to places throughout the world, selling them at a slightly higher price. No drugs. But speaking of men in Atlanta. Do you have a boyfriend?”

Her answer really didn’t matter. He wasn’t here; I was.

Her tongue peeked out. She licked her lips and arched a brow at me.

“That’s a hell of a segue way. And it matters to you why?”

“You’re beautiful. I was just wondering if you had a man at home and if you do, why would he be crazy enough to let you roam free. There are predators out here just looking to eat somebody like you alive.” It was me, I was the predator.

Her mouth gaped as she stared at me with accusatory eyes for a second, before wagging her finger at me.

“No sir! You are trouble. And I want no part of it.”

I chuckled. 

“I have a feeling that you’d enjoy the type of trouble I would get you into.” I couldn’t help myself. Subtlety had never been my forte. My father was a first-generation Turkish American. He had left his country with nothing and had to claw his way up the ladder. He taught me to get what I want, by any means necessary.

My comment elicited an impatient sigh from her, but I could see that her pulse had quickened beneath her skin. My words had affected her.

Narrowing her ever darkening eyes at me. She waved me off. “I’m going to bed.” Pushing herself away from the table, she turned and took a step to leave the kitchen, then turned back.

“Aye, can I use that laptop in your guest room? I didn’t want to just touch your things without asking.”

I nodded. “Yes, you’re welcome to anything I have.” Hoping she got the double meaning.

She shook her head at me. “You’re going to have to dial your flirting down a bit, or I’m going to start thinking you’re serious and not just a narcissist that flirts a lot because you like the attention.

She waited for me to respond and when I didn’t she said, “Good night, father dearest.”

I  watched her ass bounce and jiggle with every step she took away from me. When she was no longer visible I ran my hand down my face and combed my fingers through my beard. 

I was about to massively complicate my life, and not even I could talk myself out of it.


Lolita

Chapter 3

I had been living in my Tina’s house for three days and to my surprise, I hadn’t seen much of her. I would hear her come in late at night, and when I woke up, she’d be gone. Which suited me just fine. I didn’t want to spend thirty days bumping heads with her and with both of our attitudes being out of control. I knew that’s what was bound to happen.

Her husband was a different story altogether. He was always there, his presence dancing on my nerves.

He was very aggressive and bold in whatever game he was playing with me. If we ended up in the same room together, he found some way to touch me or tease me, or flirt. It would be a gross lie to say some things he did weren’t affecting me.  

One night in particular stayed on my mind. I was coming out of the bathroom after a shower and ran right into him, literally. I knew he had set the whole thing up. It was too obvious. 

He was shirtless, clad in only a pair of boxers. His hair was wet and the spicy scent of his intoxicating body wash wafted off of him. He had to know how tempting he would be in the form and I couldn’t help but take him all in. My eyes traveled from his head down to his feet, even his toes looked good. I had never seen a man with a body more perfect than his.

He was walking art. His chest was more ink than skin.

I was in a daze.

Before I could think about what I was doing I’d reached out and glided my fingertips over the outline of the warrior that sat next to his heart. His skin was so hot. “Abdulmecid. He killed his own father and a hundred of the men that were loyal to him, just so he could marry his stepmother. The one woman he felt Allah had made for him.”

His voice broke the trance his body had put me in.

Horrified by the fact that I was standing there with just a towel wrapped around me, intimately touching my mother’s husband. I went to snatch my hand back. He grabbed it, pressed it to his chest. Holding me captive. His heart beat at a dangerous rate. But I was sure mine was beating faster. I didn’t know whether to be scared or really fucking scared.

I opened my mouth to say something, anything but lost all thought when he leaned himself into me. His body was hard all over. Bringing his mouth to my ear, he spoke just above a whisper. “He knew from the moment he saw her that she was his, meant only for him. He took what was his barely five minutes after his father took his last breath. Fucked her before even washing the blood from his hands. She let him, because she knew it too, that he owned her.” He rasped. A gasp skirted past my lips when he splayed one big hand across my stomach and wrapped his free arm around my waist. “She felt it right here.” He applied pressure. “Heat flared to life in the cave of her belly anytime he was near her.”

Oh my God! I felt limp. I was almost positive that if he hadn’t been holding me up, I would have sunk to the ground. My knees were weak.

He slid his hand from my stomach and used it to tilt my chin up so I was looking up at him.

My green unfocused eyes met his brown ones.

Electricity pulsed between us.

“Lolita.” My name dripped from his lips like thick nectar. “You ever experienced anything like that?”

Yes, I had experienced something like that, right then. In that moment. However, the heat wasn’t in my belly. It was lower. But he would never know that.

“L-let m- me go, please.” He had me stuttering.

My pleas didn’t seem to faze him. He held me there, staring into my eyes, searching them, until he found what he was looking for. When he did, he bent, kissed me on the forehead, then brought his eyes back to mine. The emotion in his sent chills down my spine.

“Goodnight, Benim Hayatim" He took a step back, giving me my space. Then with one last glimpse he walked away. The breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding whooshed from my mouth. On shaky legs, I had run. My heart didn't slow until I was in my room, locked behind the door.

The thought of what happened ran through my mind all night no matter how much I tried not to think of it.

Two days had passed since that incident and I’d been avoiding him at all cost.

Like today. I had waited until I heard what I thought was his car back out of the driveway before even thinking about venturing outside of my room for food. I was starving. It was three o’clock in the afternoon and I hadn’t eaten anything but a granola bar I’d stashed away in my luggage.

I rolled out of bed, stretching my naked frame towards the heavens before grabbing a T-shirt and shorts from my drawer, I put those on, removed my phone and headphones from the top of the dresser, then I made my way downstairs.

The sight that greeted me in the kitchen made me groan inwardly. Tina had her dress around her waist, her bare ass sat on the island and Jackson stood between her spread legs.

Her arms were wrapped tightly around his neck. I felt a pang of emotion in my stomach. I swore that it was because seeing them about to fuck where I ate made me lose my appetite and nothing else. I took a step backward, ready to retrace my steps back upstairs.

Jackson looked up.

I froze, embarrassed at being caught. I didn’t want him or my momma to think that I was snooping on them.

He raised his hand and gave me a little wave, breaking me out of my stupor. When he was sure he had my full attention, he trailed his thick, pink tongue down my mother’s neck. His brown eyes never left mine. When Momma moaned. He smirked, grinning as if to say this could be you. I raised my hand, then raised my middle finger and, mouthed “fuck you.” He was always with the shits. I hope he didn't think seeing him lick on my mother was going to turn me on.

He chuckled and pulled away from Tina.

"What’s so funny, baby?"

"The look on your daughter’s face." He answered.  

Tina spared me a glance over her shoulder." Oh, hi baby," her tone was cheerful, but she glared at me as she quietly mouthed “get the fuck out.”

Not quietly enough. Jackson heard her. Annoyance flashed in his eyes as he moved to separate himself from her. Her arms fell from his neck and dropped to her side.

He didn't seem to like the way she treated me very much. That was sort of endearing.

She reached for him to pull him back. He sidestepped her advances. Coming around the counter, he rested against it with his back to her.

Tina attempted to speak, but Jackson spoke over her. He did that a lot.

"I was just telling your mother I brought you food. From 7th and Grove, the Black-owned restaurant in Tampa. I overheard you say you wanted to try it. I thought we'd be alone tonight and could continue our conversation from the other night —over dinner.

My eyebrow rose. He'd been eavesdropping. I told a friend back home that I wanted to try the place he was speaking of. Over the phone. In the middle of the night, behind my closed bedroom door. That wasn't  invasive or creepy at all. 

And why didn’t Tina hear the hope in his tone when he said he’d thought we’d be alone.

I cut my eyes her way. She had hopped off the island and was pulling down the skintight body con dress she wore with one hand while texting with the other, oblivious to what was going on around her.

Who in the hell was she always talking to?

I shook my head. "No thank you, I'm not hungry." I was lying my ass off. But I was not about to get tangled up in whatever mess my momma’s husband was trying to get me tangled up in.

He slid his hands into the pocket of his tailored black slacks and cocked his head. "So you came into the kitchen for what?" A slight smirk tugged at his lips.

I narrowed my eyes at him. “For something to drink." I walked over to the stainless-steel refrigerator. I opened it and pulled out a bottle of water. Tina was so occupied she missed her husband’s eyes boring into me. 

I pretended not to notice. I refused to feed into whatever ideas he had bouncing around in his head.

I turned to leave the kitchen when I thought maybe I should spend the night outside of their house, for my own sanity, and to give them some privacy.

I stopped at the threshold of the kitchen.

“Tina,” I called my momma by her name, still not comfortable calling her Momma like she wanted me to. "Can I use one of your cars?” I asked. She answered without looking up from her phone. “Not my BMW and that old Camry in the garage drives funny.” There was a hint of attitude in her voice. She could have just said no.

Whatever, “ I’ll get an Uber, thanks anyway.” I responded sarcastically.

She finally looked up, rolling her neck she spat.” You’re mad about my--"

“Don’t worry about an Uber, here, take my Range Rover.” Jackson offered, cutting her off yet again.

She gawked at the side of his face as he pushed away from the counter.

"You' don't even let me drive that." Tina scoffed.

"You have your own car." Jackson's tone was so dismissive I would have been offended for her if she wasn’t such a bitch.

She scoffed.

Ignoring her further. He walked over to a drawer next to the stove, opened it, and pulled out a set of keys. He then made his way over to me.

When he reached me, he lifted his hand, dangling the key out in front of me like bait.

With a real serious look on his face, in a low growl that couldn’t be mistaken for anything but sexual. He said, “you think you can drive something this big without hurting yourself, little girl.”

Ignoring his innuendo, I reached out, snatching the key from his hand as I responded. "What are you, ten, fifteen years older than me? Not old enough to be calling me a little girl. Thank you for letting me use your car though.”

I turned to leave the kitchen.

“Let me talk to you for a minute, baby. “ Tina called behind me.

“Ok?” I frowned, Bitch couldn't let me use her car but wanted to waste my time talking. I fixed my face before turning to face her.

“In private.” She held up her finger,” give me a minute and I’ll meet you in the living room.”

Jackson cut his eyes to her, but she avoided looking at him. There was so much weird energy always between them. But that wasn’t any of my business. I dismissed them from my mind. I exited the kitchen, walked to the living room, and took a seat.

Five minutes passed before Tina came into the living room. Walking directly over to where I was sitting. She came to a stop right in front of me and pointed her finger at my face.

Shocked, I leaned back. "Why is your hand in my face?” It took everything in me not to knock it out.

Her nostrils flared.

"You little bitch.", “don’t think I don’t see what you’re doing." Through gritted teeth she hissed the words quietly, I assume so Jackson wouldn’t hear her.

I frowned. I was dumbfounded.

“And what exactly am I doing?” I asked calmly.

“You're trying to make me look bad and get my man’s attention with your Orphan Annie act. You have him buying your food, lending you his car. And don’t think I don’t see how you look at him with fucking stars in your eyes. He doesn’t want your fat ass. You’re embarrassing yourself.” She said with all the seriousness in the world when I just knew she couldn’t be serious. How had she come to her conclusion?

I had been doing my best to avoid her husband, the husband who had been flirting with me right in her face, but she had the nerve to accuse me of being the aggressor.

I knew my eyes, and my mouth had to be wide as saucers.

I snapped. “Let me tell you something.” I stood from the sofa just in case she didn't like what I had to say and tried to get physical. The way she was looking at me with her face all balled up and her fist clenched at her side, made me think she was thinking about it.

Upping her aggressive stance, she took a step forward, invading my space again. That was fine. I took a step forward as well. We were standing nearly nose to nose. I raised my finger to her face. Refrained from mushing her in her forehead.

"First of all, I don’t want your man. Second, you can kiss my fat ass. You are being real disrespectful with all these snide ass remarks that keep coming from your mouth, I don't appreciate them and mother or not..." I left the threat hanging in the air. "Third, you need to be worrying about your man.” I pointed towards the kitchen, "instead of me, because…”

“What’s going on?” Jackson interrupted me.

He knew exactly what was going on. There was no way he couldn’t have heard us screaming.

He walked over and pulled momma a short distance away from me. Putting his body in between the two of us.

I snapped my mouth shut, folded my arms across my chest, waiting for Tina to encourage me to go on. 

She outright lied. “Nothing baby. Aint that right, Lolita?”

I watched her raise her hand to caress his face. He flinched away from her touch.

“Whatever…” I decided to keep Jackson’s behavior to myself. I had another three weeks to live with them. It was best not to add fuel to their already blazing dumpster fire.

I brushed past Tina as the two began to argue amongst themselves.

"This is why I didn't even want to be here." I heard Jackson say. I pulled my headphones over my ears, drowning them out. Their problems were their own. They weren't about to put me in the middle. I rubbed my head hoping to stave off the headache I felt coming, long enough to wash my ass and get dressed.


Chapter 4

Lolita

With no care in the world, I tossed my head back and I danced. Sweat dripped down my spine. My heart was banging against ribcage as my thong rubbed enticingly against my clit. Every time I rolled my waist or rocked my hips, my movements created delicious friction that edged me towards the need to cum. I liked being on the edge.

That's why I hadn’t stopped my dance partner from touching me so intimately.  I couldn’t count how many times he had caressed and massaged parts of my body that a stranger should never be able to touch.

When a slow song came on he pulled me into him, I rested my head on his chest and let him sway me. When he curved himself into me and my body responded by tingling all over, I knew it was time for me to go. I wasn’t about to fuck some random I met in the club and if I kept letting him work me up, that’s exactly what I was bound to do. I needed water to sober up and to rest my feet.

I waited until the end of the song to separate myself from him. I went to walk away.

From behind he gripped my hand. Pulling me back into him. “Aye, where are you going?” His hot breath tickled my neck and ear, making my pussy clench. It had been the first time he’d spoken, and his voice was as raspy as it was deep. It ghosted over my heated skin clinging to it. Instead of reprimanding him about grabbing me I took a moment to take a second look.

Initially I’d just taken an over the shoulder glance at him to make sure he wasn’t ugly when he started dancing up on me, but I hadn’t really taken him in.

He was definitely a nice-looking man, six feet, maybe one hundred and seventy pounds. Definitely mixed with something other than Black, he had smooth, almost caramel skin, light hazel eyes and his clean-shaven face showed off his chiseled jawline. He was wearing  all black dress pants that fit his slim frame like they’d been made specifically for him, a black sweater and black fitted jacket. Dropping my eyes I got a quick glance at the monster that had been poking me in my ass and back while we danced. His dick laid thick against his thigh. Nice.

When my eyes met his again he smiled showcasing all thirty of his perfect teeth, that were perfectly white.

He held out his hand. “I’m Jose,"  he spoke loud enough to be heard over the music.

I introduced myself, holding my hand out for him to shake. He took it, raised it to his mouth and pressed a gentle kiss to the knuckles.

It was corny, but still, my face flushed hot and my pussy thumped. He had me reconsidering fucking him. Which was exactly why I needed to get myself some water to sober up.

“Nice to meet you, ” I said  while attempting to extricate my hand out of his grip. He held it, stepping closer invading my space. Leaning until his lips were right next to my ear.

“You should join me in a booth or allow me to take you to breakfast. “ he suggested smoothly. His sexy voice made my nipples tight.

“Thanks, Jose, but I really need to be getting home.” I slid my hand in between us and gently pushing him away before turning to walk off. He grabbed my hand again, stilling me.

“How about we exchange phone numbers so we can connect and get to know each other at a later date?” he raised his voice to be heard over the pounding baseline. Surprising myself, I nodded, pulled my phone from my bra and handed it to him. I wasn’t trying to start anything serious since I’d only be in town for a short while but figured he would be a good distraction.  I watched as he added his number into my phone, then took a second longer to dial it on my phone, pulling his own from his pocket and showing it to me as he handed me my phone back.

“I’ll definitely be calling you, beautiful,” he said before turning and walking away with a glance back, I liked his attitude, aggressive but not overly. I watched him disappear into the crowd before turning and heading to the bar.

The bartender, a thin blond with hair nearly to her ass, acknowledged me immediately since the area was nearly empty, they would be closing soon. I planned on being one of the last to leave. I wanted to avoid my mother and her husband for as long as possible. Speaking of her husband my mind started to drift to Jackson. “Can I help you?” I was grateful for the bartender interrupting my thoughts. I’d managed to spend a few hours since the first day I’d met him without thinking of him and it was a much-needed reprieve.

“ Two waters and a cup of ice.” I ordered as I took a seat at one of the leather, high backed stools.

It took a matter of seconds before the bartender was placing what I’d ordered in front of me.

“That’s thirteen fifty.” I opened my mouth to ask her why two bottles of water were so expensive, when awareness tickled the back of her neck. “I got it.” he rasped. I didn’t even need to turn around to know who was behind me. The sharp, spicy scent of him enveloped me. It irked my nerves that in less than a week I had become familiar with his voice, his smell.

“I’m good. I can pay my own tab,” I said, not bothering to hide the annoyance in my voice.

Stepping up behind me trapping me between him and the bar, his body felt more solid than a wall. To my utter despair, him being so close caused warmth to spread across my skin and the area between my thighs to tingle, increasing the slickness of my already wet arousal.

Jackson reached around me, his arm grazing the side of my breast causing my nipples to instantly go hard and begin to ache. I shifted away from his touch causing him to move closer. He handed the bartender who watched us with apt focus his debit card. My hand trembled as I brought the ice filled glass, she’s given me against my pulse point, I need to cool down . That didn’t work. I put the glass aside and opened the first bottle of water, I gulped it down. The cold water sobered me some, making my head feel less foggy.

I opened the second bottle and gulped that bottle also, while avoiding the bartender’s eyes. She stood watching our interaction until someone a few seats down called for her.

Jackson waited until she had walked away to lean into me.

“I saw you with him.” he whispered harshly into my ear. I sighed chewing at my bottom lip while I contemplated how to respond to his obvious jealousy.

I chose to ask the second thing that came to mind. “What are you doing here? How did you know I was here in the first place?” instead of “why did it matter?” I really wanted to know why it mattered, but I also knew his answer would probably cause more trouble than it solved.

“Did you like him touching you?” There was a dangerous edge to his tone. “You won’t even spend five minutes in the same room with me without running, but you allow a strange man to feel you up without protest. You want to fuck him.” he accused. “What if I told you I didn’t like any of it, not one bit?” .

The tension between us was thicker than his cock, which was firmly making its presence known, pressing into my back. 

“First of all, you’re also a strange man… second, it’s not any of your business. Despite being married to my mother, you aren’t my daddy. And I reiterate… You’re married to my mother. Spending time alone with you isn’t appropriate.” I made myself not think about how good his body felt against mine.

“Mmpph.” he hummed deep in his throat while, sliding my hair away from my shoulder, he tilted my head to the side, exposing my throat, running his nose up the curve of my neck, breathing me in as he smoothed his fingers along the hem of my dress that had risen to the meatiest part of my thigh. 

“Is that right, You’re none of my business?”

Sweat broke out on my forehead. I suddenly felt a lot drunker than I had before he showed up.

“Please stop touching me.”  My voice shook.

I shifted away from him, crossing my legs in a futile attempt to curb my arousal.

“And to answer your questions. No. I’m none of your business and I’d tell you that I don’t give a fuck about how you feel about the situation. You still haven’t told me how you knew where I was?”

Instead of answering, he shocked me by pressing an open mouth kiss to the back of my neck. Heightening the arousal of my already overstimulated body.

I sucked in a sharp breath.  Every muscle in my body tightened.

” Please stop.” I whined when I really wanted him to continue. His mouth felt so good on me.

I was trying to resist. Lawd knows I was. I’d been avoiding him and lying to myself for days, resisting. But I was having a hard time at that moment.

My subconscious yelled for me to shove him away, to move. Do something other than sit there and let him molest me, but I couldn’t get my legs or mouth to work. I hated the fact that he had the power to render me speechless and immobile, and to illicit more feelings from me than I’d experienced in my lifetime.

I was so pathetic and weak

He knew it.

He upped the ante, swirling his tongue along where my pulse thrummed in my neck and I shuddered, as if I really had no control over my body.

My voice wobbled and shook when I spoke. “Why are you doing this? What do you want from me?” I asked. As if it wasn’t obvious.

“ You.” One word, said with so much emotion sent me reeling into a tailspin.

“I want you. I thought I had made that obvious. Since I didn’t, I’ll spell it out for you.” He leaned closer. "I want to taste you. Swirl you in my mouth, take sips from you, coat my tongue with you. I want to fuck you until you forget your own name and can only call out mine and God’s. "

Damn.

His words had me feeling like I could already feel his mouth on me, him inside of me. Suddenly I felt really scared, because I was on the verge of saying fuck the betrayal, fuck the consequences, fuck everything and allowing him to do exactly what he wanted to me.

But even liquored up and stimulated, I knew better.

My fight or flight instinct kicked in. The urge to get as far away from him as soon as possible had my heart slamming against my chest.

I stood abruptly rocking on my feet.

Jackson’s hand fell to my waist, steadying me.

“I got you.” He whispered.

Jerking away, I pushed by him. “I have to go to the restroom. Please watch my drink.” Before he could get his hands on me again I rushed away, leaving him standing at the bar, bumping into a few people on the way.

Don't look back, I kept telling myself.

I could feel his eyes on me the entire time as I headed towards the bathroom, which was about two hundred feet away. Right next to the exit, I had to turn a corner to get to both. He couldn’t see me to stop me.

Soon as I was out of his sight, I kicked off my shoes, picked them up and  sped walked to the exit. I slammed out of the club doors and headed towards the parking lot, halting mid step. I had drunk too much to drive, besides that, I didn’t have Jackson’s keys or my coat, I checked both. I wasn’t going back in to get them. 

Fuck it!

With my shoes in my hand, I started walking north, heading toward the house. Traffic was heavy and people were out in the street even though it was nearly three in the morning, so I wasn’t worried about my safety.  I'd call an Uber when I was far enough away to not be seen by Jackson.

Frazzled from what happened, but trying not to think about it too much, I walked about a block before I noticed the cold. The wind had every visible part of my body covered in goosebumps. It had also sobered me a bit and had me regretting walking but I kept going. Anything was better than being back in the club, with him.  Just thinking about him for a split second had me reliving the feel of his lips gliding on my flesh.

Growling, I shook my head. “Stop it, Lolita.” I spoke out loud to myself, then quickly darted my eyes around to make sure nobody heard me.

Just when I was about two blocks from the club, a red Range Rover with tinted windows pulled up and beeped at me. I was used to the attention so I ignored it and kept walking, the heavy flow of traffic forced the SUV to keep going also.

I watched it drive past me, hit a u-turn  in the parking lot ahead of me. Whoever was driving waited until traffic cleared to turn back down the one-way street, going the wrong way. People approaching blew their car horn. Luckily there were two lanes so the few cars that were coming missed hitting whomever it was . Fucking drunk, I thought to myself as I pulled my phone from my bra to open my Uber app.

I was looking down so I didn’t notice the truck that had been driving erratically pulling onto the sidewalk in front of me. The tires screeched to a stop causing my heart to speed up. I took a step back, ready to run in the opposite direction until the window rolled down and I came eye to eye with a very pissed off Jackson. His face was bright red, even the tips of his ears.

“Get in the truck.” The veins in his neck bulged.

Shook by his action. He was crazy if he thought I was getting in the car with his butt.

I raised my phone.  “Nah, I’m good. I was about to call for an Uber.”

“It wasn’t a suggestion, Lolita. Get in the truck. Now!” He damn near growled at me.

My head snapped back on my neck.

Who in the fuck did he think he was?

I thought about ignoring him. He must have read the defiance on my face.

He slammed the car into park and looked as if he was about to get out and put me in. Like you would a child. Which would be embarrassing as hell and probably end up on Twitter or TikTok. People were gathering around, waiting for a show.

I dragged both palms down my face and sighed heavily. “Whatever.” I really wanted to throw a hissy fit right there in the middle of the sidewalk. Instead, I took the five steps I needed to get into his truck, dreading having him in my space again, he was really making it hard for me to not give into what my body wanted.

I made sure I tucked myself into the corner of the seat as far away from him as I could. When more than a few seconds passed, he hadn’t driven off . I realized he was waiting for me to acknowledge him. I turned to look at him. His anger was clear on his face.

“What in the hell were you thinking? Walking your ass out the club, half fucking dressed, in the cold—”

I cut him off.

“Stop talking to me, just drive.” I had a whole fucking attitude now. I folded my arms across my chest, eased back into the warm buttery seats and turned to look out the window. He was sitting in the middle of the sidewalk asking stupid ass questions. I was so glad the people walking by couldn’t see inside the truck.

“Lolita,” Jackson barked my name like he had authority over me.

Before I could fully turn my head back around and tell him he didn’t. Grabbing my wrist, he damn near yanked me into the seat with him. He raised his hand, gripping my chin forcing me to look at him.

We were so close our lips were nearly touching.

Grabbing his wrist, I tried to pry his hand away from my face.

He applied pressure to my jaw until it started hurting. I dropped my hand.

Our eyes clashed.

He knew he had my attention then.

He leaned her head sideways. “Who the fuck you think you’re talking to, Lolita?”

“You.” I said without hesitation. Not caring in the slightest that he was mad.

His eyebrow rose, as if he was surprised by my answer.

I had another surprise for him.

“And I suggest you let me go, before I put this blade in your fucking thigh.”

He dropped his eyes to my hand where the switchblade I always carried in my bra sat precariously close to his dick, that lay thick on his thigh.  My granny didn't raise no punk, she’d send me to my cousins in Augusta and Tifton for the summer every year. My male relatives had taught me how to take care of myself.  I carried a pocket knife with me whenever I went out. I knew how to gut a pig and if he didn’t take his hand off of me, I’d demonstrate on him right quick.

He did the opposite of what I expected.

He smirked. Licking his sexy bottom lip as amusement danced in his eyes. I was a joke to him.

His hand fell away from my face though. He gestured. “Fasten your seat belt, Lolita.” His voice was too calm, it put my nerves on edge. Did he not see the knife I had?

I should have got out of the car. But I figured I had everything under control. Plus getting out of his warm car and waiting in the cold didn’t seem appealing.

I kept my blade pointed at him as he put the car in drive, pulling off the sidewalk and merging into traffic. He reached down and turned on the radio and sang along. Kept his face facing forward. He was so fucking odd. 

I kept a watchful eye on him, not liking the way he went from 100 to zero in a matter of seconds. I was so occupied with observing him that the forty-five-minute ride back to his house seemed to only take a couple of minutes. He pulled into the four-car garage, put the car in park, then turned to me. He eyed the blade that was tightly held in my hand. He chuckled, then as if I hadn’t threatened him and wasn’t holding a knife on him. He leaned forward and pecked me on my lips. Pulled back, chuckled before murmuring, “Goodnight, Lolita.”  He opened the door and got out, walked around the car, opened the door for me, then he turned  and entered the house leaving me behind. Totally mind fucked.

.


Chapter 5

Lolita

I had been living with Tina for eight long ass days and our relationship wasn’t getting any better. So Why she decided to throw a party for me was beyond me. But then again. I knew the party had more to do with her trying to save face with her friends, than it had to do with celebrating me.

On our weekly visitation with the lawyer that was handling my grandmother's will, Tina had run into her highbrow friends. They had overheard the lawyer call me her daughter. She had no choice but to introduce me as such.

Then she spent the twenty-minute drive talking about, “How them bitches was going to tell everybody her business”. The very next day her plans for a party had come to fruition. She had rented a ballroom in downtown St. Pete overlooking the skyline and reserved us rooms for after.

The only thing good about her party was the fact that she was around the house for two days straight, making it impossible for her husband to slip his leash. He had told me he wanted to talk. That’s pretty much the last thing I wanted to do. There was nothing to talk about.

“Lolita, come here.” Tina calling my name brought me out of my thoughts. I was tucked away in the corner feeling good, the liquor had been flowing freely and I was tipsy. I didn’t want to deal with her, especially after hearing her tell one of her friends  “I would have aborted her if my momma didn't stop me.” The lady had laughed like she’d just been told the funniest joke in the world. Though I didn't want to feel anyway about it. I did.

I raised my head to look in her direction. She was standing with two white women, both had big fake tits and lips too big for their face. She waved me over expectantly. I looked her dead in the eyes as I’d smoothed my hands down the beige body con dress, she’d brought me, before turning and walking off. Fuck her. And I meant that with all sincerity I could muster. I hadn’t come to Florida expecting to have a lovey dovey relationship with her, but I had expected— hell, I don’t know what I really expected. But again, fuck her!

Shaking thoughts of Tina from my head. I decided I needed another drink, but away from all the fakeness. I made my way towards the double doors that led outside the ballroom. I could feel Jackson's eyes on me. I avoided looking in his direction.

Pushing the door open. Right across the way was a bar, shoving all that was going on to the back of my mind. I headed in that direction, planning to get so messed up I’d wouldn’t have the ability to think about any of the fucked up shit going on in my life.

-----


I belted out Ari Lennox Shea Butter Baby loudly and off key as Jackson carried me bridal style into my hotel room. He unceremoniously plopped me onto the bed. I bounced twice on my big ass, before I finally settled. Jackson had found me at the bar and when I refused to go on my own he’d carried me out.

“We made it…”I slurred, throwing my hands up and grinning at him from my spot on the bed.

His face was flushed red, making his skin appear more olive hued than usual. He leaned with his back against the door, his posture relaxed, his expression lustful, leering at me from beneath his hooded lids like a hungry man ready to devour his first meal in days. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t turned on. My pussy was sopping wet just because of that look.

Nervously, I chewed at my lower lip trying my hardest not to show him how much he was affecting me, as my gaze drifted downwards. A very prominent hard on stared back at me. I quickly adverted my eyes back to his face.

“You should go.” My suggestion sounded halfhearted to my own ears—  which is why I wasn’t surprised when he remained standing right where he was.

Instead of answering, he kept staring.

His obsidian eyes had become fixated on the space between my thick thighs, I knew if I really wanted him to go, I should probably close my legs so my freshly shaved pussy didn’t peek out from under the hem of my dress. If I could feel the slickness between them, he could see it.

He didn't readily respond.

“Jackson.”  I sung his name, to garner his attention.

It took him a minute, but he finally managed to tear his eyes away from my treasure to look above my waist. Not in the eyes though. His stare volleyed between my lips and my tits. My nipples were pebbled and straining against the fabric of my dress.

“It doesn’t look like you want me to go.” he smirked darkly.

I didn’t. But I also didn’t like the smugness in his tone.

I made a show out of crossing my legs.

I pointed towards the door. “Get out,” I said in mock disgust.

His brows drew together. As if he was actually considering leaving for a moment.

“And if I don’t?”  he challenged, roguishly baring all thirty-two of his perfect, gleaming white teeth.

“We’ll regret it.” I offered as a last-ditch effort. Nothing good would come out of him remaining in the room with me. I knew it and he knew it, but neither one of us made a move to stop it.

He nodded. “So you say, but something in me is screaming that l will regret it more if I leave.”

“Then stay.”

His brows rose and he licked his lips.

“And sleep on the couch, father dearest.”

He narrowed his eyes, “Don’t call me that.” he barked.

I chuckled at his anger.

“You’re married to my momma, ain’t you?”

“Married to her yes, technically, but I’m not your father, Lolita.  I didn't enjoy the nut that conceived you."

“You're talking in semantics and technicalities. For all intents and purposes, you’re my pappy. We're one big happy family according to your wife.”

His jaw flexed in irritation.

“I’ve been separated from your mother for more than a year, despite what she’d make you think.” he said, confirming what I already suspected.

Whether they were separated or not didn’t matter, “Technically, still married.” I said with a grin.

His jaw flexed again like he was grinding his teeth.

I rolled my eyes and chuckled “You’re so easy to rile.” I teased.

He narrowed his eyes at me “So you’re purposely trying to get a rise out of me?”

His eyes dipped low, back to my thighs as he waited for me to answer. Even mad he could not stop lusting.

“Yes.” I threw my head back, laughing at him as I pulled a pillow from behind me and lobbed it at him, it sailed through the air in his direction, hitting him square in the chest. He let it fall to the ground.

I kicked off my heels and scooted further back into the bed. To distract myself I pulled out my phone from my bra and pretended to scroll through my messages.

One eye on my phone, one eye on him. I realized for the first time he’d changed from the tailored black suit he’d been wearing earlier.  I watched as he toed out his expensive sneakers, pulled his stark white t-shirt over his head, exposing his tatted chest, he dropped it to the floor, his jeans followed, leaving him in only a pair of black briefs that hugged his muscular thighs.

He was so fucking attractive, his tats the sexiest thing about him. The pain he endured to have art carved into his flesh spoke volumes of his persona. I imagined he wouldn’t flinch if I ran my nails down his back, marking him like I owned him.

Did I just think that? I shook my head at my train of thought.  My liquor addled brain had me ready to be reckless.

I watched him as he bent and picked up the pillow that I’d thrown from the floor. I actually started reading my messages assuming he was going to accept my invite for him to sleep on the sofa, but then the bed dipped, he slid in behind me. Brazen as ever he reached over and removed my phone from my hand.

Instead of objecting or trying to get my phone back. I went to get up off the bed, but he moved quicker.

“Not tonight, Lolita.” He held me in place, wrapping his forearm around my waist, pulling me flush against him. His other hand grasping my wrist, he ran his thumb along the sensitive skin underneath, causing goosebumps to erupt all over my body. “You’ve been running and hiding from me for the past two days, that stops now.” He breathed in my ear.

I swallowed hard, and turned away from temptation. His lips had been right at my cheek, too close to my own not to give into the urge to kiss him.

I cleared my throat.

“I wasn’t hiding. I was avoiding. Avoidance is probably a good idea, given the circumstances.”

“Same difference. “He shifted, edging closer.

Trapped against his body I had no choice but to feel his hard dick, like warm steel pressed against my ass. I knew if we remained in our present position what would happen.

“No it’s not. I avoided; I don't hide. Hiding is something you do when you fear the person you’re avoiding. Now let me go.” I gritted my teeth and tried in vain to get up.  His grip on my waist tightened almost painfully. I sighed long and hard, closed my eyes tightly and wished I was any place but there, while simultaneously wanting nothing more than to be right where I was. 

“Move, Jackson.” I tried again.

“Tell me why I should do anything you say when you won’t even talk to me about what’s going on between us?”

I shook my head. This was exactly what I’d been avoiding.

“Answer me.” A threat could be heard under the calmness of his words.

“There nothing at all between us, other than you are forcing us into a confusing, fucked up situation.”

“If only you would lis—"

I cut him off. “Would you just let me and it go, please?”

He gave me a very adamant “No.”  He started massaging my hip. Digging his fingers into my skin, kneading my flesh.

I bit back a moan as my arousal ratcheted up to a hundred. I wanted to reach down between my thighs and rub my own fingers through my slickness to ease the ache.

“Do you really want me to let you go?”

“Yes.” I struggled against him. “We’re standing directly on the line we shouldn’t cross.” Though, just the thought of crossing said line had the flutters that had been present in my stomach since I’d seen him the first time going crazy.

“Fuck the line. I don’t think you do. Especially not when I got you squirming all over the bed, like a bitch in heat.” He spat angrily. I could hear it in his voice. He was tired of me denying what he knew was true. 

“I think you want me to fuck you.” He drawled confidently.

“No.” I tried to put force behind my no, but it came out weak and needy.

“Liar.” That one word was a warning.

He tangled his fingers into my wild hair, got a good grip on it and snatched my head back, exposing my neck. My scalp throbbed.

A pained and excited gasp left my mouth.

His tongue swept over the spot right under my ear like he knew it would drive me crazy.

“Please,” I pleaded.

“Please what? Say what you want, so I can give you what you need, Lolita.”

Fuck me. Leave me alone. Touch me. Mark me. Go away. I didn’t know exactly what I wanted at that moment.   Desire, alcohol, anger and resentment towards Tina had had my mind foggy. It had me shamelessly wanting him to rub my pussy and make me feel good and run as far away from him at the same time.

I needed a moment alone just to breathe, I needed sleep. Before I fucked around and did something I knew I would regret.

“If you don’t let me go—“

“What?” He cut off my protest. “You’ll do what, Lolita? If I thought for a moment you really didn’t want me, I’d let you go, but I think I know what you really want and since you’re about to become a lawyer, I’ll speak in your language. You want plausible deniability. You want me to steal the pussy from you so you can have what you want tonight, then you can get up in the morning and convince yourself you didn’t want it and that you did nothing wrong.”

Ok, baby. Close your eyes and enjoy this dick. You can say I made you. If that assuages your guilt.

I shook my head frantically hating that he was able to read me so well.

He clicked his tongue. “Tsk tsk, such a beautiful liar . But there’s no need, I’m ok with being your scapegoat. If that’s what you need, I’ll take the blame for everything I do to you.”

My heart leaped to my throat.  The menacing tone of his voice worried me, what was he about to do? I knew it would be sinful, and delicious. Fear and anticipation keyed my body up to the point that I was shaking. Sensations I wasn’t supposed to be feeling made me tingle from the inside out. Even then, I still remained defiant.  My conscience was trying to make me do the right thing.

I shook my head again,” Let me go,” I whispered, I knew if  I said the word no , the lie would probably burn my tongue. I was torn. Not completely ok with what was about to happen, but I wanted it to happen anyway.

Ignoring me, he slipped his hand between the globes of my ass. Sliding down until I felt his fingers at the apex of my pussy.

My breath got caught in my throat. I wanted him to touch it so bad, but somehow, I managed not to beg him to do it, Instead I said, “You are really are bold as fuck.”

“Yes I am and you like that shit.” he said cockily.

“That’s where you’re wrong. What I’d like for you to do is to stop touching me and get the fuck off me.” I tried to sound as forceful as I could while being as turned on as I was. Which wasn’t very forceful at all.

“You’re playing games now, Lolita. I know you want it. Look at you, you’re practically cumming on yourself.”  he said, his breathing as ragged as my own.

Before I realized what he was about to do, he’d shifted his body, flipping me over like I weighed next to nothing. I ended up with the side of my face smashed into the mattress, my ass in the air. It happened so fast I didn’t have time to scream or cry out, and then I lost my voice all together when he ran his dick up and down my drenched slit while he massaged my clit with his free hand. I felt like my own skin could barely contain my desire, the sensations were overwhelming. 

Tears flooded my eyes.

He started to slide himself inside of me excruciatingly slow. He was so big, so hard, so hot. I wasn’t so much dick or for it to feel so good. just knew I would combust.

The pain that came from him stretching me had me biting my lip, but I welcomed it. I deserved it for enjoying what he was doing to me.

When he was only a few inches from being fully seated inside of me, he pulled out  then slammed back into me. “Fuck,” exploded from between my lips. His first stroke made my skin burn hot. The second set it aflame. I was burning from the inside out and he knew it. He started to pound deep inside of me. He gave me long deep strokes that had me gripping the sheets.

He spread my ass cheeks. “Look at this pretty pussy creaming for me.”

I imagined his dick was heavily coated with my juices.

“You wanted me to take this pussy, huh? Fight you for it.”

Damn I moaned, as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. His mouth was so nasty and I loved every minute of it.

I glanced over my shoulder; his eyes were closed. Holding my waist, he thrust into me with precision, forcing me to give up the pretense that I didn’t want to be there, being given the best dick of my life.

Suddenly he reached out and slapped the meatiest part of my ass. The sting tightened my walls around his shaft. I could feel my orgasm building.

He gripped my waist tight, his blunt nails biting into my skin, forcing my movement, making me fuck him back. Then it hit me, the feeling of unraveling from the inside out. It started in my toes and traveled through me; my entire body clenched. I couldn't breathe. 

“That’s it baby, cream for me.” he rasped just as fireworks explode behind my eyes. Heat unfurled in my belly.

Giving me no reprieve, he flipped me over onto my back, pushed his dick back into me, dropped his head and took my swollen nipple into his warm mouth.

My pussy spasmed, I was ready to cum again.

He pulled away and ran his hand up my sweat slicked torso. Over my breast, stopping at my neck, he gripped my throat. He fucked me, filling the room with the sound of skin slapping against skin. His strokes faltered, then he sped up. The faster he pushed into me, the tighter his grip on my neck got. Tighter and tighter, until he was pumping me full of cum and I was forced to breathe through my nose.

Eyes wide, I watched as he closed his own tightly and threw his head back. He groaned low, then he leaned over me. Pressing his weight onto me, he kissed me. Traced the outline of my lips with his tongue, slid it in my mouth, as his dick still pulsing inside me,  his tongue slow danced against mine.  Then he was moving his hips again, fucking me all over again, his dick never went soft.

We went on like that for the rest of the night until my legs were shaking so bad I couldn’t stand him touching me anymore. That’s when he’d dropped to his knees and ate my pussy like he was trying to prove a point. Trying to make me his. I fell asleep with his head between my legs. When I woke up, he was still asleep.

Filled with shame, not because of what we’d done, because I didn’t feel guilty. I gathered my clothes, snuck out of the room, and took an Uber back to their house feeling more torn and regretful than I had ever felt in my life.


Chapter 6

Jackson

“What is this?”

Tina slapped the stack of papers she was holding onto the coffee table in front of me.  Grabbing the remote from beside them, I paused the soccer match I’d been watching. I hadn’t seen her since leaving the ballroom the night before.  I was hoping she didn’t show up until after I had a chance to speak to Lolita, but when I returned to the house she was already there.

Sighing, I raised my hand and rubbed the stiff muscles in the back of my neck. Wishing I was anywhere but there. I was already in a foul mood due to Lolita leaving the hotel without waking me, then she’d been avoiding me all day. I’d knocked on her door earlier and gotten no response even though I could hear her moving around. Her avoiding me had me thinking I needed to be even more aggressive in my approach.

“You know what they are, Tina.” I leaned back to look up at her. Today she had her long hair in a messy bun,  a red tube top, and blue jean shorts so short I was sure if she turned around they would cuff her ample ass. She also wore a twisted scowl.

Tilting her head to the side, she gave me a look of confusion.

“Why did you decide to suddenly give them to me now? You met somebody huh? The prenup states if you cheat I get half of a million.  So who is she?”

I chuckled to myself.

Not bothering to dignify the rest of what she said by acknowledging it. I’d stuck strictly to the subject of the divorce papers. “This is the fourth time, Tina.  You said if I went along with your ruse you’d sign them. Here I am.”I raised my arms. “Living with you and the daughter I didn’t know you had. In my parents’ house, a year after you were supposed to move out, after you’ve told me countless lies and endangered my sobriety by bringing drugs and alcohol around. And despite not owing you shit I amended the papers, giving you a hefty seventy thousand dollar settlement. After you receive your inheritance. That’s a hundred thousand for you to start a new life with. Take it, Ma and leave me the fuck alone.”

She sniveled, “I thought we were working it out after what happened in the kitchen.”

I raised my hand and scratched the side of my face.

The fuck was she talking about? “You mean when you accosted me?” I had walked past her coming inside with food I’d brought for Lolita and as soon as I sat it down, she hopped her ass on the counter next to me and pulled me into her. Did I take it a step too far to get a reaction out of Lolita. Yeah, I’m not ashamed to say I did.

She frowned and glared down at me. “I’m not signing those.” She folded her arms across her chest.

The tone of my voice went up a notch.

“You’re a piece of fucking work, you know that? Why are you prolonging this? We don’t love each other, never have,  we were barely even a couple, you can barely handle me fucking you, you’re a liar, selfish, toxic as fuck. But you know what?  Don’t sign these. I went to pick them up. I’ll make sure my lawyer sends the original papers without the settlement.”

Before I could even lean forward she snatched them from the table.

She trained her eyes on me and shook her head.

“You really don’t care about me, do you?”

“No,” I snapped answering her truthfully.

“How about I give you the child you wanted?” She shrewdly bargained.

I frowned, shaking my head.

“That was a different me, three years ago, and after seeing how you treat the child you already have. There’s no way in hell I’d subject a child to you.”

She shot me a crazy look, I don’t know why. She knew everything I said was true. She was trying so hard because she wasn’t looking forward to giving up her shopping sprees and rent free living. As far as I was concerned the conversation was over, but I could tell she didn’t feel the same,  but before she could say anything more the doorbell rang. 

I glanced at Tina, “You expecting someone?” as I finished my question and pushed myself from my chair to answer it, Lolita came rushing downstairs. Her heeled shoes slapping every step. She gave us a quick glance halfway down. But after hitting the landing, she kept walking without acknowledging her mother or me any further. I paused my ascension from the chair midrise.

My eyes canvassed her body. The dress she had on fit her like a second skin and stopped just below her ass. It was brown, nearly the same color of her skin, so she looked nude. My dick went from limp to brick hard in seconds. Fragmented images of the night before assaulted my mind. Fuck, I would do anything to spend another few hours between her thighs. Her pussy felt like paradise, so hot and sticky.

“ You look beautiful.”   That voice quickly shook me from my thoughts. I  had gotten so lost in my memory of being inside her I had forgotten somebody was even at the door.

I couldn’t help the scowl the came to my face, curling my lips. My eyes landed on the guy from the club, the pretty motherfucker with the greasy hair. Who Lolita had let dance all up on her.

Where was she going with him dressed like that?

Why was he at my house? I thought we had an understanding. On his way out of the club I had stopped him and told him to stay away. I guess I hadn’t used the right language to make him  understand how deathly serious I was. I’d rectify that, eventually.

Right then I could do nothing. Out of my peripheral I could see Tina watching me. I had to play my anger off. “Your daughter just invites people over without giving notice?”

“I didn’t know I needed to give notice,” Lolita snapped, looking in my direction over her shoulder.

The pretty fucker chuckled.

I lost it, “Get the fuck away from my door.” I barked.  Pushing myself all the way up from my chair.

Pretty boy sized me up, taking a step over the threshold, bumping into Lolita as he did. She grabbed his shirt stopping him from going further.

“And if I don’t?”

Not able to control my temper I took a step in his direction; Tina used her small frame to block me. If I really wanted to get at him there wouldn’t be anything she could do. But I knew my limitations in the situation I was in. I didn’t need Tina thinking too hard about why I was angry.

“Lolita, control your disrespectful ass company. “ Tina spoke up before I did something stupid.

“Yeah ok. I got it.” Lolita responded dismissively to her mother, then “Let’s go.” to her companion who seemed hell bent on getting a reaction out of me.

He walked backwards, staring me down.

“I’m coming, sexy.” He answered.

Lolita walked out of the house , tugging at his sleeve. He trained his eyes on me one last time, nodded, then smirked, before pivoting and following her, “Y’all have a pleasant day now.” He chuckled before pulling the door closed behind him.

Tina started running her mouth right after, “I know my momma taught Lolita better than that—" her voice did nothing but add to my agitation.

Angry beyond belief I wasn’t trying to hear anything she had to say,  I walked away. Gritting my teeth I headed downstairs, leaving her ass mid sentence.


Chapter 7

Lolita

The shower door slammed open, cold air from the bathroom wafted in stealing away the heat from the hot water I’d had pelting down on my body, causing goosebumps to explode all over my skin. A sharp gasp skirted past my lips.   “What the fuck? “ I pivoted just in time to watch Jackson step inside the shower stall, clothes and all. His lips drawn to a thin, fine line. The water rained down on him soaking his white t-shirt and white basketball shorts through, plastering his inky black hair to his forehead. He held himself rigid. 

My eyes fluttered up to meet his gaze. There was this volatile emotion in his eyes that made me want to run. Instead I shook my head and told him. “I’m not doing this with you right now.”  I knew why he came. I went to step around him.

Reaching out, without much force he shoved me.  My back hit the warm tile.

I pushed myself from against the wall, slammed my hands against his hard chest  in an attempt to push him back.

In response, he moved fast. Wrapping his thick fingers around my wrist he easily secured my arms at my side.

I struggled against his hold until he pressed the weight of himself into me, his big body trapping me against the wall.

Unable to move I opened my mouth to scream.

“Shhhh.” he hissed, letting one of my wrists go in order to cover my mouth with his big hand. “Who do you think your mother will blame if she comes running and finds us in here like this? Unless you want to find out I suggest you only speak to answer my question. And fucking quietly.”

I froze because I knew even if I was the one screaming, Tina would find  a way to make the fact of her husband being in the shower with me my fault. But then again, it was my fault. Out of anger and resentment I’d given into him and now I was dealing with the consequences.

I nodded, exhaling an angry breath, but remained silent otherwise, just glaring at him.

A condescending smirk curled his lips. He removed his hand from my mouth, but kept the other wrapped around my wrist and me pinned to the wall.

He dipped his head to meet me at my height. When we were eye to eye he asked me the question I knew he’d come to ask.

“You fuck him?” there was an edge to his tone. Dangerous even.  It should have persuaded me to just answer his question honestly. Jose and I had dinner, that was it, but It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him yes.

“Don’t let the wrong thing come out of your mouth either.”  He snapped, daring me.

I raised my chin defiantly. Challenge accepted motherfucker.

“Yes,  I did, but it’s really none of your business.”

His eyes flashed dark. I noticed the muscles in his shoulders and neck strained under the fabric of his thin wet shirt as he reached up and gripped my jaw, pressing his fingers painfully into my skin. I used my free hand to try and pry his fingers away, but his grip got tighter, so I stopped, “Look at me,” he demanded, applying pressure until our eyes met. He held my gaze, trying to read the truth in it. I could only hope he read me wrong. Maybe if he thought I was telling the truth he’d leave me alone.

Seconds that felt like moments passed.

“Bullshit.” he dropped his hands from his face letting my wrist go. He gripped my waist. The devil was in the smile that came to his lips.

My already fast beating heart sped up and began banging against my chest hard enough to ache.

“No.” He shook his head.  “You didn’t fuck him.  If you did you wouldn’t be so turned on right now. I bet if I touch my pussy that shit is leaking for me.” His tone was deep, assured. 

My breath hitched.

Did he say his pussy? Why did that possessive shit coming off his lips make clit thump? I could feel wetness spread between  my thighs and I was positive it wasn’t because of the shower.

Closing my eyes, I searched for composure as I scolded myself. My body reacting so strongly to his aggression and jealousy was toxic as fuck. 

I felt him trace the top of my right breast with his fingertips. My heart beat dropped to my pussy.

“But I want to hear the truth from your mouth.” he demanded.

Roughly kneeing my legs apart,  his hands found their way between my thighs.

A soft whimper eased past my lips when his calloused finger came in contact with my clit.

He groaned. “I knew it, she’s weeping for me.” Pressing his face into my hair. “Now the truth,” he huffed. “Did you fuck him?” he asked as he began rubbing my clit in a circular motion. His finger felt so good touching me but I still tried to object. Fucking him once could be counted as a mistake, twice would be a conscious decision.

“Please, we can’t do this.” I whispered as his muscles shifted and tense against my hand as I pushed against his chest.

Ignoring my words he slid his fingers between my folds, using two fingers to enter me he started off with a slow, in and out until my breaths were escaping in shallow pants. Only a few minutes passed before I felt my pussy clench. I fisted his wet shirt, pulling him closer.

He leaned down, pressing his lips against mine, glided his tongue over the bottom one before speaking.

“Did you fuck him?” he rasped.

On the verge of cumming, with the spray of the steaming water against my skin making it feel sensitive, I would have told him anything in that moment.

Mouth gaping,  eyes closed tightly I shook my head no.

“No baby, I need to hear you say it. Watching you leave with him. Thinking about him touching you, being inside…” words trailed off, as he paused for a second, then continued. “I just need to hear the word come from your mouth. Did. You. Fuck. Him?” 

It was embarrassing how fast I said, “No.”

His fingers sped up, causing a knot to form in the pit of my stomach.

“I knew you wouldn’t, Lolita, ‘cause this is my pussy.” he drawled and slid his thumb across my clit.

Suddenly I felt like I was floating, then I realized I was. Jackson lifted me and pinned my back against the wall. Instinctively I wrapped my legs around his waist and draped my arms around his neck.

He pushed into me in one solid thrust.

My mouth fell open.

Why did he feel so good inside of me? 

He started moving, whispering filthy words to me.

“This pussy fit my dick, was made for my dick, anybody else fucking you is  just gonna leave you disappointed . Nobody is going to be able to fuck you like I fuck you, it was a wrap on this pussy belonging to anybody else after I branded it, tell me it’s true Lolita, tell me the pussy mine.”

I violently shook my head. The haze that had me feeling dizzy wasn’t that thick.

He chuckled. “So stubborn. Good thing I already know the truth.”

He picked up speed, bending his knees, his hand dropping to my ass,

My chest heaved as he thrust into me.

“Why you so quiet, Lolita, at least tell me I’m making this pussy feel good, Ma.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

His strokes got jerky. “I’m about to cum, Lolita. Where you want me to cum at,  you want this nut up in my pussy?”

I nodded frantically, wanting to feel him explode inside of me and he did,  I came with him, my juices gushing out of me.

I cried his name and clung to him, dizzy until the side effects of my orgasm wore off I instantly regretted what we’d done.. I dropped my head. I had fucked up again.

I was bad as Tina. Generational aint- nothingness had been passed on.

Jackson helped me climb down off of him, situated me back on my feet.

Indignantly, I shoved him away. I was halfway across the bathroom before he caught my wrist, attempting to drag me to him. I snatched away and swung around to face him. He was naked from the bottom down; his inky black hair nearly covered his eyes.

He gave me a hard look. “What in the fuck is your problem? Are you going to act like this every time?”

“You’re my problem, and no this is my last time acting like “this”,” I used quotes. “Because I’m not doing this anymore, so you’ll never have to worry about it again. Now can you please go so I can get dressed?”

I stepped away from him, coming to stand in front of the sink. I stared at my pitiful reflection in the mirror for as long as I could stand to, maybe a few seconds before closing my eyes and gripping the sink. My body was still humming but there was an ache in my chest. I couldn’t blame what had happened on me drinking or even him forcing me. I wanted him, I wanted it again. What kind of woman did that make me?

I heard Jackson’s footfalls on the tile floor as he walked my way instead of leaving the bathroom like I had asked. He stepped behind me, I should have known he wouldn’t have left easy. I opened my eyes just in time to register his movement in the mirror, but not in time to defend against them. He grabbed one wrist, then the other, forcing my hands to remain on the sink.

“Get off of—”

“Shut the fuck up, Lolita.” he interrupted, pressing the full weight of his frame into me. The hard ridges of his cock pressed into the globe of my ass. His full lips lingered mere inches away from my ear when he spoke.

“See, I was going to pretend to be everything I’m not with you. Patient, gentlemanly, understanding. I was going to go slow with you. Let you come to the conclusion that you want everything I have to offer, but now I see you’re going to fight me and the truth of your desires at every turn. So, I’ve decided to revert back to the old me. I have you to thank for reminding who that was. I don’t ask for what I want, I earn it, and if that doesn’t work. I take it.” He paused a few seconds as if giving me a chance to digest his words before continuing. “You remember our little talk from a few days ago about plausible deniability?” He didn’t wait for me to answer before pushing forward. “That will become the cornerstone of our relationship. For the remainder of your time here. I’m going to tell you what happens between us, repercussions fall to me, as your man, and I will make sure you’re never negatively affected by what I started here. But we will be continuing what I started.  In the end we both get what we want. “

“But I don’t want this. “

He chuckled against my ear.

“Look at me, Lolita.”  It was like my brain was working against me. My eyes immediately drifted to our reflection in the mirror. His eyes were full of heat though there was a smirk on his face. He leaned down and ran his sinful tongue up the side of my neck and sucked at my ear.

Biting into my bottom lip I tried my hardest not to moan.

Noticing my reaction in the mirror drew a laugh from him.

“Murky green” he whispered into my wild hair.

“W-what? ” I stuttered.

Instead of answering right away he let my right wrist go and started to trace down the curve of my waist with his fingertips. He paused just at my hip before speaking. “I learned something about you that first day, Lolita. All your emotions play out in those pretty little eyes of yours. When you’re angry they stay the same color, but your face contorts into the cute little scowl that makes my dick ache.” He moaned.  When you’re amused, they get bright, but when you’re turned on, they go darker.

Right now, you’re turned on.”

That’s when it hit me. The talk about my eyes. He had been testing me and had found out something about me that I didn’t even know about myself.

Still, I opened my mouth to deny it. He stopped me.

“I can feel you quaking, darling. You can lie to me all you want,  but your body can’t. Your body already knows what your mind and heart don’t.”

His words, his touch, his demeanor, everything about him in that moment had every nerve ending in my body alive. I swallowed hard. He was right, I was turned on. But I would still deny everything I was feeling until he left me alone.

“No matter what you say or want to believe. You can’t make me do anything I don’t want. I won’t do anything I don’t want.” I affirmed shaking my head.

He narrowed his eyes at me in the mirror before he gripped my throat from behind. A whimper mixed with fright and excitement slipped past my lips; fresh cream slid from my slit down my thighs.

What in the fuck was wrong with me?

He didn’t choke me, but he applied enough pressure to hold my attention.

“I can and you will, or I could tell your mother what her daughter’s pussy feels like. “ Then he let his hand drop back to his side.

My heart sunk deep into my stomach.

Anger joined the many emotions coursing through me at the moment.

Enraged, I spun around coming face to face with him, shoving sharp, blue tipped fingers into his chest.

“Boy, fuck you. You’re not going to force me to relive a drunken mistake over and over.” I gritted between my teeth.

He chuckled “I’m not going to fight with you on this. We already came to an agreement.”

I scoffed. “I didn’t agree to shit. You told me how things were going to go.”

He combed his fingers through his beard. “Same difference.”

“Why would you do this?”

“Because I can. I have nothing to lose in this situation but what I want. You and your mother do, sixty thousand dollars, to be exact.” He stated callously. “You think she’ll let you stay here if I tell her what you let me do to you. If I tell her that you let me cum in your tight lil pussy. Would you even stay after I told her? No, you’d run.” He was taunting me almost cruelly with a smile on his face.

I wanted to cry. No, I wanted to punch him.

“Besides, you like how I fuck you, don’t you?”

“It was a mistake.”

“Mistake or not, you’re mine, Lolita. This is the way it is from now until you leave. I also noticed you didn’t answer my question.”

“Fuck you.” I fumed.

“You already did,” he responded smugly.

I was pissed, so fucking angry. The impulse to hit him became too much.

I gave in. I raised my hand to do it, he grabbed it.

“If you hit me, I’m going to pretend to be mad and fuck you like I am right here on this sink. Instead of leaving you alone and giving you time to come to terms with what I just told you, I’ll fuck your little pussy sore.” He threatened, then he dropped my hand and raised his chin giving me access to his face, daring me to do it.

I was stumped, I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t even know if my heart was beating so fast because I was angry or because even after all what happened I still wanted him to fuck me. Angry at myself and him I did the next best thing to hitting him. I start cursing.

“You’re an arrogant, cocky prick, motherfucking bitch Fuck you, fuck you. Whore.” I didn’t even care if I was just saying words at that point. I just wanted some way to convey that what he was doing wasn’t right. I felt the urge to throw a fit again, just fall out on the floor and scream and cry. In all my twenty-three years nobody had been able to make me devolve to the point of wanting to act like a toddler.

He waited until I had to stop cursing in order to catch my breath.

“Are you done?”  he asked in a calm voice that only served to piss me off even more.

I glared up at him.

“If you’re done, I was going to tell you your mother has been calling you for the past few minutes. I’m sure if you don’t respond soon she’ll come looking for you.” Just as he finished his sentence Tina called my name, “Lolita.” Her voice echoed from downstairs and slid behind the closed door. She sounded angrier than usual.

I sighed; I had just dealt with her husband’s shit. I didn’t feel like having her pile on anymore.

Jackson tilted my chin. “Give me a kiss and I’ll go play nice with her, calm her down.”

Mentally exhausted I didn’t even fight him on it. I raised to my tip toes and pressed my lips to his.

He pulled away and shook his head. He frowned.

“That won’t do at all. I want a real kiss, Lolita.”

He didn’t wait for me to follow his directive. His teeth grazed my lip, then he was thrusting his tongue into my mouth. Taking possession, forcing me to kiss him back and just like that, I got lost in him again. He was the one to pull away. I was in a daze as I watched him walk away. Just before he stepped out of the door he stopped and glared back at me. “No more dates, Lolita. I don't want that guy at my house anymore, tell him that when you tell him goodbye.” His voice was gruff and demanding.

I leaned my butt against the sink trying to catch my breath, knowing that all that had just transpired between us would lead to mayhem and I was powerless as far changing that goes. Jackson was the ringmaster of the circus my life had become.

Chapter 8

Jackson

Tina paced back and forth in front of Lolita. I had already told her I wasn’t in the mood for one of her bitch fits but seemed it didn't matter what I wanted. She had been spoiling for a fight when I came down the stairs instead of Lolita. I had almost convinced her to go on about her night without talking to her daughter, but Lolita had come down before she left and the yelling had begun. I sat back in my favorite leather recliner waiting to intervene if needed.

“You embarrassed me, then disrespected Jackson in his own house showing out for that thug. I know my momma raised you better than that.”

My eyebrows rose.  I wondered how Tina couldn’t see the irony in her words. The same woman that had raised Lolita had raised her. It was plain as day that she had done a much better job with Lolita than Tina. Though I had only known Lolita for a short period of time. I could already see that she wasn’t capable of being the callous, manipulative liar her mother was.

I watched Lolita shift uncomfortably in her seat, but I don’t even think she was listening to Tina.

Slowly stroking my chin, I eyed her up and down.

She seemed to be more focused on not looking at me. She was angry and I understood why.  Did I feel bad about bribing her? No, I would not change my mind either. For the remainder of her stay she was mine. We’d work on the unforeseeable future later.

I stared at her counting on the weight of it to be enough to make her look my way. When her gaze drifted in my direction, I raised my hand, formed a gun with my fingers and pulled the imaginary trigger.

She rolled her eyes in my direction but I saw a small smile playing on her lips. Her mother saw also.

“You bitch, are y—"

“Tina,”  I interrupted whatever else she was about to say. What kind of mother calls her own daughter a bitch?

“What?” she snapped, the robe she had on floated open as she turned on her bare feet to face me, showing traces of caramel skin and light brown nipples. I felt nothing and again for the hundredth time I wondered what I had ever seen in her.

She had a scowl on her face until she met mine. A fake smile quickly replaced it.

“I still need to talk to you about what comes after, now that you’ve signed those papers.” I was purposely bringing up our divorce. She never wanted to have those conversations.

She gave me an impatient look then glanced over her shoulder at Lolita.

“Not tonight,” she said. “I was getting ready to go out with my girls.”

I sighed hard for dramatic effect, like I gave a fuck. I really didn’t need to talk to her about anything. We’d be divorced within fifteen days, then I’d start the eviction process to get her out of my parents’ house if she didn’t leave willingly. I was done with her and all her games. And if she continued to push me she’d find out I wasn’t the nice guy she thought I was.

“Fine.” I waved her away.

She left without another word. Her feet slapping against the hardwood stairs as she rushed up them.

Lolita got up to leave behind her. She’d changed into black joggers and A black t-shirt with Tupac on it, her long thick hair piled on top of her head into a messy bun. Ironically, I was in grey sweats and had an Ice Cube hoodie on. We were both dressed for what I had in mind.

“Hey, come take a ride with me.” I said in the same instance that I stood.

She paused, looked over her shoulder at me, sneering, she said. “I’ll pass.”

“It wasn’t a suggestion, Lolita, put on your shoes and let’s go, or we can stay and have a talk about us with your mother.”

She sucked her teeth and opened her mouth.

“Tina can you…” I started.

“Stop!” Lolita rushed out.

“Put on your shoes Lolita, I don’t want to be late.” I said giving her no room to argue. And I knew she would argue.

She narrowed her eyes, but gave in. She stomped upstairs, then back down. I had already retrieved our jackets and was standing with the door open.

She walked out past me without acknowledging me holding. She had to wait for me to unlock the Tesla I had recently brought, a birthday present for my forty-third birthday.  She reached for the handle just as I did, I shoved her hand away “I don’t know what kind of men you dealt with in Atlanta, but women don’t open car doors, not when they’re riding with me.”

She rolled her eyes, then slid past me to get into the car, I blocked her entrance. “Acknowledge what I said, Lolita.”

She chuckled, “You stay power tripping, don’t you? Giving off such small dick energy.”

I licked my lips and smirked. “But you know firsthand my dick isn’t small.”

I watched as her eyes drifted downward.

It was my turn to laugh.

Lolita’s eyes jumped up to meet mine.

I tilted my head.

“Anything you see and like, you can have.”

She scoffed and waved me off. She attempted again to get into the car.

“Acknowledge you heard what I said, verbally. Adults use their words.”

She shook her head. “Don’t open the car door in your presence. I acknowledge what you said, Jackson. And I’m only doing that because I don’t want to hear any more of your age old wisdom.”

“Smartass.” I mumbled, but moved so she could get in. Then made my way around the front of the car.

“Where are we going?” she asked as soon as I sat down.

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

I started the car then turned on the radio using my phone.   Black Puma’s, Black Moon Rising, sounded over the speakers, again. I saw out of my peripheral Lolita glancing at me. She was probably wondering if I had chosen the music for her benefit or mine. She’d probably overreact if I told her I’d snuck into her room and downloaded her playlist. There were things I wanted to know about her that I knew she wouldn’t divulge, not at this juncture in our relationship. She could stay closed off for now. I was about to be open enough for both of us. As I backed out of the driveway I wondered if taking her to one of my AA meetings was a good idea, I had been vulnerable with her mother and that cost me three years of my life and nearly four hundred thousand dollars. Thinking about it made me figure It probably wasn't a good idea at all, but I wouldn’t change my mind. The chips would fall where they may.

It took fifteen minutes to drive to the church where the meetings were held.  The music keeping the silent drive from being awkward.

When I pulled into the parking lot of the simple two-story building. Lolita sat up in her seat and looked around.

“Church?”

Instead of answering her right away I got out of the car and made my way around.

“It’s not church. It’s a meeting. “

She got out of the car with my assistance. I entwined our fingers.

“What type of meeting?” she asked as she tried to tug her hand away from mine after. After tightening my grasp, I said, “you’ll see. Just be quiet and respect everybody when we get inside.”

I heard her smack her teeth.

I let it slide.

When we entered the double doors there were about fifty people scattered throughout the meeting room in folding chairs lined side by side, but nobody sat next to each other, not even those who had family members there. It was always like that, addicts usually hate people being too close physically or emotionally. You felt worse when you relapsed and disappointed them.

The smell of stale coffee permeated the air.  Doris, a recovering heroin addict, was finishing up. Once she sat down it would be my turn. I took a seat in the back, dragging Lolita next to me. I could feel her boring a hole into the side of my head, but I remained facing forward.

The meetings were run by a new aged psychiatrist, Vannette Jordan, she believed to fight addiction you had to understand it on a personal level. Weekly we'd be given a question we were expected to answer.

“And I hope tonight leads to another ninety days of sobriety, ” Doris finished, smiling into the crowd  and everybody clapped as she left the stage.

Vanette was sitting at the front of the group. She called my name “Aimal.” I squeezed Lolita’s thigh and whispered, “I’ll be back,” without looking at her. For the first time in a long time, I was nervous about something. The entire short walk to the stage I was thinking “What if this pushes her away?” being told about my recovery and actually experiencing it were two different things. Despite what I said, Lolita had free will. If she didn’t want to be with me there wouldn’t be fuck shit I could do about it.

“Go ahead Jackson,” Vanette instructed.

I cleared my throat and dropped my head gluing my eyes to the podium in front of me.Then I began.

“We were told to describe our addiction. It took me days just to think about where to begin. Unlike a lot of the people here I didn’t have a bad childhood, I was never poor or abused. Sometimes I would just get in a bad head space. Imagine life is the coldest snowstorm ever. You're trapped in it, freezing, feel death nipping at your limbs and no matter what you do you can't get warm, but then imagine just as you're about to give up, you stumble upon fire for the first time, and you reach for it and immediately it consumes you from the inside- out, warming you, making you forget you were ever cold. Now imagine being told you have to give up that feeling because it's hurting you, but you don't feel the pain from it, just the euphoria.”

I paused “Everything I was saying had sounded better in my own head, but now up here, I feel like a bumbling idiot.” The crowd laughed, “You’re doing fine. Go on,” Vannete encouraged after they quieted down. I chanced a glance at Lolita. She nodded for me to continue and I found my words again. After giving my testimony and receiving applause I got off stage.

I passed Lolita instead of stopping, jerking my head towards the door for her to follow. I was standing outside my car when she emerged. She had a strange look on her face. I was wondering what she was thinking. If I had opened myself to her and it had backfired.  I’d have to wait and see. 

I opened the car door, stood back holding it open. She paused right outside of my reach. She folded her arms under her breasts drawing my eyes to them for a second. She had really nice tits.

“Now everything makes sense.” she said grabbing my attention before I could fully delve into my devious thoughts.

I frowned.

“What?” I asked.

“It makes sense. The reason why you and my mother were together and why you behave like you do.”

I tilted my head. “I still don’t get it, explain it to me.”

“When you mentioned your addiction earlier, I was thinking you were a Lil Wayne type drug addict. Purple drank, Molly, weed, but you were a full blown crackhead. You probably smoked away more than a few brain cells.”

I chuckled.

“Crack is whack,” I imitated a high-pitched voice. “I smoked, injected, and snorted everything else. However, my cognitive functions are still at 100%,”

She gave me a thoughtful look.

“Is that why you don’t drink? Is it like your gateway drug?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes went soft.

“I can admire that, many people don’t come back from addiction, especially after a relapse over losing someone.”

She reached out and patted my shoulder.

“You’re strong, buddy.” she teased. 

It annoyed me a bit. She couldn’t let us have my moment without joking.

“Get in the car.”I manage to keep my tone even. Reminding myself to be patient.

Sliding past me without another word. She did as I said for once.

After making my way to the driver’s side, I got in. Lolita was chewing at her bottom lip as if she was debating on asking me a question.

I waited to push start the car. Letting her know I was waiting.

When she finally spoke, she had turned in her seat to face me. “Why did you take me there with you?” Her voice was low and soft.

I looked her straight in the eyes when I said, “I wanted you to see me.” That was what I had struggled with over the years. Bubbles didn’t see me, Tina didn’t see me, none of the women I fucked while drowning myself in drugs and alcohol saw me, not the real me. None of those women knew anything about me beside I fucked them good and had money

I was tired of existing unauthentically.

Lolita was the first woman who hadn’t fallen for me or used me while I was inebriated or fighting to stay sober. Even the fact that she was fighting against her attraction to me was different. Women had been falling over themselves for me since I’d hit puberty. Lolita wanted me, but she didn’t want to want me, she didn’t need me. She didn’t want to use me.

Less than an hour before I had bribed her. She’d been so angry, but now her eyes were full of soft emotion for me. She cared for me, not because she would gain anything for it.

She was perfect for me. The real me. I wanted a big family; I wanted to sit around and tell someone who loved me and cared for me about my feelings. I wanted to talk about how resenting my parents for having me at such an old age played a part in my feeling so isolated. If I’m being honest though. I had never really wanted to share any of myself with any of the women before Lolita. I settled and grabbed on to any resemblance of what I wanted my life to be.

She turned her gaze to the window.

“Remember, you’re forcing this arrangement, don’t get attached.”

I already was, from the moment I’d seen her step off that Greyhound bus I had been. But I wouldn’t tell her that.

“Ok, I hear you. Now where do you want to eat?”

“Something fast.” she responded.

I drove her to a local seafood drive thru.

“How about we go and sit on the beach and eat this?” I suggested after we received our food.

She looked hesitant for a moment but relented.

“Our first real date.” I joked.

She rolled her eyes. “Ughh!”

“What?” I asked innocently.

“Just drive Jackson.”

We ended up spending the night sleeping on the beach after talking for hours. There was no turning back.


Chapter 9

Lolita

“Tell me something funny that happened to you?”

I ran my tongue across my teeth and cut my eyes to Jackson who was walking beside me.

He had awakened me at butt fuck early in the morning to go for a walk with him. I'd told him I’d rather sleep in, but he insisted in that heavy-handed way he does, going as far as to pick out my clothes for me, a sweatshirt and yoga pants. Then he ushered me to the bathroom and watched me as I showered, all while threatening to get in with me if I didn’t hurry.

Once in the car, we silently drove forty minutes away to the Pinellas Park trail. I hadn't expected to actually have to walk and I was having a hell of a time keeping up with his long-legged stride.

“You didn’t tell me I had to talk to you on this forced outing.” I said sounding bitchy.

I was definitively not a morning person.

He sighed, real deep like he was aggravated with me.

I didn’t care if he was. It was too early and too cold for his mess.

Without looking at me he said, “You can talk to me or we can go back to the house and I’ll fuck you on the sofa while your mother is upstairs sleeping off her hangover.”

His words stopped me in my tracks. I gasped, the coffee I had been sipping went down the wrong pipe nearly choking me.

Reaching out, he didn’t even try and help me. He removed my nearly empty cup from my hand and chucked it into the trash can behind us as I struggled to compose myself. Once I did, I gazed around. No one else was out. Good. I would have fucking died if anybody had heard him.

Turning, I gave him my full attention.

“You just let anything come out of your mouth.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Tell me something funny about you, Lolita. “he repeated.  His hands fell to the small of my back, encouraging me to begin walking again as he did.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around his bicep forcing him to stop.

I had questions of my own.

“Why, Jackson? Why the walk, what’s with all the questions. Why the whole romantic beach scene the other night?”

He faced me. Sliding his teeth over his plump bottom lip he slipped his left hand in the pocket of his Nike tracksuit as his right hand stroked his beard. And I’ll be damned if my nipples didn’t tighten. I folded my arms across my breasts to hide them and leaned back out of his space. Finding everything he did sexy irked me a little. Not being able to comprehend why he had such an effect on me grated at my nerves. I’d dealt with fine men before, fucked more than a few. Jackson was just on another level all together though.

“Are you trying to get back at my mother for not being the wife you wanted? “ It was the only reason I could come up with as to why he was doing all that he was doing.

“This is some kind of game to you. Fuck the momma and the daughter?”

He gave me an exasperated look.

“If I wanted to play revenge games with you, Lolita .” He reached out and ran his thumb across my lips, dropping his voice an octave. “They wouldn’t be a walk in the park. I’d break your young ass, leave you wet and weeping. “

I scoffed, knocking his hand away.

“Wet and weeping.” I mocked,” You’re so full of yourself. Remember all this started because I got drunk.”

He took a step forward, invading my space. Capturing my eyes.

“It started because I saw in your eyes that you wanted me as much as I wanted you. I just refuse to be waylaid by guilt or my relationship with your mother. That was over long before you got here. And is it so hard to believe that I simply want you?”

“Yes.” I nodded, laying bare the ugly truth. It was hard as hell to believe a man would be so enamored with me after only a few days. When men I’d dated for months left so easily. 

“Well, you vastly underestimate how fucking appealing you are.” He reached between us and pinched my nipple. “That’s my truth.”

“Stop.” I swatted as his hand.

He chuckled.

“You are fighting so hard for no reason. It must be fatiguing.”

“I’m fighting because this isn’t right.” I replied.

He shrugged. “I agree it’s not right, but it’s happening. “

I frowned. “You have an answer for everything, so tell me, why are we here? This is pointless.”

“It’s not pointless. I want to get to know you.  Now tell me something funny that happened to you.” he asked for the third time. He stood there, watching me, waiting for me to answer.

“Why this question though?” At that point I was just being petty. I simultaneously wanted him to leave me alone and keep trying.

“Because it’s the first one I thought of.” He shrugged.

I sighed, rolling my eyes.  He wanted a funny story, fine.  “One time I was sucking this dude’s dick in sixty-nine position. He had a pretty dick, eleven inches, cut, brown like a Snickers. That’s all we would ever do, exchange oral favors, no way was I about to let him fuck me with that thing. Before we started, he had told me his roommates wouldn’t be back for hours. He had like four, but one walked in and caught us right there on the sofa. I jumped up so fast I tripped, exposing my pussy to him and the three friends he had brought home. The looks on their face…  it wasn’t funny then, but now it is… I discovered I liked being watched that day though. “

His jaw tightened as he let my words sink in. His brows lowered and drew together.

“Now what did you accomplish by telling me that?” his tone was calm.

I answered him with more pettiness.... “More than enough.”

In one fluid movement, he grabbed my arm and pulled me flush against him so fast my heart skipped a beat. Using my hair like a rope he yanked my head back forcing me to look up at him.

My hands flew up to his wrist as I thought I might have gone a little too far.

He chuckled in my face. His reaction really scared me. I hadn’t taken into account that I really didn’t know him well enough to be playing with his emotions.

“I’m sorry.” I rushed to apologize.

He chuckled again.

“Oh no, you’re not. You wanted to get a rise out of me because I won’t let you run and hide. You’re lashing out, it’s fine. I bet I make you regret it though.”

“Wh-what, what are you going to do?” He had me stuttering.

“You’ll find out soon enough.” He leaned down and kissed the line of my jaw, while his free hand caressed the nape of my neck.

“Don’t look so scared, baby. “

He let my hair go.

I stumbled.

Wrapping his arm around my waist he righted me, pulling me to his side. He grabbed my hand and locked our fingers together.

“I guess we can go back home now.”

His tone didn’t sit right with me. but I pursed my lips and I didn’t utter another word. I was scared to, I  had already done too much. Now I would just wait to see what happened next.

***

I didn’t have to wait long, just a few hours. After driving back home, as quiet as we had driven to the park. He went to the guest room while I locked myself in my bedroom, only leaving to get food. Around seven I heard Tina arise from her alcohol induced slumber. By eight, I heard her car backing out of the driveway. Fifteen minutes later, Jackson knocked at my door, then opened it with a key when I didn’t respond. I’d glared at him. He’d simply said, “Get dressed, preferably the outfit you wore to the club.” Then he left the room, clearly expecting me to do as he said without question. And I did. I didn’t know how much trouble I had gotten myself into already, why create more for myself.

Choosing to wear faux leather leggings, an oversized v-neck sweater that had a slit up the back and six inch black booties. I unwrapped my hair and pulled it onto the top of my hair into a messy bun. I opted to only line my eyes and wear a little mascara and lip gloss.

Thirty minutes later Jackson was calling me downstairs.  Dressed in a blazer , with a pure white T-shirt and fitted chinos. He waited by the door for me.

What stood out was the fact that his mop of curls was gone, he’d hadn’t left the house I was sure of that, but now he had a dark Caesar, his hair tapered at the side, making his jawline look more defined.

I couldn’t believe he’d cut his hair because I mentioned it would look better when we were on the beach a couple nights before.

I was right, He looked good as fuck, I kept a straight face and my compliments to myself though. His head was already swole enough.

When I was in reaching distance. He pulled me to him, snaked his arm around my waist and gripped my ass.

“You look too sexy right now.” he said.

I could feel his breath ghosting along the side of my face.  “Don’t play any games tonight, Lolita, not where I’m taking you. Don’t make me hurt somebody because you’re trying to get a rise out of me.”  Then he pulled away and led me to the SUV. Again, the ride was made in silence. I had a feeling he was doing it on purpose. Purposely making me more anxious. I looked out the window watching the scenery go by as I nervously chewed at my lip. An hour later he woke me up. We had pulled into a parking lot that was surrounded by warehouses, Only one was lit up. A big red sign that read  “Inferno” hung over it. My heart kicked up. I knew whatever was behind the doors, wouldn’t be more than I could imagine, and it was.

-----

A fast techno beat bumped through the speakers. Jackson had my hand in a death grip as he pulled me through a crowd of people in different stages of dress and undress.  He was walking too fast for me to see much but what I did see had me in awe. There were cages hanging from the ceiling, people fucking on couches. One couple caught my attention, a pretty brown skinned plus size lady held hands with a fine ass Black dude. He had a white woman sucking the hell out of his dick, while a Black man the color of midnight ate the woman’s pussy.

What was the most interesting about them was the fact that they looked at each other as if they were the only two people there, like they were obsessed with only each other, possessed by only each other. Jackson always looked at me like that. I thought, then I shook it from my head. I wasn’t going there.

Jackson pulled me up a flight of stairs. There were rooms on both sides. We passed room after room. There was spanking going on in one, grown men in diapers in another. Then Jackson suddenly stopped. He pulled me into a room that was all mirrors. He closed the door and all sound ceased. Wide eyed I asked, “What is this place? Why did you bring me here?”

He chuckled at the look on my face, then his went deathly calm. I think I should have been scared, but I wasn’t. I knew whatever was about to happen I’d remember forever.

He looked my in the eye when he asked. “You trust me?”

Without hesitation I nodded yes. He was a pushy asshole at times, but I trusted him to keep me safe.

“You said you like to be watched?”

I nodded again unable to find the words.

Jackson let my sweaty hand go and made his way over to a lone red leather sofa the placed against the far mirrored wall. He dropped down onto it.

“Get on your knees.”

I swear I stopped breathing.

He picked up something from the arm of the sofa. suddenly the lights went out.

I gasped, bringing my hand to my mouth.

Ironically the darkness brought light to the situation at hand. On the other side of one of the mirrors were four men and five women. Then It hit me what was about to happen.

My entire body started to tingle.

Jackson smiled devilishly. “Don’t overthink it, just do it. This is your chance to make your fantasies come true and to make what you did this morning up to me. Let go and just enjoy it. Now on your knees.” For a moment I debated on what to do. I really wanted the experience. How many more times would I get the chance?

Fuck it!

I dropped to my knees.


Chapter 10

Jackson

When I had to tell her to get on her knees a second time, I had expected her to fight me on it. Because she always fought me.  When she did as I said without objection, I knew we were one step closer to where I wanted us to be. 

Seemed as if she’d decided to push her doubts and inhibitions to the side for the night to enjoy her fantasy. If I knew just how much she liked being watched I would have brought her to Inferno sooner. I had first and last visited in my twenties with Bubbles. Back then it was a place you go to have orgies. New owners had come in a few years ago and classed it up.

“Jesus, ” I ground out, as she rested between my spread legs and unzipped my pants. She slid her soft cold hands in and pulled my dick out through the v of my zipper.

Bringing my cock to her plump glossy lips she lightly scraped the underside of my shaft with her teeth before proceeding to swallow my entire cock.

She gagged but didn’t ease up. She sucked me, up and down in a rhythm that had my toes curling in my shoes and my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I got lost in the feeling of her mouth on me.

I could have cum right then, but as if sensing the impending ending, she gave me a short reprieve. Sliding my dick all almost all the way out of her mouth, she fluttered her tongue across the too sensitive head.  Even that was too much, and just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, she stopped, gripped the shaft, leaned back and spit on my cock, lubricating it well before she started stroking me.

Without a semblance of patience. I knocked her hand away.

“Not like that, suck me—” the rest of my demand was cut short. She took my dick, wrapped her lips tightly around me and started bobbing up and down, no hands, slow at first, as if she learned her lesson. She took more of me into her mouth as she went, until I was at the back of her throat again. I groaned loudly my hips jerked forward.

Her mouth felt so good. So hot and wet. My fucking spine tingled.

The need to fuck her face took over me. I pushed myself up from the couch. She didn’t miss a beat; my dick never left her mouth as she sat back onto her crossed legs.

On my feet, I reached down and gripped her chin with one hand while I yanked her hair loose with the other and wound the silk strands around my fist.

“Keep sucking me just like that, faster if you can.” I coached her as I moved with her. Fucked her mouth, “Just like” I groaned... my stomach muscles were clenched so tight they hurt.

She moaned around my dick. I thrust forward, hard.

“ Fuck, baby. Don’t do that, you’re going to make me cum.”

She pulled back, swiped the sensitive head with her flattened tongue.

My breath caught in my throat.

Looking me dead in the eyes. She slid her tongue out of her mouth, gripped my dick and jacked it with one hand while the other massaged my balls, she teased me with her words. “Then cum. Spin that silk all over my tongue, baby." She purred.

My knees were fucking weak.  “Shit,” I whispered.

Her grip tightened, she stroked faster. Working to milk me.

Transfixed I watched as my nut spilled onto her tongue, then when I thought it was over she slid my dick back in her mouth. Sucked me hard and fast until I was cumming again, taking me in the back of her throat she swallowed everything I had to give.

I needed to sit down.

She stood up and reached for the hem of her sweater.

I rushed to stop her. Pulling it back down.

“What are you doing?” Her green eyes were so dark they were nearly blue.

“Getting naked so you can fuck me.”

She rose to her tiptoes. Gripped the back of my neck and pressed her mouth to mine.

“Make me cum, please.”

I suppressed a groan deep in my throat. Her aggression had my dick rising again. But I would never under any circumstance allow her to be exposed to other men. Her body was for me alone. But still part of me wanted to strip her myself and fuck her right there. Just to see how far she would go. How free would she allow herself to be.

However, it wouldn’t happen, but I couldn’t leave her needy. She gasped when her back hit the wall. I blocked the people on the other side of us views with my body, as I slid my hands into her pants, slipping anxious fingers past her lacy panties. She was so wet and her heart was beating so fast against my chest I knew it wouldn’t take much for her to fall apart.

Slipping two fingers inside her I pumped them, while using the palm of my hand to massage her clit. She moaned into my chest. Her right hand settled around my wrist, her grip tight, like she’s scared I’d remove it. I found a rhythm that had her panting. I leaned down, licked then sucked at the warm skin on her neck, she liked that.

Her nails dug into my skin. When she came, it saturated my entire hand. My dick ached to feel it. I refrained. Fixed her clothes as she sagged against me. Then I rushed her out the side door, that led directly to the parking lot.

You had to know the owner to know it was there. I didn’t have to say anything when I climbed into the back seat. Lolita followed me. Her eyes were the darkest I’d ever seen them. She peeled out of her pants quickly and I let her remove my dick from mine. Allowing her to take control. She straddled me, sliding her soaked panties to the side while staring me dead in the eyes. “Fuck, “I clenched my teeth as she sank down onto my dick, then she kissed me and I was positive that after that night I had her right where I wanted her.


Chapter 11

Lolita

I trailed behind Tina to the car, my sneakered feet dragging the ground, thanking god that visiting my granny’s lawyer was the only instance where I had to spend any real time with her, which was really sad when you think about it. Even if we didn’t have a perfect mother/daughter relationship, the least we could do was get along.

But no, Tina was continuously snapping at me and showing her ass, literally and figuratively.

First, she'd bitched about the fact that I was leaving the house in sweats with my hair in a ponytail. Then she whined about how her mother’s arrangement was a huge inconvenience on her life. Then when we got to the office, the lawyer had been trying to ask questions to make sure we’d been following Granny’s rules so we could get our money on time without any holdups. He warned that he had an investigator check in on us.  Tina had bemoaned being watched. She also kept badgering the man about receiving the money early and she did it all while wearing a skirt that was no bigger than a crop top, and a crop top that stopped just below her breasts and six inch platform heels.  Did she look good? Yes, but was it too much for noon on a Monday in sixty-five-degree weather? Also yes. To combat the cold she had thrown on her black fur coat that stopped mid-thigh She was so embarrassing. The lawyer hadn’t been much better though, they seemed too familiar with each other.

He kept staring at her thighs like he had been between them before and couldn’t wait to get between them again. Or maybe I was imagining things. He tried to remain as professional as possible when answering our questions. Tina had looked really disappointed when he told her barring either one of our deaths, we had to follow every rule my grandmother had put forward to a T.

I stopped at the driver’s side door of her car, waiting for her to unlock it, but she didn’t seem like she’d be doing that anytime soon. She was preoccupied with her phone, she kept it glued to her hand so often I was starting to wonder who was keeping her so occupied. She didn’t have a job, her husband basically never spoke to her when they were in the room together. I doubt he was texting her nearly twenty-four hours a day.

Tired and hungry I gave an impatient sigh, she finally looked up and glanced at me briefly, her green eyes meeting mine for a second before looking back down to her phone. “I need you to find your own way home, I have something I need to take care of.”

“Really?” I stared at her with wide eyes. “We’re damn near two hours away from your house. The Uber would take a chunk of the money I have saved. You can’t drop me off?”

Tina sucked her teeth, the sound grated at my nerves causing me to grit mine. She was such a bitch.

“No, how did your ass get around before you came here?” she said rolling her neck in my direction. Then she mumbled under her breath “Fat ass could use a long walk.”

I was beyond livid. I flexed then unflexed my fist. Lord knows I wanted to call her all types of derogatory phrases to her face, but like she had said before. My granny had raised me right.

Swallowing my frustration, I walked away. I heard her unlock her car, then her driving away as I made my way to the front of the parking lot and to the closest bus stop. I only had to walk a half a block to find it. I flopped down onto the covered bench and actually considered taking the bus, but got a better idea. I knew a bus ride would be three to four hours long. I didn’t have the patience to deal with that or strange men wanting to talk to me. I took my phone from my coat pocket. I thought about calling Jose, but something kept me from doing that, after our date I had spoken to him a few times, but I hadn’t gone out with him again. He was handsome, sexy and personable, but something was off. I couldn’t put my finger on it. Plus Jackson would be pissed off, so that left me with only one other alternative.

I pulled up his number and stared at it, contemplating if calling him was a good idea for a long few seconds, before saying fuck it! I slid my fingers over the touchscreen, sending him a text.

He responded immediately.

Father Dearest- Where are you?

Me- Outside the lawyer’s office in downtown St. Pete. Tina left me here.

Father Dearest- She did what? Don’t even worry about it. I’m twenty minutes away. I’ll be right there.

I texted back an okay before putting my phone back into my pocket and resting my head against the back of the bench. I closed my eyes. When Jackson had put his phone number into my phone, I had never thought I’d use it. I had even changed his name to remind myself why I shouldn’t.  After the club there was no denying there was an unnerving attraction and sexual chemistry between us.

However, that didn’t make what we had been doing right. Everything about what was going between us was definitely wrong, But what could I do to change it? Nothing.  Not with him holding what we were doing over my head.

When I looked back at this time later, I could blame the entire affair on him. He was making me participate, but then my mind flashed back to the time we spent in the car, after leaving the club. I had begged him to fuck me, to make me cum. I had enjoyed making him cum. Watching his face contort for me as he growled my name was more erotic than the act of sex itself.   I had been a willing participant. That night had been mind blowing, most  men would not be down with it. Not the type of men I usually dated.

The fact that Aimal was willing to make it happen for me caused me let my guard down. I’d gotten too uninhabited, too comfortable and enjoyed myself too much. Now I was wondering what other things we could explore. He had me thinking about what ifs when I shouldn’t have been. My emotions and thoughts were so discombobulated.  Luckily I only had a few days to go until I could put both Jackson In my rearview. Which didn’t exactly make me happy like I thought it would.

I was still in my head when Jackson pulled up. I had to force myself to snap out of the pity party I was throwing in there.

He parked in the nearest empty spot which was about five yards from me. He stepped out of his Range Rover, dressed in tailored grey and black checkered slacks, a black button up and black Gucci sneakers. I couldn’t help but think damn. I watched him from under hooded eyes trying to read his countenance, but he gave away nothing.

Did he mind that I had texted him? Was he happy to see me? The fact that I felt slightly happy to see him didn’t escape me. Don’t get attached to this man, Lolita. I mentally chastised myself.

When Jackson was within reaching distance of me, he grabbed my hand and pulled me up from the bench, into his chest. He was warm and smelled like heaven. “You alright?” he rasped. I buried my head into his chest and nodded though I wasn’t alright. I felt a sudden urge to cry. Everything was finally starting to get to me.

I felt his chest expand as he took a deep breath before he responded, “If you say so.” Then, “Look at me Lolita.” When I did, he studied my face for a moment before gripping my chin, tilting my head backwards he leaned down and peppered kisses against my lips like he adored me before moving to my neck lapping at the flesh like I was something good to eat. 

The way he treated me lit a fire in me no one else had ever ignited. Feeling too much, I pulled away and stepped back. Our eyes connected and he must have seen the fright in mine. His nostrils flared and his jaw clenched. “Let’s go.” He snatched my hand into his and started walking us towards the car. When we got there, he opened the door, then stepped back, allowing me to get in.

Before closing the door, he said. “I want to take you somewhere.”

I nodded, though really I just wanted to go home. I was especially hoping  he wasn’t taking me to another meeting. I wasn’t in the mood to hear the stories of broken people when I was feeling cracked right down the middle myself.

The  ride was short, and quiet. It took at least five minutes before Jackson stopped gripping the steering wheel hard enough to turn his knuckles white. Him being mad made no sense to me. What did he expect from me?  My love? Did he want me to think he was going to divorce my mother and marry me? I chuckled out loud, though it wasn’t at all funny.

I pretended to not notice him glance in my direction.

Five minutes later we pulled into a residential area, he made a couple of turns then turned on to a tree lined street, then drove into the driveway of a all-white ranch style that sat all by its lonesome. It looked like an upper middle class family’s home. “Who lives here?” I asked looking around.

“I do,” he answered before pushing a button that started the garage to open and driving in.

“I’m confused. I thought the other house was yours?”

“It is.” he said, opening his car door. “But I haven’t lived there for better than a year.”

He made his way around the car and opened the door for me before he spoke again.

“Your mother asked me to move back into my parents’ home with her to make a good impression on you. I did, mainly so she would agree to sign our divorce papers.” He helped me out of the car.

Whole time he was leading me into his house I was running through what he had said in my mind. It made no sense. Tina didn’t seem to care one bit about impressing me but I didn’t get to dwell on it long. Jackson led me through the house and down a set of stairs. I didn’t get to see much of the house, but what I did see was gorgeous. Different shades of brown furniture accented by reds and oranges. Everything was perfectly placed and everything had a place. He stopped me at a door and stepped out of the way so I could enter first. His bedroom.

Dark grey blackout curtains covered the windows, effectively blocking out the midday sun. In the middle of the floor sat a dark wood platform bed on top of a gun metal area rug. Various dark grey linen sheets and comforters covered his large, had to be custom built bed, the thing was huge. The whole room reminded me of him, heavy and brooding. He came in behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist and pulling me into him, with his head in my hair he spoke, “Get undressed, I was here when you texted. I ran you a hot bath before I left. It should be just right. I know this has been a hard time for you, but soak, relax, contemplate.”

He raked his fingernails through my scalp and I wanted to purr. He kissed the top of my head then I heard him walk away, leaving me behind with a tingly sensation coursing through my body.  It took me a minute to get my brain to function enough to remember what I was supposed to be doing.

As I made my way through his bedroom to the bathroom, I wondered why he was being so nice. He already had me at his mercy. He was actually acting as if he liked me, as if I wasn’t just convenient pussy. I did not want to think of the implications of that.  After entering the huge bathroom, I started shedding my clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor.

The bathroom was huge, the all-white everything was startling to my eyes at first but they adjusted quickly. I made my way over to the freestanding bathtub. On a cart next to it was all types of creams and soaps, all women’s, on a closer inspection I realized they were all the products I used. Why he had that set up was a question I quickly pushed to the back of my head. I started humming to clear my mind. Jackson had been right, the water was just right, I eased myself into the warmth, rested my head against the back and closed my eyes. I don’t how much time had passed or if I’d fallen asleep but when I opened my eyes again Jackson was standing over me with a towel. He was standing over me shirtless in a pair of black silk boxers.

“You’ve been in there too long. Let me help you out.”  he offered.

For a moment I was stuck just looking at him. Without thinking I said “Why are you so fucking fine?” He didn’t even have to try at being sexy, it's just what he was, he exuded that certain something.

He smirked.

“Same reason you are, God made you to match my fly.” He joked biting into his lip.

I laughed, “Match your fly?  You fFbulous?”

“Nah.” He gripped his dick with one hand and started making exaggerated movements with the other as he started rapping Moneybagg Yo “If I say you look fuckable, how would you react?”

It didn’t sound too bad, but it just wasn’t him. I threw my head back and busted out laughing. The sound echoed off the bathroom walls. “You’re so fucking lame.” I responded while dipping my head under water to hide my blush.

“I got your lame.” I heard him say as I went under.

“Get out of the tub.” He ordered when I came back up.

Doing as he said I stood and stepped out. He wrapped a towel around me then with his hand at the small of my back he led me to his bed. “Lay down on your stomach and remove the towel.”

I laid on my stomach as directed with my face in pillows soft as clouds. They smelled like him, crisp and clean and masculine. While I was lost in his scent, he straddled my thighs. The weight of him felt good, centering. With warm oiled hands he began caressing my body, starting at my shoulders then traveling down my neck, then back, then my sides, my ass and thighs. He kneaded and massaged my flesh and rolls, from my head, all the way to my toes. Just to come back up and do it all over again.

By the time he was finished, my pussy was sloppy wet. I pressed my thighs together, trying to ease the ache. By the time he was done. I felt boneless and mindless. Every inch of my exposed skin was flush with desire. I was biting my lips so hard to keep from moaning I could taste blood. 

In those moments, even overwhelmed by arousal, I became acutely aware of how far I’d let myself fall for this man. A man that could never belong to me had eased himself under my skin, into my marrow and had me craving him. How in the fuck did you get rid of a craving? You indulged. Indulgence was a sin, fucking your mother’s husband was a sin. Sinners burned, my conscience screamed. I should have removed myself from his bed. I should have ran and not looked back. Fuck the money, fuck a relationship with Tina. Fuck it all. None of it was worth the peace Tina was taking from me. It wasn’t my sanity or my soul that Jackson seemed to be determined to snatch. There was a lot I should have done, but I wouldn’t. I would enjoy the sin and worry about burning later.

I felt Jackson shift his weight, I felt his lips graze the column of my neck, then his warm breath was on my ear, “You want me to fuck you now?”

I was frantic, but I managed to simply nod as if the need to have him inside of me didn’t feel like physical pain. I was aching for him.

The warmth of his hand seeped into my body as he dragged it down my frame, stopping right where my thighs began to divide.

“What did I tell you about using your words, Lolita?”

Fisting the sheets and drawing in a breath I managed a breathy, “Yes.”

He chuckled and squeezed my right ass cheek. I moaned into the pillow as my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

“Say it. Say Aimal, I want you to fuck me.” He ordered as he ran a finger between my ass cheeks towards my slit, essence seeped out of me.

He groaned deep in his throat when his fingers made contact with my drenched flesh.

I didn’t want to say the words but somehow, they slid from between my lips as if on their own volition.  The bed shifted, then his lips were on my ass, he nipped the flesh, I gasped. He dragged his teeth across sensitive skin. I shivered.  He spread me open and slid his tongue between them.

Eager, I pushed myself up onto my knees. My ass in the air.  He started sucking my pussy from behind, running his tongue between the outer then inner folds, fucking me with it.

I was so primed and ready I came within seconds. And when it hit me “Oh my God...” the sensation started in my pussy and spread, warming my entire body.  I opened my mouth to scream, I choked on air.

With no consideration for the fact that I was having an outer body experience Jackson flipped me onto my back. Then he was hovering over me. He spread my legs to accommodate him. He dropped his head and took my pebbled nipple into his warm mouth as he rocked his dick against my core.

My clit was too sensitive, every time his cock grazed it every nerve in my body and brain would come. It felt high pitched and unraveling. I liked it. I closed my eyes and got lost in the feeling.

The fact that he was unusually quiet crossed my mind for a second. Jackson usually talked shit when he fucked you. That should have been a warning. The way he had taken care of me should have scared me. “Fuck,” I cried out when he switched from one breast to the other. Suckled at the nipple while massaged all over me. His hands were everywhere.

Then suddenly he stopped. My eyes snapped open in time to see the turbulence in his, then I watched them go soft. “Why?” I whined sounding so needy it should have been embarrassing. But I was beyond that point. I needed him inside of me. Jackson raised his hand and pressed a finger to my lips, shushing me. He stared at me tenderly for a moment before he pressed his forehead to mine. I could feel his lips move when he spoke. “You’re in trouble,” he said. “You’ve become a healthy addiction. A natural high I want to overdose on. I haven’t once thought about drinking or doing drugs since you’ve been here because all I can think about is you. All I crave is you.  I’ve found euphoria, between your thighs, in your presence. This is the beginning of everything for me and you. I’m not letting you go.” He confessed.

His words moved me, but not in the way I think he meant for them to. I swear in the moment I came to my senses. Too much had happened too fast between us.

“Wait, don’t.” I tried to make him take back his words.

I didn’t even want to think about, hear or consider any of what he was saying. I wanted to push him away.  There was no future for us. Before I could speak again, he raised his hand tangling his fingers in my wild hair. I gasped when he snatched my head back. He was showing me his displeasure with my denial, but even then, I tried again.” Aimal this is a mist-"

He cut me off by slamming his mouth against mine, effectively swallowing my protest. The kiss was terrifying in its intensity because it made me think I could kiss only him forever and be satisfied.

As he kissed me, he lifted my leg with his free hand. I hissed into his mouth as he started pushing his cock into me, slow and easy. My fingers dug into his arms, tearing at his skin. He kissed me until I was struggling to draw air into my lungs. When he pulled away. I fought for air.

“This isn’t a mistake, baby. This is providence.”

He nipped my chin with his teeth.

I whimpered.

“A mistake doesn’t feel this good.”

He rolled his hips. Sinking deeper inside of me.

“A mistake couldn't put this arch in your back or make you this wet.”

He sped up.

”Tell me I don’t make you feel the best you ever have. Tell me I ain’t the best you ever had.”

I couldn't contain my moans as he found my spot and began strumming at it like a master musician.

How in the hell was I supposed to tell him lies when I couldn’t even remember my own name?

I managed to stutter out a few words that amounted to no more than gibberish.

He chuckled. Groaned, then closed his eyes.. his cock jerked inside me. He was close and I wanted to cum with him.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Twirled my own hips. Meeting him stroke for stroke.

“MMMhhm.”  I moaned. Every cell in my body hummed with pleasure.

“That's it baby, shatter for me.”

And I did. My whole body tensed then went loose. He leaned down and kissed me through my orgasm, like really kissed me, like he really wanted me to feel every emotion I brought out in him. When he pulled away, he licked the curve of my breast. My pussy clenched around the thickness of him, milking him.

He sucked in a deep, ragged breath and cursed. He slowed down, I’m sure to keep himself from cumming.  Sucked at the flesh on my neck until l I was on the verge of cumming again. Then he whispered against my lips.

“You have to give me a chance to make you mine.”

I didn’t want to discuss or hear any of the things that fell out of his mouth or feel the feelings his words made me feel. I just wanted him to continue to make me feel good. I started moving with him. Raised my hips, meeting him thrust for thrust.

'Oh fuck,” he groaned, as he pressed even deeper inside of me. Filling me with his cum. He held me until he was drained, and then, he rolled over, situated me so his chest was to my back. He pulled me into him and pressed his head into my hair. “I want you to-“

“Can we not talk right now, I’m exhausted,” I said cutting him off.

His hold on me tightened as he spoke, his tone was dark and low. “We will have our talk,” He went quiet after.

I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. All I wanted to do was bask in the aftermath of having my body finessed, but my mind was in turmoil. I was at the point where I knew walking away from whatever was between Jackson and I wouldn’t be easy. He felt like mine. And he damn sure felt that I was his.


Chapter 12

Lolita

I was keenly aware of my own bullshit. I was running away from all that had transpired between Jackson and I because it was easier than facing the facts, admitting that I had feelings for my mother’s husband and I didn’t feel guilty about it though I should have. I asked myself again for the hundredth time. What type of person did that make me? My granny would have probably said, “ That makes you your momma’s daughter.” Did I really want to be like my momma? That wasn’t the only question I had to contend with. Did I really want Jackson, or was I on a subconscious level so enamored with him because he was Tina’s husband?  Was I on some petty revenge type shit? I take your husband because you abandoned me? It didn’t feel that way. But could it have been. I was so confused.

Shaking my head I tried to think of anything but my problems, but  that’s all I could think about. I still hadn’t talked to Jackson. After leaving his hidden home, I’d caught an Uber back to my mother’s house and locked myself in my room. I heard him knock later that night, but I didn’t answer, then I got a text message “Why’d you leave without waking me, again. It’s becoming a habit I don’t like.”

I ignored it, forced myself to sleep.  I got up early this morning and left at first light. He’d texted me again around nine am saying he wanted to talk. When I didn’t respond he’d text me asking where I was. He had my nerves on edge.

“What about this one?”

Jose’s voice brought me out of my thoughts. Startled I jumped in my seat.

Raising my head, my eyes met his stare.

He was looking at me in anticipation, with his arms spread. The ice grey, slim fit tuxedo he was wearing fit him like it hadn’t come off the rack.

“Wow. That’s definitely the one.” I said, excitedly. We had spent six hours and had been to six stores searching for the perfect suit for an event he wouldn’t even tell me about. Even if it wasn’t the one I would have said it was the one. It was nearly one in the afternoon. I’d been with him since seven in the morning. He’d picked me up and taken me to breakfast. I was ready to go home, even if it meant facing Jackson.

“You sure?” he asked, staring down at himself. His muscles flexed and shifted under the white dress shirt as he turned. I heard a woman exclaim “damn,” from behind me, I looked over my shoulder to see that we had an audience. That’s what spending time with Jose entailed. Women and sometimes men watching us, he had this raw sex appeal that oozed from his pores.

“I’m positive, your fan club is too.” I nodded for him to take a look. He looked behind me and smiled and winked. I’m sure all his groupies swooned. After putting on a little show for them he turned back to admire himself some more in the floor to ceiling mirrors. “So we’ve found your suit, and now you feed me,” I said trying to hurry him along. He gave me a strange look in the mirror, as if he knew what I was doing and wasn’t pleased. When he realized I was watching he smiled, but his eyes told a different story.

“Where are we going to eat, beautiful?”

“Any place in the food court that’s fast. I have to get back home.”

“What’s the rush?” he asked, eyeing me through the mirror.

I forced a smile. “No rush really. I’m just a lil tired. “

He nodded, looked down at himself one last time then said, “Okay.” When he disappeared into the dressing room, I looked down at my phone which was buzzing. It was Jackson calling. By the time Jose had changed back into his street clothes he had officially begun blowing my phone up. I didn’t even read his text.

Jose came out of the dressing room with the things he intended to purchase draped across his arm, coming to stop a few feet away from  me.

“Are you okay?” he asked me with an air of concern in his voice.

“ I’m fine. I slid my phone into my bra and stood from the dressing room chair wiping my sweaty palms on the front of my body con skirt, I made my way to Jose’s side. His hand fell to the small of my back as he led me to the cashier.

At first, I stiffened from his touch, but then relaxed into it, and I fell into sync with him. Jose was handsome, funny, not married. I should have been concentrating on a man like him, and not so completely wrapped up in Jackson.

When we got to the front the line was fifteen deep. Jose stopped  just short of it and looked down at me  “Why don’t you walk across the parking lot and get us a seat at the hibachi grill, have a few drinks and I’ll meet you over there when I finish up.”

Thank god!

I nodded” “Okay,” and immediately turned to leave, a drink sounded good, though spending fifteen minutes in the food court, woofing down a burger sounded better, but I wouldn’t say anything.

Jose gripped my hand and pulled me back into him. He leaned in for a kiss. I turned my head, his soft lips made contact with my cheek. He pulled back.”Oh” he drawled, letting my hand go, I couldn’t even look at him. I felt so bad.

“I’ll see you in a few minutes.” I said and turned away. I quickly walked from the clothing store. Thought about walking right out the front entrance of the mall and going back to my mother’s place and locking myself in my temporary room until I received my money, then I could leave and forget everything that happened.

But I wouldn’t just leave Jose without explaining myself. I turned left and headed towards the restaurant. I pushed open the door that would lead me outside. My cell beeped. I looked down for only a second and then for the second time in less than thirty say I was scared by the sound of tires screeching, then a horn blowing. My heart stuttered to a stop when I realized I had damn near stepped in front of a car.

I raised my head to apologize to the driver quickly forgetting the “what part of the mall are you in,” text  Jackson had just sent me only to come face to face with a near ballistic Jackson. The rawness that blazed in his eyes had me a bit frightened.

“Get in the car.” his angry voice stabbed the air.

I didn’t even hesitate. I made my way to the passenger side and climbed up into his Range Rover.

When I was situated next to him instead of driving off, he turned to me. My knee wouldn’t stop shaking.

“Why haven’t you answered the phone, or returned a text?”

“I’ve been shop- shopping.” I stuttered and had to clear my throat before continuing. “ I needed some time alone to think.”

His gaze dropped to my hands that were situated in my lap. I was gripping the fuck out of my cellphone but carried no bags.

I answered his unasked question. “I didn’t find anything. Can we just go?”

Just then my phone chimed, letting me know I had a message.

Jackson snatched it from my hand.

“Aye. You don’t get to snatch my shit” I objected, reaching for it.

He slapped my hand away.

His eyes quickly scanned the text. His head swiveled in the direction of the door I’d just come out of. The door that Jose was walking out of.

I sank down into my seat. I really didn’t want him to see me. I’d call him later to make an excuse.

Jackson had other plans. He blew the horn. I dropped my chin to my chest. I felt like pulling out my own hair.

Next thing I knew Jackson was opening the door. I grabbed his arm, holding him in the car. I didn’t know what he was about to do, but I knew it wouldn’t be pretty.

“Please, don’t do this.”

With a blank look he slammed down back into the seat while staring hard at me with an inscrutable gaze.

He  sat there for what felt like forever, I avoided his eyes, but could feel him staring  at me, before righting himself to finally driving off.

I tried to explain. “I just came to hel—"

“No,” He barked, shaking his head. He scowled in my direction, then concentrated on driving. He never spoke a word and somehow that was worse.

Twenty-six minutes later, I counted —we pulled into the garage at his parents’ house. Momma’s car was in the driveway. I inwardly sighed in relief. That meant a short reprieve until she left, which probably wouldn’t be long because she was never there. Jackson, cursed under his breath, pulled into the garage, got out of the car, slamming the door behind him. He walked out of the garage instead of into the house.  I left the car about two minutes after he did after finding my composure. Just as I opened the door that led inside, I heard Tina say “I’ll be there soon, baby. Soon.” I stayed at the door, not making a sound until she walked away. Then I made my way to my room where I could quietly unpack all that had happened. Who was she calling baby and did Jackson know?

Soon as I closed my bedroom door my cell went off. It was Jose, questioning me. He  asked me why I left and why mothers husband had been so angry . I tried to think of an excuse.

“Lolita!” Tina screamed my name from downstairs before I could respond. I sighed, pushed myself from the bed, leaving my phone in the middle of it. Thanking God for the short reprieve. 

I headed downstairs to see what she wanted. Soon as I hit the bottom steps, I could see Tina and Jackson sitting side by side in the living room sofa. It irritated me so much seeing them together, I suddenly felt possessive. Jackson watched me, when our gazes met, he smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes.

“Jackson ordered food and wants us to have lunch together.” Tina spoke, drawing my attention.

I frowned. “I thought you had somewhere to be?”

She narrowed her eyes, giving me a suspicious look.

I realized my mistake.

I attempted to clean it up. “At least I assumed you would, I was just planning on crashing until dinner.”

“Nonsense,” Jackson chimed in.  “Sit down, food’ll be here soon.” The bite in his tone made me think better of not doing what he said.

I clenched my jaw in irritation and took a deep breath as I sat down in the leather recliner furthest away from them, wishing I’d brought my phone. I had a feeling Jackson would stop me if I got up to go get it, so I just sat there and said nothing.

Jackson started talking to Tina. Asking her questions about her day, her week. At first, she seemed surprised by his actions, but after he got her going she wouldn’t stop talking. Neither spoke to me, making me feel like a third wheel, lonely. The fact that Jackson was fucking with me wasn’t hard to miss. Fuck him.

Crossing my arms over my chest I laid my head back against the recliner. I closed my eyes and managed to doze off until the doorbell rang. Jackson got up and answered it. He came back with bags from some health food place that served salad and tofu. Tina’s favorite. If I wasn’t so annoyed, I would have laughed.

I had reduced a grown ass man to the point he was playing high school games. I couldn’t even fault him, though.  When he came at me directly, like an adult I’d fought him at every turn. I took the meatless salad and fork he handed me, with a forced smile. 

Jackson returned to his seat and his conversation with Tina. I could lie and say the entire situation didn’t have me feeling some type of way. But I grinned and beared it. I figured he would get out of his feelings and we’d return to normal, or as normal as we could be in our situation, by the next day, but we didn’t. The next day was filled with more silence and him doting on Tina. The entire spectacle made me sick to my stomach, but what could I do?


Chapter 13

Jackson

The art of manipulation: take something the person you are manipulating didn’t think they wanted from them, when they figure out they do indeed want it; they’ll do anything to get it back.

I would be lying if I said I regretted using silence to bend Lolita’s will. I knew it would work. She was an only child with momma issues. She didn’t crave attention, but she enjoyed it.  It had only taken two days for her to fold and come to me and apologize. I enjoyed watching her squirm. Enjoyed her trying to catch my attention for once and not the other way around.  At the moment she was making it up to me.

My dick throbbed underneath her.

“I need you to really, really make me believe you are sorry, Lolita.” I said, staring her in the eyes, laying it on thick.

Her eyes were really low, drowsy looking, as she licked her lips, then groaned. “You got me doing shit that I know is wrong again.” She complained, but she still went about pulling my t-shirt over my head. She threw it to the floor, then dragged her nails down my chest then abs.

I smirked, wrong or right she was where she wanted to be. She had come to me. Even as she was having doubts about us, her pussy was seeping through the fabric of her panties, wetting my lap. Nectar was pouring out of her.

Not to mention she had no qualms about straddling me, shirtless, in the middle of the living room. Her momma could walk in at any time. There would be no explaining away her state of dress or mine. My boxers, the only clothing I was wearing were around my ankles.

The thought of getting caught and no longer living under this façade made my dick leak with pre cum. But I knew getting caught would just give her an excuse to play games again. Probably use the pretty boy again.

I also knew Tina would not be home any time soon, so we had time.

“It feels right though, don’t it baby?” I dug my fingers into her fleshy hips, keeping her centered. I didn’t want her too lost in lust that she wasn’t thinking clearly.

She nodded. “It does, but that don’t make it right!” she breathed.

“Right or and wrong is subjective, when you think about it though. Feeling bad about doing it don’t make the act bad.” I was bullshitting her. Everything about the oppressive cravings I had for her was wrong. Fucking her was wrong, but frankly I didn’t give a fuck.  I’d make her not care either, even if I had to manipulate the situation, I’d do it, because we'd both get what we wanted in the end.

I gripped her jaw and brought her face down to mine before she could respond. I fed her my tongue. She kissed me back aggressively, stealing my breath, making my dick ache. Grinding against me, her body was begging me for more.

Using my free hand, I slid her soaked panties to the side, but made sure not to touch her pussy, no matter how badly I wanted to.  Without hesitation she rose, then slid down, engulfing my cock into her warmth.

She gasped into my mouth.

My hand trembled.

I didn’t move, I gritted my teeth and let her have control. She would have to take what she wanted. When the moment was over there would be no accusing me of forcing her. No denying she was riding me.

That she fucked me.

That she needed me. 

That she came to me.

“If you want this dick, ride it. Work that pussy on it. Fuck yourself and take what you want. Take what’s yours. ” I nearly growled orders at her.

With our mouths connected, my skin tingled as she started rocking her hips fucking me. All while I tried to breathe the belief of what we could be together into her. 

When she pulled away, I let her.  Breathing heavily, with her eyes closed she rose up onto her knees,  threw her head back and proceeded to pop her cunt up and down on my cock. The sensation that came from her pussy gripping me so tightly made my blood rush through my veins and pulse in my ear. Her pussy felt like heaven and hell.

I dropped my eyes and stared in awe at her juices coating my dick. I couldn’t hold back my groan that slipped from between my lips. She was killing me not so fucking softly.

Up and down, in and out, she rose and fell onto me until I could feel the muscles in her pussy spasming, trying to milk me. I gritted my teeth, fighting against the orgasm creeping up my spine. I wanted that moment to last a bit longer. I wanted her to cum with me.

Sweat dripped down her neck and shoulder, her pretty, perfect tits bounced in my face. She chewed at her bottom lip, looking so sexy. All I could think about was cumming inside of her. There was no way I’d last until she got hers if I kept watching her.

I rested my head against the back of the sofa and closed my eyes blocking out the sight of her face twisted so beautifully in pleasure.

Her legs started to shake.

That was my cue.

Reaching up, I caressed the smooth skin there before flexing my fingers and gripping her throat.. She moaned and dropped her head back, offering  it to me.” Aimal.” She moaned low in her throat.  The sound of my name on her lips…I could have cum right then, but I needed understanding first.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes drifted open and locked with mine.

“Right or wrong, there ain’t no turning back now. You came to me this time.”

Her face twisted and she hummed, her body began shaking.

Unable to help myself any longer, I dropped my hand to her ass and spread her wider, giving myself better access to go deeper. I worked my hips. Pushing into her body, giving her slow short, punctuated strokes that I knew would send her over the edge. She gripped my shoulders, digging her nails into my skin as she saturated my dick.

I couldn't take another second of the slow torture. I sped up, pounding into her. Her body tensed, she dropped her weight fully onto my lap, resting against me.

A few more strokes and I knew I would be cumming.

“Pull out, I forgot to take my birth control.” she stuttered in my ear. I could hear in her voice she was too weak to make me or make herself.

I should have listened. Instead I gripped her ass, gave her a few more deep strokes.

“Too late,” I grunted, spilling inside her, then I held her there as our bodies calmed hoping my seed took root.

When I finally relinquished my hold on her. She stood up onto the sofa. Legs braced on either side of me. Pushing her wet cunt in my face she purred, ”You made the mess, clean it.”

I don’t remember how we made it to the guest bedroom, but we had. I was sleeping peacefully until I heard the sound of footsteps downstairs. More than one set judging by the sound of things, no heel clicking. It wasn’t Tina.


Chapter 14

Lolita

“What?” I grumbled, raising my sleep numb hand to smack at whomever was whispering in my ear.

“Lolita, get up.” Jackson’s voice was loud and clear now.

I cracked my eyes.

“Why?” I whined loudly.

“Shhhh,” he covered my mouth with his entire hand as he pulled me towards the edge of the bed.

“I need you to get up now, Lolita and get under the bed, and don’t come out until I call for you. There are men in the house. I don’t have time to take you to the safe room.”

My eyes went wide. I was fully awake.

I didn’t protest as he directed me under the bed. Just after tucking me away. He held his hand over his mouth indicating for me to be quiet, then from right next to my head he pulled twin Berettas from holsters under the bed.  I watched his feet as he crept towards the door, I could swear I heard him move down the stairs.

I shook my head violently. I had to be dreaming. I closed my eyes, bit into my lip so hard I drew blood, then opened them again. I was still under the bed.

Then I heard a loud pop. A scream tried to claw its way up my throat, I brought my hands to my mouth and smothered it before it came out.

Two more pops

I jumped.

My heart was beating like a bass drum in my chest.

The silence that ensued for about ten minutes did nothing to calm it. I was freaking out wondering if Jackson was downstairs bleeding to death. The thought made my heart hurt. Please God, don’t let him be dead. Then I heard his voice, he was yelling at someone. No one was answering back so I assumed he was on the phone.

I slid from under the bed, my chest heaved uncontrollably as I took the sheet from it and wrapped it around my naked body. I could feel his cum, sticky on my thighs as I crept down the stairs, staying crouched low to the ground.

The first thing I was able to see was Jackson. He was clad in only his boxers, standing over two dead bodies, that were dressed in all black. It looked as if he had pulled them to the middle of the floor and searched them, their ski masks were pulled off, their pockets turned inside out. In Jackson’s right hand was a gun, his finger impatiently tapped at the trigger, as if he was itching to shoot again, the other held his phone, which was to his ear.

“You come clean up your cousin’s fucking mess or I’ll wake you and yours up in the middle of the night in the same manner.” He paused to listen to what the person he was talking to had to say.

“Fuck you, Demarco. Yes, I’m threatening you. I know that fucking slimeball cousin of yours had something to do with this. It’s up to you to keep the mutt on his fucking leash. Both men have his number and speak Spanish. I know he’s been trying to get in good with a big chain wearing Mexican and his son.” He paused for a response.  Whatever the guy on the other end said must have pissed him off. He reared back and threw the phone. I gasped.

His eyes, a well of jet-black ink turned on me.

“I told you to stay the fuck upstairs, Lolita. “He shouted.

I didn’t even flinch at his angry words. My mind was working overtime. That first night I’d met him he’d said he was in the import export business. “What in the fuck do you import and export?”

He tugged at his beard and sighed. “This is not the time, Lolita.”

“What is it that you export?” I asked again, ignoring his dismissal.

He gritted his teeth “Guns.”

“And this.” I waved my hand around. Furniture was turned over, there was blood on the wall, blood on the floor. “This is all a result of that?”

His jaw tensed, a frustrated sound between a growl and a laugh came from between clenched teeth.

“Yes.”

“You killed people before, obviously. You sell guns. Does my momma know?”

He fully laughed then, but it held no humor.

“Your mother spent my money and didn’t ask where it came from.”  He tapped the gun on his thigh. “Your mother didn’t want to know shit about me and I didn’t tell her shit about me, or let her find out shit about me.  And judging from the look in your eyes I should have never told you or let you find out either. “ He dropped his head. “Go back to bed, don’t tell your mother shit about what happened here. When you wake up tomorrow all this will be like it never happened.”

I opened my mouth to ask him what he thought he saw in my eyes, I was just asking questions. In the long run I didn’t care what he did, as long as he protected me, just as he’d done.

A horn blew outside before I could tell him that. “Get the fuck upstairs, Lolita.” he yelled, the sound reverberated through the house. That time I flinched, I also followed directions.  At least I pretended to, I took the stairs two at a time. Then crept back down them.

I wanted to see what happened next. Just as I made it midway up the stairs a huge white guy, bigger than even Jackson stepped over the threshold. Two equally big blonde men followed him in, carrying what I could only assume were body bags. He quickly assessed the scene. Checking everything with a critical eye. Jackson still had the gun in his hand, tap, tap, tapping at the trigger, ready to apply pressure. If I wasn’t so fucking scared, I’d find it sexy. Jackson closed the door after everyone was in. The men didn’t even pause, they headed straight for the bodies.

“Demarco.” Jackson spoke his name with an equal amount of respect and disgust.

“Aimal,” He acknowledged Jackson with a nod. Then got right to the point.

“These are not my cousin’s men. Death of the junky knocked you off your square, if not you would know he —.”

“What did you say?” Jackson cut him off, asking in a deathly calm voice that caused me to shrink further back into my hiding place.

The Demarco man simply shrugged.

“Oh, that was rude wasn’t it? Nova’s been trying to teach me to filter. I forgot.” He left it at that. No sorry, no nothing, he continued talking as if Jackson wasn’t standing next to him nearly blowing smoke out of his nose like an angry bull.

“So we never have to have this talk again, I’ll personally inform you that Paola is missing, has been for a while.”

The way he said missing sounded like code for ‘He was dead’.

“Though we concluded our business more than a year ago, as a gesture of good will. I will take care of these two for you.”

Maybe three or four minutes had passed but the men Demarco had brought with him had bagged the bodies and were heading for the back.

“Then who?”  Jackson wondered out loud.

When Demarco’s eyes rolled in my direction. They were so ice blue and cold. I swear I shivered; goosebumps pebbled my skin.

“Maybe it has something to do with her. Same eyes as your wife. Maybe your wife’s not pleased with you fucking her daughter?”

How in the fuck did he see me there in the shadows?

I didn’t hear what else was said because that time I went up the stairs two at a time and stayed up them.

I went back to the guest room because it had its own bathroom suite. I paused long enough snatch a pair of Jackson’s basketball shorts and a t-shirt from the closet, then the comforter from the bed. Behind the locked bathroom door, I put on the shirt and shorts, laid the comforter inside of the tub, then got in. That’s where I stayed all night, awake. I thought about the idea of my mother having anything to do with what happened and quickly dismissed it.  Then my mind drifted to Aimal. He was an arms dealer, and a drug addict with a dead ex he felt responsible for. He had killed two people, probably more. Why hadn’t the urge come to run away?

I don’t know when I fell asleep, but I woke up to Jackson knocking at the bathroom door telling me it was safe. By the time I straightened my mess, took a shower, changed my clothes and made it downstairs, Jackson was gone and everything in the house was back to normal. Like the night before had never happened.


Chapter 15

Lolita

Through the closed door came Tina’s raised voice, ” Lolita.. Lolita.” She was hysterically calling my name. I groaned, thinking here we go.  I had heard her and Jackson arguing. Had seen the moving trucks pull up, I knew what was happening and I decided to stay out of their mess . But it seemed as if Tina was going to force me into it. Pushing myself up from my bed. I slid my feet into a pair of Nike slides and adjusted my shorts and t-shirt before heading downstairs.

“I don’t need this bullshit. “ Tina was yelling when I hit the last step.

When they both came into view my gaze got stuck on Jackson. There had been a weight on my chest since he left and just like that it lifted. I wanted to run to him. I dug my nails into my palms to fight against the desire.

He was standing on the other side of a man who was obviously a mover. Hunky Mover was written over the front of his shirt. Jackson was dressed down, looking every bit a proper New Yorker in a cream cashmere sweater, leather bomber jacket, True Religion jeans and Timberland boots. It had dropped to thirty degrees since he'd been gone.

I knew he felt my eyes on him but when he didn’t look my way, I focused on Tina.

“You called me?”  I asked, interrupting their staring match. All eyes swung in my direction.

Tina pointed to Jackson. “Go get your shit Lolita, he’s putting us out.”

My eyes swung back to Jackson waiting for him to acknowledge me.

I held my breath.

I didn’t know what his response would be.

He hadn’t been answering any of my calls or texts.  I tried my best to explain to him in a text that I hadn’t been judging him. I’d just been scared. After all that had happened, why wouldn’t I be? His responses had angered me so much I almost threw my phone “When I return let me handle anything that happens from now on if you really are sorry. If I tell you to do something, do it.”

What in the fuck did that even mean?

He finally spared me a glance. His face was unreadable, no lust, no adoration, no invitational smirk.

He studied my eyes for a moment before giving his attention back to Tina. “I didn’t say she had to go anywhere. I said you did.”

I almost smirked.

Tina’s face went red. “The fuck she doesn’t.” She yelled.

I suddenly felt annoyed. I was supposed to be homeless because she was?

“Where am I supposed to go?”

Tina turned to fully face me, sneering. “You just got your part of my momma’s money, use it to find somewhere. You’re not about to be laying up in my husband’s house when I can’t.” The way she put emphasis on “My momma” as she was solely hers and not mine too. As if she hadn’t raised me nearly my entire life. It pissed me off. I flexed my jaw and my fist as I stepped in her direction.

“Where was all this possessiveness when your momma was dying of cancer? I spent five years, putting my personal life on hold. Struggling to finish school, to pay bills. While your ass laid up in the lap of luxury. Now that she’s dead, she’s your momma? You give a fuck now?” Her nasty ass attitude towards me was exactly why I didn’t even feel guilty about fucking her husband.

” That’s what you were supposed to do, Lolita. Your selfish ass should have—“

“Lolita,” Jackson cut Momma off, stepping in front of me, blocking my sight of Tina. Probably knowing whatever was about to come out of her mouth would get her ass beat. “Go upstairs, we’ll talk later.”

Not wanting to be there, but not liking being told what to do by him after he ignored me for days,  I lashed out at him as I exited.

“Yes,  Father dearest,” I spit out the words like bullets, knowing he hated them. I didn’t look back to gage his reaction but heard Tina say. “So what, you’re trying to replace me with my daughter?”

I shut my bedroom door, grabbed my headphones and put them on, glad they were noise cancelling, drowning out Tina and Jackson.  I closed my eyes for a minute. When I opened them again, the room was nearly pitch black, which meant hours had passed. Jackson was a silhouette standing at the threshold of my bedroom door, leaning against the frame. I sat up, removing my headphones and rubbing my eyes as I went.

“She’s gone?” I asked.

Jackson walked further into the room, out of the shadows.  I reached over to the nightstand and clicked on the light.

Jackson looked tired.

“Yeah, she’s been gone for a few hours, I let you sleep.”

I sighed. “So this means we talk now?” I wasn’t ready to unpack any of what had happened or to talk about the future. I was just tired of fighting what was happening in the present.

He shook his head as he sat down on the edge of the bed.

“It depends on if you are staying with me or going?” It sounded like a simple question, but I knew he was asking me if we were going to be together. I truly didn’t have an answer for him, not one that extended beyond the right now. I just knew he made me feel good. Wanted. Desired. So at the present moment, I was all in.

I nodded “I’m staying. For now.”

He tapped me on my thigh. “For now is good enough. Get up and get dressed, we’re going home.” He got up from the bed and walked over to the window. Moved back the curtain and signaled out.

“What are you doing?”

“I had somebody watching the house while I was gone. I’m letting them know they can leave.”

I hadn’t planned on bringing up what happened, but since he had.

“Is that something that happens often?”

Jackson turned to face me, leaning against the wall next to the floor to ceiling window, the shadows hiding his face again.

“That never happens.  I’m missing some piece of the puzzle. I have a feeling I jumped to the wrong conclusion and just made an enemy out of somebody who could have been a friend.”

“The big guy?”

He nodded.

I shivered, it was as if just the memory of his cold eyes on me, chilled my skin. “He seems like a dangerous friend to have.”

He nodded, “Exactly.”

I thought about it for a second. I guess when you dealt with people who could send someone to kill you, you needed the baddest bad guy on your side.

“I’m curious. How exactly did you get involved in something like that?”

“Well, it’s a complicated story.” I could hear the hesitancy in his voice.

I was about to tell him it was okay, he didn’t have to tell me when he started talking. His eyes seemed to drift into space.

“You know how I told you about Bubbles and the type of relationship we had? Well, just before I decided to leave it all behind, we had got lost in the addiction. She came up with the bright fucking idea to rob a plug she had been fucking before me. During pillow talk, he’d told her he had a stash house full of drugs. I was out of my fucking mind high when I agreed.” I could hear his New York accent starting to seep into his words. I understood he was getting emotional or angry about whatever he was remembering. “So we catch a ride deep into Brooklyn, with nothing but two knives from her kitchen. When we get there, at like two in the morning, we were standing out like a sore thumb, but everybody out knew Bubbles because of the lifestyle she’d been living. They let us amble through the neighborhood untouched. In the back of my mind, I could feel something wasn’t right. But staying high was more important than my safety at that point. We get to the guy’s stash house. Nobody’s there. Easy fucking peasy.” He raised and brushed his hands together.

“We go in and there’s like twelve rooms. We decided I would search six, she searched six. I’m on the floor in one bedroom, looking under the bed when I hear the safety on a gun click. My heart had stopped, I had been out hunting with my pops enough times to know I was in trouble. Then boom. The sound was deafening. I just knew I was dead, then I felt something warm and wet seeping through the back of my shirt. I turned over just to miss the guy with his head nearly blown off about to fall onto me and Bubbles standing there, with a smoking gun still in her hand.

We didn’t even talk after, I grabbed the gun from Bubbles, a dirty t-shirt from the floor, wrapped it in there. We ran outside.  Bubbles had a set of keys in her hand. She tells me  that she shot the ex and we can take his van, which she’s sure is stocked. It was.

We found maybe a thousand dollars’ worth of cocaine, but seventy grand in guns. Bubbles wanted to leave them, but I knew people, who knew people. I sold them. Bubbles and I blew through twelve grand in two or three weeks just getting high. A month later we were broke. Having that type of money and sniffing it up your nose or shooting it in your veins can be sobering. That’s when I left Bubbles alone.  The guns took the place of the drugs.  I was—“

The bell at the front door rang. His words trailed off as he pulled his phone from his pocket to check the Ring camera.

‘Fuck.” he cursed under his breath. Before his eyes cut to me.

“Get dressed, pack an overnight bag, be ready when I come back for you. Don’t leave this room.”

He narrowed his eyes. “I mean it,” he said.

I nodded. He left.

He said don’t leave the room, not don’t look out the window. I pushed myself from the bed and went over to the window. I pushed back the blinds and peeked out. Looking back up at me was Jackson, like he knew what I was going to do in advance. I jumped back from the window. My cell went off, I knew it was him. I walked over to the nightstand and picked it up.

Aimal- Get dressed!!! Pack!!!

I wondered who he was talking to, since he wasn’t trying to let me find out, I shook the question from my head, Maybe it was better that I didn’t find out.  I tried to use the time I was doing what he said, to process what he told me. His life sounded like some shit out of a movie. I had told him I was staying for the time being, but what about the long haul? Did I really want to be involved in the type of shit he was involved in? I had a lot of thinking to do in a short time. Aimal wasn’t exactly a patient person and I needed to figure out what I wanted to do before I got too deep in my feelings for him. Walking away right then would hurt, but it wouldn’t break me. What if I stayed for months or even years, then it gotta be too much for me?


Chapter 16

Lolita

2 weeks later.

“Taste this.”

“Taste what? “ I murmured.

I lifted my head from my book to find Jackson sauntering across the kitchen. His black sweatpants hung tantalizingly low on his hips and his tan chest was bare. His hair had already started growing back.

He stopped in front of me.

He used his free hand to swivel the chair I was sitting in around, pushed my legs apart with his knee, then stepped between my thighs. He seemed to always need to be as close as possible whenever he was in reaching distance and I was ok with that.  “Taste,” he watched my mouth as he brought the spoon to it. I let him feed me.

A multitude of flavors exploded on my tongue.

“MMM.” I moaned. “So this is what again?”

He smiled.

“Menemen.”

“ Menemen.”  I repeated. “That’s really good. Fuck around and keep cooking for me like this and I’ll never leave.”

He laid the spoon onto the table, leaned back and looked me in the eyes.

“You’re not going to leave because you fell in love. Despite trying not to.”

I waved him off. “Here you go again, being full of yourself.” I dropped my eyes, not able to look into his any longer.

He reached up and tipped my chin. Forcing me to meet his gaze. His eyes were filled with softness.

“Tell me you don’t love me.”

My heart leapt to my throat. I needed to change the subject. I wasn’t ready to talk about my feelings for him. I was still trying to figure out how I ended up playing house with my momma’s ex-husband on the same day they got divorced and come to grips with it. My life had spiraled into craziness the day I stepped off the Greyhound.

“You sound like you’re deflecting so let’s move on until you’re ready to say what you really mean.” I turned his accusation back on him.

When he responded his voice was low and soft, so unlike him.

“Benim hayatim. I already told you what it is. I knew at first sight. ” He bent down, tilting my head, brushing my hair to the side, he placed a sweet kiss at the pulse point on my neck, his lips lingered for a while, then he backed out of my space.  Leaning with his back against the kitchen island. It seemed like the hundredth time he’d said those words to me, that was just the first time I wanted to know what they meant.

“What does that even mean?”

He scratched the back of his neck.

“So you're finally brave enough to ask?”

I nodded.

“My life.” he answered with a slow smile.

I drew in a deep breath then I ran my tongue along my inner cheek. A tangle of emotions I could not describe settled heavy in my chest, I wanted to cry. I pressed my teeth into my cheek to center myself.

The pain didn’t help at all.

I cleared my throat and blinked hard. “I should go get the wine now.” I really needed to get the wine. We didn’t keep it in the house on account of Jackson.  We had company coming over. A week ago, we’d gotten a call from Demarco. He’d invited himself and his wife over for an impromptu dinner. He was strange and scary as fuck, I didn’t get the appeal, but Jackson wanted to be his friend, he said he was a way out without repercussion because he knew some guy named Roman, who ran everything. That made him more appealing, then I got to talk to his wife Nova, when she called to apologize for his behavior and she seemed cool. I didn’t mind making a new friend. I’d been spending days at a time locked inside the house with Jackson. It had me confused.

He chuckled. His lips curved up at the corner, he was on the verge of smirking.

“Go, I’ll be here when you get back, runner.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not running.”

I was running.

I turned and left the kitchen without a backwards glance. I grabbed the Range Rover’s keys from the coffee table on the way out.

The liquor store was about fifteen minutes away, the forty minutes it would take driving there and back and buying the wine would give me enough time to get ahold of the feelings inside of me. I knew I wanted to be with Jackson, but at what cost? A part of me, the little fucking girl in me was still holding out hope that I could have a relationship with my mother, one day kept reminding me that hat wouldn’t happen if I made a life with her ex-husband. “Fuck!” I screamed and banged my hand against the steering wheel. The feeling of wanting to cry crept up my neck again. I reached over and turned on the radio all the way up and sang along to drown out my thoughts. In the back of my mind I knew I was going to have to leave Jackson’s house, if just for a short while so I could figure out what I wanted to do without the affection and sex fogging my thoughts. But just the thought of being separated from him hurt my chest.

I forced myself to stop thinking about it all as I pulled into the parking lot of the liquor store. It was pretty full so I had to park on the side of the building, next to the dumpster. Grabbing my wallet from the glove compartment I got out and headed into the store.

----

“Lolita.” I immediately recognized the voice of the person calling me. I sighed. The bottles clanked together as they hit the shopping cart. I didn’t even know if they were good or not, but they’d do. I was going to pretend I didn’t hear Jose. I had meant to call him and explain that I couldn’t deal with him at the moment. But honestly, I just forget with everything going on.

Then I heard his footsteps hard and fast slamming against the liquor store tile and knew he wasn’t going to be ignored.

I spun around to face him just as he entered my personal space. On instinct, I took a step back.  I nervously looked around the store. I knew Jackson wasn’t there or probably wouldn’t show up. But by chance if he were to walk in I didn’t need his irrational ass finding me cupcaking with Jose.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi.” I replied back as I eyed his clothes. He was dressed in all black, Black jeans, a black t-shirt, even had a black fitted cap that damn near covered his eyes. He looked like he was about to get into some trouble.

His hands wrapped around my waist as he pulled me into a hug.

” I haven’t heard from you in weeks.” He spoke with his mouth against my ear. Way too intimate.

I hugged him, quickly. Then shoved my hand in between us and pushed him off gently. I stepped back and fake coughed in my hand to play it off.

I cleared my throat.

“I’m getting over a cold. Wouldn’t want you to get sick.”

He gave me a tight smile, red coloring his cheeks.

My cell phone rang in my pocket. I jumped like I’d been shot.

I knew it was Jackson so I didn’t even bother looking.

Jose watched me closely.

“I need to go. Can I call you later in the week and explain myself?”

He gave me a look that said do I look stupid, but said  “I understand.” He rubbed his neck. “Call me when you think about me.”

“I definitely will.

I didn’t even give myself time enough to hear him say bye. I turned and walked away. Maybe if the circumstances were different, Jose and I could have been something.

I picked up two more random bottles of wine on the way out of the store. They were expensive so I assumed they’d taste good. I hightailed it out of the store after paying. My phone rang just as I got to Jackson’s Range Rover. I answered that time.

“Hey, they’re here. I was wondering where you were, it’s getting dark out.”

“ I’m sorry. I’m coming” I said without giving an explanation. “Fifteen minutes.” I pulled the phone away from my ear and pressed end.

“ Lolita.” Came from behind me. I dropped my head to my chest.  “Lord help me,”  I whispered.  Jose’s ass could not take a hint.

Before I could turn around something hard connected with the back of my head, pain exploded in my skull, making my knees weak. I went down to the ground on one knee. I could smell blood. I touched the back of my head; my fingers became wet and sticky and I was afraid to look. I knew it was blood, the coppery sweet scent made my nose twitch. I tried to turn my head to see who had hit me. My logical mind was telling me it was Jose. But why would he do that?  Then I heard his voice again. “I thought that would for sure put you out.” he taunted, then a plastic bag was pulled over my head. I clawed at his hands for maybe a few seconds before I remembered my knife, I hurried and slid my hand into my bra, pulling it out , I swung backward connecting with flesh hitting bone. “Fuck,” I heard him scream just before everything started to fade to black.

***

“You hit the bitch too hard.” I heard.

“Wake her up.”

I opened my mouth to tell Tina I was already awake and ask who she was calling a bitch.  Soon as I did, air was replaced with ice cold water. It was a shock to my system. I screamed as I choked. 

Pain swept through my head,

I tried to raise my hand but they wouldn’t budge. I tried to open my eyes but my head swam when I did. I slammed them back shut.

“Hey,” I cried. “What is going on?” My own voice vibrated in my head causing excruciating pain to start in the base of my skull and travel down my neck. I groaned. Somebody responded, but I couldn’t understand them, drums pounding in my ear drowned out all sound.

Too tired to try again, I dropped my head to my chest. I wanted to sleep and I think I did. Not for long though.

“Lolita," Tina screamed my name. Then my hair was snatched and my head pulled backwards. My stomach heaved. My eyes popped open. Tina was right in front of me, dressed in all black. Her face twisted with anger. Whoever was holding my hair let it go. My head lolled forward. I closed my eyes again.

“I said get the bitch here, not to kill her.” I heard Tina arguing with some man. Then everything went black again. 

When the lights came back, Tina was kneeled down in front of me. That made me aware of the fact I was sitting. The sweet smell of her flowery perfume tickled my nose making me nauseous, my stomach roiled again. I tried to move my hands to cover my nose. Plastic bit into my skin. “What’s going on?” I murmured; dizziness had my words coming out slurred.

Tina’s voice was really low when she spoke. “Baby, I know you’re hurting, but I need you to do something for me then we can get you help, okay?”

Baby, that word kept replaying in my ears for a moment, then my brain caught up with the rest of what she said “I needed help.” The throbbing in my skull was getting more painful, to the point that I’d do anything to get her to make it stop.

“I’m hurt real bad,  Momma. “

“I know,” Tina said, I felt her lovingly ghost her fingers across my cheek, then she grabbed hold of my chin and squeezed, forcing my face up to meet her gaze.

“Look at me, Lolita.”

It took all the energy I had, but I cracked my eyes open. There seemed to be a thousand lights shining behind her. They were bright enough to burn my retinas right out of my skull, at least that’s how I felt in that moment.

“I need you to sign these papers.  Then we’re gonna get you some help.”

Who was we, I wondered? Was she talking about Jose? There were two people off in the distance, sticking to the shadows.

“What are they? What are they, what are they?“ My voice echoed. Or maybe I just imagined it did.

Then I heard footsteps, lots of them.

“Yes. What are they?” I recognized his voice immediately.

Tina gasped. “This isn’t what it looks like.”  The smell of her perfume faded away.

“No, no. Guns down, fellows.” I even recognized the deep baritone that barked those word. DeMarco.

“What did you give her?”  I heard Aimal ask from a distance. I tried to turn my head in his direction to see him, but my neck wouldn’t work. A chill crept up my spine. Then I felt a gentle caress, my hair brushed my shoulders as it was moved aside. “She hasn’t been drugged, she’s losing a lot of blood though. Looks like they fucking cracked her skull.”

I felt someone squat down next to me.

“This is Nova. I got you, little sister. You’ll be okay. You’ll never have to worry about anything like this happening again.” She whispered in my ear. For some reason I believed her word.

Thank you. I managed then called for Jackson “Aimal, help me.” Since I knew he was there and he would listen to me, unlike Tina.  I decided to rest, I trusted him to do what I needed. I let my head fall forward, tired to the bone, all my energy had been drained by pain. I closed my eyes and allowed the darkness to pull me into its embrace.


Epilogue

44 Weeks later

What do you do when your mother sets up an elaborate plan to kill you for money you didn’t even know you inherited? You live life despite the hurt. You start over, you find love, you get engaged. And then, you have a baby.

But even moving on didn’t stop you from remembering.

After having my head nearly bust open by Jose I woke up in the hospital a week after I arrived, with a fractured skull, my mother’s face plastered on the news and a newscaster telling my story: Mother lures her estranged daughter to Florida so she could kill her.

I was shocked, because I couldn’t remember anything that happened to me after cashing out at the liquor store. I wouldn’t have had a clue if it wasn’t for the police and Jackson helping me piece things together.

The police divulged what they knew first.  There was no will, my grandmother had saved no money. Which really made more sense than a secret inheritance. She had worked as a schoolteacher for most of her life. Where would she get the extra?  But my father, he had a will and money. He died a few weeks before my grandmother, right there in Georgia, an hour from where I grew up.

He had been one of those televangelists, with the perfect wife and two perfect kids. I had even seen him on TV once when I was in Atlanta.

When he passed of prostate cancer his will dictated that his estate would be split between his wife and his three kids, me being one. It was a whole scandal. Mega church pastor had secret love child, one that I somehow in my time of grief missed. When his lawyer couldn’t contact my granny, he contacted Tina.

I got two versions of what happened after that, one from the police, and an even darker one from Jackson.

The police had told me. In a three-week time span, after learning of my father’s death. Tina started planning to have me killed.  That’s why she’d been in Georgia during the funeral. Her being my only family, she would have received the money when I was dead.

How was she gonna accomplish all this?

She had help.

She had fucked my father’s lawyer, recorded it, then threatened to show his wife if he didn’t help her. He didn’t want to part with half his money, so he drew up the fake papers she needed and told me what she directed him to say. The police had arrested him also, but he wasn’t talking and would probably use his connections to get off scot-free. Almost scot- free. I had thirty thousand of his money in my bank account. He had used his own money at the end of the thirty days to make the will look legit after I wasn’t killed.

Jose was just some guy she fucked and promised a lot of money to,  for getting close to me. He was supposed to gain my trust and let Tina know where I was, so she could strike when the time was right. That’s all the police had gotten from him and the cellphone Tina left behind when she disappeared.

I was told she ran as soon as Demarco and Jackson had broken into the warehouse she was keeping me in. Her face was all over the news. Jackson had a ten-thousand-dollar reward put on her head. I was confident she would be caught and do at least ten to twenty years when she was caught.

Jackson had to fill in the blanks and what he told me sounded even more like a Lifetime made for TV movie than what the police knew. He was also on her hit list, and it was by pure coincidence that she hired men that worked with Demarco’s cousin. 

They were supposed to run up in the house, kill both of us and she’d be rich. She had planned on killing him before even knowing about my father’s money. That’s why she kept stalling on the divorce, why she had tricked Jackson into moving back in. She was willing to take two lives all for money.

But that wasn’t even the first time she tried to end me. The day she told me to find my own way after leaving the lawyer’s office, not knowing that Jackson was an option—she was betting on me calling Jose. He would have driven me directly to my killers and left me. I would have been found later, beaten and raped. She had planned it all out.

Jackson didn’t seem to be affected by the knowledge she wanted him dead. He had  told me the details in the same manner you would tell someone dinner was ready, then he laid his head back against the pillow in the hospital bed across from mine. I looked over and shook my head then remembered a question I had for him. “How’d you know where I was?”

He raised his hand and scratched his neck. He wouldn’t look at me.

I knew his answer was about to piss me off.

I called his name. “Jackson.”

“Okay, shit,” he cursed. “When you signed into your Google account, on my laptop that first night you moved in, you saved your password. I went into settings and retrieved it and added your account to my phone. Then later I turned off the notifications on your phone that would alert you to the fact that I was tracking you.”

You could have run a tractor trailer through my mouth at that moment.

“Don’t push, Lolita.” Jackson’s voice brought me out of my dazed thoughts of how I ended up at this point.

Whatever the fuck was in the epidural had me dozing one minute then it felt like I hadn’t been given anything in the next moment. The next moment was right then. My son felt like he was about to rip me in half.

“Fuck you.”  I yelled.

“Baby, you gotta wait for the doctor.” he said smiling over at me from his chair.

Every time he spoke to me in the cool, calm and collected voice of his, my attitude ratcheted up to one hundred and my mind flashed back to that day, months ago on the sofa when I told him to pull out because I hadn’t taken my pills in days and he basically said oops. Of course, it wasn’t just his fault. But I would blame it all on him. Nine months of pregnancy had been hell, all the throwing up and mood swings. There was no consequence for him for his oops. That thought made me angry.

Reaching over and grabbing the water pitcher that sat on the table next to the bed, I reared back and splashed all the melted ice in his face. The nurse gasped. Aimal raised his hand and wiped away the water. His chest rose and fell as he visibly exhaled.

A tight smile curved his lips. I was getting on his nerves but he refused to let it show.  Before I could further antagonize him, his cell phone started ringing. He pulled it from the pocket of his suit jacket and checked this number. He then turned it for me to see. “Nova and Demarco are downstairs.”

They had become actual friends of ours. Demarco was weird as hell with his googling human behavior, but Nova was an angel. She was helping me cope with my issues, since we had similar experiences. Except her mother had actually raised her, but let her stepfather abuse her. We clicked over shared trauma.

“I’m going to go down and bring them back up,”  he said as he  stood from the chair he’d been dutifully occupying for hours. I had been in labor for more than ten hours and was still barely dilated. He leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. He lingered to whisper in my ear. “You’re behaving like a brat. Your pussy is off limits for six weeks, but your mouth ain’t and you know I like it when you gag. Keep testing me…” he sniggered.

“I hate you,” I pouted looking up at him.

“Sure you do,” He nodded and kissed me again, before pushing away from the bed. My eyes swung to the nurse. By the look on her face, she had heard everything. She watched Jackson swagger out of my private hospital room. Her cheeks were rosy red. I pulled my sheet over my face. I couldn’t stand his brazen hell ass, but I did love him.


Jackson

“Hang back for a minute.” Demarco barked, his hand on my shoulder. From anybody else I would have taken the action as a sign of aggression, coming from Demarco that was just him. But I knew he didn’t mean any harm.

His wife paused and looked over her shoulder, questioning me with her eyes.

“Room 318.”

Demarco waited until the sliding glass doors of the hospital closed behind her before walking us away from the entrance, about fifty feet to where he had illegally parked his car. He situated his back against the passenger door before glancing around.

I opened my mouth to ask him what he wanted to talk about. I was anxious to get back upstairs. Lolita would kill me if I missed the birth of our child.

He spoke up before I could.

“You’ll probably be getting a call soon. The Jose kid had an accident, he won’t make it to trial.”

I nodded, “He dead?”

“Pretty much. Got hit in the head as hard as he hit Lolita,” He confirmed.

“Good.” I nodded. “What about the lawyer?

“What lawyer?” He sniggered.

I nodded. That was all I needed to hear. I turned to start walking back towards the hospital. The only reason Jose had live so long was because we needed to explain to the hospital why we brough Lolita in beaten and bloody.

“Aye. What happens when she finds out her mother’s dead?”

I turned and backtracked, my jaw clenched.

“She won’t. Unless you’re gonna tell her your pretty little wife flipped out and shot the rotten bitch in the face?”

One moment Tina had been pleading her case, the next moment her blood painted my white shirt and Nova was standing behind her with the smoking gun Demarco had given her without question. I only know a bit of her story, but seems she had a grudge against her mother because of the abuse she survived. She said she just blanked out when she saw how badly injured Lolita was.

When I first met her over a year prior, I would have sworn she was harmless, but it seems her husband had rubbed off on her.

Demarco threw his head back and laughed as if I told him a joke. He was a fucking socio that I hoped I never had an actual falling out with. I'd have to kill him, his best friend Atticus and both their wives.

He stopped laughing abruptly and pinned me with a dead stare. “I’m just making sure you know not to. You’re a nice kid, but…” He left the rest of his threat hanging in the air as he reached out and slapped me on the back.

I winced

He laughed jovially.

“Let’s go make sure your woman pushes out a healthy baby. Nova is counting on him. She has already shipped him with our daughter. Whatever the fuck that means.” He said before walking ahead of me.

I pushed everything he had said to the back of my mind, there would be time to deal with the past later, right now I was looking toward the future.
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