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It’s back. Y’all wore me down. I changed the name and the ending. This is a mindfuck story, if you don’t like those, read The Maid, again or for the first time. Everybody seems to like that story.LOL
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Prologue

“Humans need fantasies to make life bearable."

I loved the rain. I always had. Even before the incident, and now even more so. It may sound crazy, but I felt as if the raindrops could go right through my skin, deep under bone and marrow to wash away some of the pain that kept me in a perpetual state of sadness. Sadness that at times had me questioning my purpose in the world. Why did I exist? Why had I survived?

Those questions had been haunting me since I was fourteen. Four years later, and the answers still eluded me. If I didn’t have a purpose, then what was the point in living? There was no point, right? 

Which was why it was a miracle that I hadn’t slit my wrist. I’d thought about it. I wasn’t scared of death; I had been on the cusp of it before. Brought to the brink by my own father when he shot me. 

Daddy had been an abusive alcoholic who terrorized his family. He used to beat my momma bloody for anything and everything. She breathed too loud. Punch! Dinner wasn’t on time? Punch! Dinner was on time? Punch! Then one day Momma got tired and tried to leave to be with her lover. Daddy beat her to death in front of my sister and me. We watched because we’d been too terrified to do anything else. 

When momma finally stopped screaming and stared blankly toward the heavens, my sister and I ran. Daddy cursed Momma’s soul while he made his way to the closet. He pulled out the old rusty .22 pistol he’d inherited from his father. Afterwards, he found Lovie and I in a state of shock hiding under the kitchen table. Without hesitation, he raised the gun and pulled the trigger. He then turned the gun on himself. 

Most times, when I close my eyes at night, I still see the blood that had painted the white walls of our kitchen red. Smell the gunpowder, like sulfur.  Felt the burn of the bullet as it entered my chest.  I had survived, but sometimes I wish I hadn’t. Something had snapped in me that day. Left me alive but living with so many bad memories was draining. Trauma left scars that didn't fade over time like bruises. 

Which is why anyone with a brain would probably understand why I was tempted to end it all, but I wouldn’t. I would never leave Lovie alone in this wicked fucking world. So, there I was dancing in the rain as I sang Nina Simone’s ‘I’m feeling good’ at the top of my lungs, hoping to convince myself that I was indeed feeling good. Wishing for lightness of heart or just a reprieve from hurting.

My bare feet sank into the earth.  Rain and tears mingled together as I spun with my face turned to the dark sky. 

“I’m feeling good!” I started screaming the lyrics when singing them wasn’t enough.  

Droplets of rain plastered my curly fro to my face obscuring my vision of the present, while I tried distracting myself from a past when beneath the pitter-patter of the rain drops, I heard his footfalls.

“Justice.” 

Voice like thunder, the gruff resonance felt like electrically charged fingers caressing my skin.  I stiffened but didn’t turn around. I had been avoiding him all night. Scared that if I saw him, I’d tell him everything I had planned, and he’d stop me.

“Leave me alone, Cisero.” 

Cisero Charles, Summertime was the nickname I gave him when we were fourteen. Because every time he was in my presence that’s the song that played in my head.   The song fit him so well. His daddy was filthy rich, and his momma was good looking.  Him and his brother had earned nothing but had everything.

He was the typical rich white boy.  An insufferable, controlling and entitled asshole who was failing at school and in life. I had wanted to fuck him since I was fifteen for those very reasons. I was doomed to want things and people that were bad for me. 

“Come inside, unless you want to catch pneumonia.” His voice was a low growl that stirred something in me. 

If I were being honest, damn near everything he did stirred something in me. I didn’t know why I was so physically affected by him and most times I didn’t like it. It made me feel uneven and wrong.

I tried to be diplomatic. “No, I’ll stay right where I am. Thank you, though.” 

“Come in, now, Justice, before I make you,” he growled again. 

My jaw clenched tightly. I hated when people told me what to do. “Fuck you. You can’t make me do anything I don’t want.”

“Ah,” was his only response.  

He never really argued with me anymore, choosing to just tell me what he wanted me to do and expect me to do it.  

Unable to resist any longer I dared to steal a glance over my shoulder at him. I let my gaze roam over the tailored black suit he chose for the night. I was flattered.  Cisero never attended his parents’ parties, and he dang sure didn’t wear suits, but he had for me.  He looked flawless but pissed. Scowling, a large black umbrella kept him dry.

I didn’t care about his mood. I was trying to fix my own, and he was interrupting. Choosing to ignore him, I went back to dancing and singing, hoping he’d fuck off. Next thing I knew, I was being covered with an umbrella.

I angrily knocked his hand away. “No. Leave me alone, Summertime. I need this,” I said.  

Deciding I no longer wanted to be in his overbearing presence, I turned, prepared to run off. 

But Summertime, like I said, was an insufferable asshole. Before I could make my way into the night, grabbing me around my waist, he scooped me up from behind, wrapping me in his big arms. He lifted me off my feet as if I weighed nothing and carried me easily like I wasn’t five-nine and over two-hundred pounds. 

I kicked out my feet trying to break free. “Let me go, Cisero.”  The more I fought the closer he pulled me into him, tight against his body. So close I could feel his erection pressed against the small of my back.

Ignoring my protest, he carried me to the back door as I futilely struggled. He was too strong for me to get loose, but I couldn’t make it easy for him. I only stopped resisting, going limp in his arms, and clamping my mouth shut once we entered the house. Only to keep from drawing attention to us.  The living and dining room were full of people. People who I hated or didn’t know and damn sure didn’t want to party with.  They were supposedly there for me though. For my going away party, but the truth was— they’d only come to see the spectacle that was me.

Cisero slowed long enough to open the basement door then down, down we went. His expensive dress shoes made a tapping noise on every step. Once we cleared the steps, I felt safe enough to speak. 

“Put me down, Cisero.” I snapped.

“I plan to,” He responded but kept his hold on me as he carried me in the direction of the basement's free-standing shower. I already knew what he was about to do.

“Summertime, you know my brand of petty. Do you really want to do this?” I asked, an unspoken warning in my tone. 

“Yes, Justice.”

That was all he said before he dumped me onto the tiled floor of the shower stall. He pushed a button, instantly hot water sprayed down on me.

I gasped.

The warmth of the water chased away the cold numbness the rain had blessed me with —along with what little bit of patience I had for Cisero when I was trying to make me do what he wanted me to do.

Irked, I grabbed him by the lapel of his jacket before he could right himself. I tugged, pulling him down towards me.

He yelped when the water hit him.  “What the fuck, Justice? Let me go,” he snapped and struggled to back away without hurting me, which allowed me to hold on to him until his blond hair was fully saturated.  Only then did I let go.

He stood, the excess water cascaded from his hair down his face further wetting his clothes.

I laughed. He scoffed at me. His jaw tight, eyes blazing.  He was so fucking beautiful. I rolled my eyes at my own thirst, then swept them down his six-foot frame.  Damn. It’s such a shame such a repressed asshole lived in that glorious body. His white dress shirt was sticking to his skin and see through, displaying the sinewy muscle underneath. His body was sick. His everyday gym routine had cut his bulky frame into perfection.

After I’d looked my fill, my eyes made their way back up to his face. I found him still glaring at me, his lips pulled into a hard line. 

“You look like a wet evil Ken doll,” I said.

He sneered at me.

I threw my head back and laughed too hard and too long at my own joke. Mostly to cover up that I was feeling sad and lonely.

He cut in. “Are you finished?” 

I shook my head. “No. You should have let me be.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. “I would have, but…”   He mumbled the rest under his breath so low that I couldn’t hear, and then he started to pace. 

“But what, Summertime?” I asked. 

He paused. I studied him so long I could hear the gears grinding slowly in his head. For a full minute he said nothing, just watched me. It was hard for me to sit there without fidgeting with him looking at me like I was the only woman left on earth, but I knew I needed to. He was working something out in his head, something that had to do with me. I didn’t want to disturb that. Maybe he would figure out how to explain why there was so much energy between the two of us.

I waited, and waited, just to be left disappointed. “Nothing at all, Justice.” 

He pivoted on his heel then stalked off in the direction of the washer and dryer.

The tension between us was alive, a living entity that we fed with our weird ass energy and his response was nothing? That was what he had come up with? 

I frowned then. I shrugged. It didn't really matter in the grand scheme of things. I would be leaving soon. No more Cisero. No more Gabriel. No more Charles. 

The only person who would be remaining in my life was Lovie and she was enough for me.

Snatching my eyes away from temptation before I did or said something I’d regret, I stood and turned off the water so I could remove my wet wrap dress. I pulled it over my head leaving my body covered with only my lace panties and bra. When I turned around to throw the dress outside of the shower stall, Summertime’s eyes were glued to me, his breath puffing out in short gasp like he was panting. I let the dress drop with a heavy thud to the floor.

His stare was so intense I could feel it. My stomach somersaulted; my pussy dampened.

I knew Cisero wanted to fuck me as badly as I wanted to fuck him. I’d caught him jacking off in my bedroom last year while holding my dirty panties at his nose. He still didn’t know I saw him. Didn’t know that I knew the only reason he refrained from indulging himself in what I freely offered was because his father told him I was off limits. Cisero played the role of the black sheep of the family well, but in truth, he was the perfect son doing whatever his father wanted. So, he did what his father wanted and never touched me.

Daddy Charles couldn’t have his sons soiling me, not when he was saving me for himself.  It was obvious what his plans for me were. He mentioned the fact that I looked like my mother every chance he got.  They’d been fucking for years before Daddy killed her. 

I knew I could have forced Cisero’s hand if I wanted. I thought about sneaking in his room, crawling under the covers and sitting on his dick just to say I did it. He wouldn't have rejected me. But I wasn’t that pressed. 

Might as well fuck with his head, I thought. Since I had to finish getting undressed anyway, I would try one last time to see if I could tempt him enough to disobey his daddy. It took no time for me to remove the strapless bra I was wearing. My double Ds bounced once when set loose then settled. Cisero sharp intake of air made me smile wickedly and feel bolder. Next, I bent, sliding my panties off, letting them drop to the wet shower floor.

I struck a pose. Hip cocked and head thrown back. Plump lips on full pout, water raining down on me. I knew I was a magnificent sight to see.

I sang his nickname. “Summertime.” 

That snapped him out of whatever haze my size sixteen body had him in. His violent blue eyes rose from my tits to my face.

I spread my arms above my head. “What you gonna do? I’m leaving tomorrow. This is your last chance,” I offered. 

Again, an all too familiar sneer curled his lips. He growled. “You’re playing games, little girl, dangerous fucking games.”

Disappointed in his response, I dropped my arms and waved him off. “You’re two years older than me, cut the little girl bullshit.” I spat back, waving him off.

With his jaw hard set, he had to grit out the next words from between clenched teeth. “I call you what you are regardless of age. You’re a little girl in a grown woman’s body. Immature and spoiled. You left your party to play in the rain.”

My hackles raised. I straightened my back, folding my arms across my breast.

“I didn’t ask for the fucking party. As a matter of fact, I asked your mother not to throw a party. I don’t know most of those people out there and the ones I do know I don’t like. 

Your mother threw this party for her benefit. So she could parade me around to show how” altruistic” she was. Look, here's the daughter of the dead maid that she took in. Look at her, she's been accepted to Harvard and Yale despite her circumstances, because of us. You know her father killed her mother, right? We gave her the best tutors. She’s been to counseling. The best of everything.  Blah blah blah, we fixed her.” 

I mocked his stepmother’s fake upper crust accent. She acted so highbrow —when in actuality she was a Becky from the trailer park in Clearwater, who happened to fuck her way into some money, I wished she'd get over herself.

He sneered and clapped sarcastically. “Good job, Justice. Mock the woman who's been taking care of you for the past three years. “

After I woke up in the hospital seven days after being shot, I was told Lovie had gone to live with her real father in California.  I was supposed to go to foster care before Charles Charles—yes, he had the same first and last name—pulled some strings so he and his family could take me in. My mother had worked as their maid for twelve years before she had been murdered. I hadn’t met them until they came to pick me up from the hospital though.  I knew of the father. I had walked in on my mother whispering on the phone to him when Daddy wasn’t home.

“Reluctantly and barely.  We have maids, and if it wasn’t for your father, I’d be wherever little girls with dead mommies and daddies go.”

I stared him down, daring him to call me a liar. 

He held up his hands in faux surrender but remained silent because he knew I was right. His stepmother didn’t care for me. Hell, she seemed to have nothing but disdain for everyone but Cisero. Their relationship was odd, and whenever I saw them together, I always got the feeling I was missing something. Like the explanation for them lay at the tip of my fingertips, but I couldn’t grasp hold of it. If someone told me they were fucking, I’d believe it. It wasn’t like she was their actual mother.

Our silent standoff stretched until it became uncomfortable, but the sexual tension between us was still thick in the air.

“Are we fucking or—”

Before I could get the rest of my words out of my mouth Cisero had closed the space between us, his hand went to my throat. My back slammed against the cool shower stall. 

Heated blood rushed through my veins. The way he handled me was so aggressive... I wanted him so badly at that moment my entire body vibrated.

He dipped his head. Our eyes collided. “I want to fuck you so bad, but I know better. You’ll ruin me, and I can’t survive this place if I allow you to strip me bare,” he said. 

He sounded a bit overly dramatic, but I understood his sentiment. In the daylight, his father was a successful real estate developer. At night he dealt with shady people, and he often took his sons along for the ride. I knew he made them do evil things in his name. I had seen the bloody clothes and bruised knuckles. Ironically, the father never had either. He wanted to be a bad man but didn’t seem to have the stomach for it.

No one knew I knew what was going on. I’d heard and seen a lot since I’d been living in their house. It was easy to be invisible in a place where I really didn’t matter. 

“I don’t like you enough to ruin you, Summertime. I just want to fuck some of the smugness out of you.” 

It was true. I didn’t particularly know if I liked Cisero or just liked the idea of him.

His eyes darkened and his grip on my neck loosened. He leaned into me.  We were so close he could breathe for me if needed. I took advantage of the closeness. On tipped toes I rose, leaned in and ran my tongue up his scruffy blond jawline.

“Or you can fuck the sadness out of me, maybe?”

He hissed.  His eyes clouded over. “Fuck,” he groaned low.

His hand fell from my neck to my hip. He massaged the meaty flesh, kneading it, his other hand did the same to my right breast.

“Just one time, one time to get her out of my system,” he muttered so low that I didn’t think he meant to speak out loud.

“Fuck me!” I encouraged him to put both of us out of our misery. 

But nothing in life ever worked in my favor. Seconds later he violently shook his head, pulled back and stared down at me.  Just as suddenly as he had snatched me up, he let me go.

“I can't do this,” he said. 

“Why deprive yourself?” I asked. 

“Because there’s an order to things,” he said cryptically. 

He stepped out of the shower stall and started pacing back and forth. I shivered from the loss of his body heat.

“What does that mean, Summertime?”

“It means I will not put my dick in you, at this moment. No matter how much I want to,” he said then sighed before scrubbing his face with his hands.

He looked torn and tortured by his words, but after years of him denying me, I took them as rejection and the bitch in me reared her ugly head.

“It’s okay, Summertime. Since I’m horny and you’re not willing. I guess I could take Gabriel up on his offer. Your brother could be a good substitute for you.”   I laughed like a madwoman to further toy with his mood.

His brother was an older exact replica of him, as was their father. They all had this Nordic God look about them. Dirty blond hair, ice blue eyes, full pink lips and pale ivory skin. But I didn’t want to fuck his brother. The intensity in him frightened me. Sometimes, I caught him looking at me like he wanted to possess my soul. He was the antithesis of Cisero. Cisero was afraid of me. Cisero was easier to handle. Gabriel scared me shitless.

Again, he was on me before I could react. He slammed my back — back against the shower wall.  Reflexively, I dug my nails into his flesh if his wrist.  He didn’t even flinch. He leaned over and pushed my hair from covering my face so I could see him. Rage contorted his features. “I barely tolerate him around you as it is. You fuck him, I’ll kill him then lock you in this fucking basement until the stench of him wears off you.”

I believed him. His brother and him had this fucked up rivalry. They fought for dominance over everything. Though Gabriel seemed to be winning the competition. He had his father’s favor and the girls that Cisero wanted-- always wanted Gabriel first. 

“So, what you’re saying is, you can't fuck me because Daddy said not to, and I can't fuck your brother because you said not to. What happened to do what feels right? I think fucking Gabriel will feel right,” I taunted. 

This is very selfish of you, Cisero.

“You’re infuriating,” he shouted before pulling away, he lightly shoved me further away from him. 

I bounced off the wall and laughed. He backed up even further.

A shadow crossed his face. “Like I said before, there’s an order to things, but our day will come, Justice.” His tone was deliberate and methodical. Like he had it all planned out in his head. 

I thought about telling him that our day would never come. If he didn’t take what I was offering right then, he’d never get another chance.  I kept my mouth shut. Common sense was urging me to leave well enough alone.

I watched him as he pulled off his wet shirt and pulled a t-shirt from the dryer to slide over his head.  

Then he pivoted and stalked over to the stairs and stomped his way up without a backwards glance.

“See you later, Summertime,” I called behind him before he slammed the door. 

With him out of sight, my heart slowed enough for me to finish my shower. The water beating against my skin felt good enough to be a substitute for the rain. The melody from Coldplay’s Fix You started playing in my head, so I sang it.

After showering, I threw on the first thing I found in the dryer. A thin shirt and biker shorts I worked out in. I borrowed the maid’s kindle and found a good book to read. Reading could always distract me. I needed a distraction from Cisero, From the future. From thoughts of the past and how fucked up my life was. I sat on the basement floor for hours until the noise upstairs ceased.  When I checked the time, it was after one in the morning. Five hours had passed since Cisero carried me down the steps. I knew everyone would be gone so I finally crept back up them.  I creaked open the basement door and peaked around it to make sure no one was in the kitchen. All clear. I took the stairs up to my room two at a time, hoping to not run into anybody. I had to walk past Charles’ office to get to my room. When I did, I heard grunting and moaning. 

Nosy, I ducked low as I peeked in the cracked door. Instead of finding Charles and one of the maids like I had twice before, I found Summertime and a blond. I think her name was Ashley, or Jenny or ankle or whatever. I may have not known her actual name, but I knew she was not his. She belonged to Gabriel.  Or maybe she was for the streets since Cisero had her bent over his Daddy’s expensive oak desk, with her skirt thrown up over her pale, ivory ass, as he fucked her from behind. 

Turned on by the debauchery, my shorts became moist just at the sight. I should have been ashamed. My brain kept yelling for my feet to move, but morbid curiosity kept me pent to the spot.

I figured I could watch just a little while longer, without getting caught. 

I could, couldn’t I? I thought. My conscience screamed no!

Coming to my senses, I backed up to walk away. Just then Cisero craned his neck in my direction. My feet stopped working and I damn near came on myself when his penetrating eyes found mine.  The intensity in them held me there and I understand, without words that he wanted me to see him fuck her. 

I watched as he hammered himself into her as if he were angry with her, knowing it was me that had pissed him off. Gripping her hair, he snatched her head back. She moaned real pretty for him, like she enjoyed the pain and what he was doing to her. Her moans spurred him on, he tugged her hair harder, pulling until her back bowed.  Surprisingly, I found myself envying her. I wanted to feel too, anything but sadness. 

When she came, with her back arched, and her mouth gaped open in ecstasy, I bit my lip, holding back a moan of my own. Seconds later Cisero’s stroke faltered, then he sped up. I did not dare blink.  I held my breath as he let go. He pushed deep into her, gripping her so tight her pale skin turned bright red, but he stared directly at me, letting me know I was the one that caused his pleasure. He was beautiful when he came. Too bad I’d never get to personally experience it. 

Having seen enough, I pushed away from the door before she could see me, then shoved the disappointment and minuscule jealousy I felt to the back of my mind. I made my way to my room. My bags were already packed, hidden under my bed.  I wanted to go then, but I knew I had to wait for everyone to fall asleep. While I waited, I got dressed, slipping on jeans and a sweatshirt.

I wasn’t going to Harvard. That was the life they wanted for me. Me, I wanted to sing. Singing soothed my weary soul, so I was going to sing. Anywhere that would allow me. I had money to supplement me. Charles had given me the same allowance he’d given his kids; three-hundred-dollars a week for three years. I’d spent none of it. I had no need to. I was provided with everything I needed and didn’t go anywhere. Then he handed me a twenty-thousand-dollar check on the day I graduated high school and another the day I got accepted into his alma mater. And if that weren’t enough, I had countless pieces of expensive jewelry his wife would buy me for functions that I could pawn if it came down to it. 

I let myself get lost in my thousand for hours, thinking about what was to come.  It was nearly five in the morning when I figured everyone, including Cisero had gone to sleep.  I requested an uber. The BMW I got on my sixteenth birthday would be staying behind. I didn’t need them using it to track me down.

I put my phone I used for everybody else in the back pocket of my jeans, then pulled my phone that I used only when talking to my sister and texted her.

Me- Almost fucked pretty boy, it was intense.

She texted right back like always.

Lovie- You didn’t. I told you not to.  

Me- I said almost.

Lovie- Good. He’s not for you. I don’t trust him, but I was sleeping, text me in the morning. My brain can’t function enough right now to unpack what you just told me.

I laughed and texted her goodnight.

Lovie was older than me by two years, but wiser by a lot. She thought that me getting involved with Cisero would tether me to him and a life I didn’t want. She was probably right. I had developed some weird feelings akin to hero worship for him over the years.

It was hard not to like him, even if he was an entitled asshole. When I first came to live with his family and couldn’t sleep that first month because of the bad dreams, he’d wake me up from nightmares then stay with me until I went back to sleep. He made sure nobody bothered me at his overpriced private school his parents forced me to attend, and he kept his creepy brother away from me when I didn’t want to be bothered.

Turning our relationship physical might make my feelings deeper than they were. Which would make leaving harder. Leaving was a must. There were too many secrets in that house. Secrets that could have deadly consequences.

I made my way downstairs with my bag and waited in the foyer. The alert on my phone sounded, letting me know my driver was there. I snuck out the house and met him in the driveway. As we were pulling off, I felt someone watching me. Expecting it to be Summertime, I looked back, but on the third floor, in the window was Gabriel.

He and I had a complicated relationship. Even more weird and complex than Cisero and I. One that I refused to even try to figure out.  

I could make out a sad smile on his face, his eyes were full of something I couldn’t read. I waved and mouthed goodbye. He nodded then disappeared behind white silk curtains. The thought of it being the last time I saw him caused a strange new sadness to fall upon me. My heart ached. I lifted my hand and tried to rub it away, but it remained. I tried to shake it off, but it lingered. I wasn’t emotionally mature enough to understand why and I didn’t want to.  So, I pushed it down deep where I hid all my other misery, and unwanted emotion, then I calmed myself by humming. I drove away, Queens, Melancholy blues was my exit music.


Cisero- Four years later.

She'd spotted me as soon as I sat down. How do I know? Once our eyes collided, her piercing browns never left mine, except every so often they’d stray to Gabriel.  She also had her live band transition from Syd's Bad Dreams to Summertime, the Janis Joplin’s version, which meant she was high and or sad. I hoped she was high; I never quite knew how to deal with Justice when she was sad. 

Thick white smoke burned my eyes as I tried hard to read her expression, but she wouldn’t let me.  I was left to wonder if she was happy to see me or not. I didn’t want it to matter, but it did. Why? Because I had been in lust with Justice Valentine since I was seventeen years old. I knew she at least liked me too.  But I was never able to act on it. Back then my father had constantly warned Gabriel and I to stay away from her.  He was so adamant about not letting her ruin our lives with her trauma.  He went as far as to pay me to stay away when he noticed her attraction to me. I took the money. I regret that now. 

Sighing I ran my hand through my hair. So much time had passed. Too much to be dwelling on the past. I had changed and almost everything about her had too. Except her face. She had the type of face that would never age. Not subtle changes either. Her hair was long and flowing down her back in big kinky waves as opposed to the big afro of curls she used to wear. Her body was shapelier and fuller. Her skin had a glow that hadn’t been there before, but the most drastic change was the sleeve of tats that ran up her right arm. An intricate snake wrapped around a tree branch. It reminded me of the one Gabriel had inked on his back, a snake eating an apple. I was pissed that he hadn’t let me ink him. He said something about it being personal.

The fact that she was wearing a dress willingly was also noticeable. She used to fight Meredith tooth and nail to keep from putting one on. The brown fabric of the one she was wearing was only a shade lighter than her skin and hugged her curves so tightly she looked nude under the spotlight.  She still had the same sad eyes though.

“Fuck, Cisero. Don’t get any ideas. You have that look in your eyes. She's not yours,” Gabriel barked beside me. 

With a frown I’d cut my eyes at my brother, not bothering to hide my annoyance.  Wishing he’d go the fuck away or, better yet, hadn’t come at all.   

He sneered at me and I wanted to knock the expression off his face.

“What? You’re upset now? I came to help you,” I said as I swirled the ice in my glass.

He shook his head. “Lies! You came in hopes of helping yourself, to her. I told you to let me handle this,” he replied then ran his hands through his thick blond hair. It looked so much like mine used to before I shaved it all off. I hated that I shared a family resemblance with him and our father.

“I'm here because I have to be, and I have it under control.” 

I knew exactly how to get Justice to do what we needed her to do without going to the extreme. Drugging and kidnapping her like he suggested we do was the extreme.

The music suddenly became louder. Justice’s voice got bigger. I had to lean in so I could hear him. He was so close I could smell the whiskey on his breath.  We both needed a little liquid courage after seeing her.

“Do you really? This is not going to be easy. Are you sure you can convince her? I say you won’t, and we should just do it my way.”  He patted his pocket where a hypodermic needle lay in wait. 

I sighed. “We both know Justice well enough to know drugging and dragging her back home will only make her angry and complicate things.  We don’t need any more complications. Let me handle this.”

He threw his hands up. “Okay, but when it turns out I’m right, I am taking over. With or without your permission.” He gave me a serious look. “And keep your hands off her.” 

“Whatever,” I grumbled under my breath. 

I had no intention of letting him take over anything. I’d explain to Justice what we needed her to do—not the why— and she’d willingly oblige me because she rarely said no to me.

Turning I went about forgetting my brother was there.  Justice’s silky voice and thinking about finally being inside her made it easy.


Cisero

Another hour passed before her set wrapped. After being helped off stage by a bandmate she glanced in our direction. Again, I tried to read her, but her expression was completely closed off. So, I gave my full attention to the sway of her hips as she walked away. She was so fucking sexy. I couldn’t wait until we were able to act on my past promise to her. I’d promised her our time would come and I meant it.

I waited until she disappeared around the corner before I got up. “Stay here, until we come back,” I warned my brother before walking off.

I’d already handed the bouncer a couple hundred to allow me access to the dressing rooms.

Justice was waiting for me when I entered, like she knew I was coming. She was sitting against her vanity, with a blunt in her hand. Damn she was gorgeous.  Her round face and wide startling, nearly pitch-black eyes made her look like an expensive baby doll. 

Her thick lips curved into a grin. “What are you doing here, Summertime?” Her voice held suspicion but something else also. Knowing, it was like she intuitively knew my visit was about to change her life and she was amused by it. Justice had always been strange. 

Her breasts heaved as she took a deep breath.  “And give it to me straight without the extra. You two, you and your brother, sitting side-by-side is very—” she paused and took a hit from her blunt before finishing her sentence— “ominous.” The last word floated from between her lips, a cloud of smoke following it.

I hesitated; I didn’t really want to be there at that moment. I had plans for our reunion, and they didn’t include my brother. But time was of the essence, so I closed the gap between us. I stopped right outside her reach. I wanted to touch her. I’d deprived myself for so long, the urge to felt like tiny ants crawling under my skin. 

“Father’s dead,” I said. 

She nodded. “I know. I have a television. One of the richest men in Florida dies while fucking his young new bride. It made the news.” She clucked her tongue. “But what does that have to do with me?”

I sighed and ran my hand over my closely shaven head.  I really didn’t fucking want to be there, not under the current circumstances. I could feel my chances to finally have her slipping away. I massaged my tense neck. The action drew her eyes to my tatted forearm.

She blinked hard. “You’ve changed a lot, Summertime. The short hair and tats suit your personality well.  The topsiders and khakis were more your brother’s speed. “

When I broke away from my family, I underwent a complete overhaul. “I had to. Different lifestyle, different man. You have changed too.”

I let my gaze travel from her bare feet to the top of her head. She bit her lip and squirmed under my appraisal. When our eyes connected, they stayed that way until the pull became unbearable. I took a step. One single step towards her and the spell was broken.

She righted herself and shook her head. She placed her hand out in front of her stopping me from advancing. “No, don’t touch me. Out with it first. I have a feeling what you’re about to say will make me no longer like you, let alone want to fuck you.”

That made me chuckle. I took a step back. Justice had always been blunt about her sexual attraction to me.

“You’ll probably still want to fuck me either way.”

She chuckled. “Still a lil smug bastard, aren’t you? “

Before I could tell her what had brought us there, the dressing room door banged open. I didn’t even have to look back to know it was him. The deep frown that settled on her face was all the confirmation I needed.  She cut her eyes from me to him then back to me. I dropped my head and shook it. I heard her mumble the word fuck under her breath, then she addressed him.

“Gabriel.” She nodded.

Her distaste for him caused her to spit his name out in disgust. She told me she hadn’t liked him since she’d caught him spying on her while she showered. She broke his nose. But all that seemed to do was make him more determine with fuck with her.  I had a feeling there was more to the story than that, but neither would tell me.  I wasn’t even sure I really wanted to know. 

“Just. How are you?” Gabriel pretended to ignore her contempt.

She sneered at him. “My name is Justice, Gabriel. I’ve told you to call me by the name my mother gave me, not your abbreviated version.” 

There was a slight tick in his jaw. I managed to catch something akin to hurt flash in his eyes as he turned his attention to me. His feelings really were hurt. It was ridiculous that Gabriel was bone and steel with everyone else, but when Justice was involved, he was jelly.  I guess monsters had feelings, too.

“Did you tell her?” he asked. 

“No,” I grunted, annoyed by his presence.

He shook his head. “I knew you wouldn’t. Move!”  He pushed me to the side. 

I shoved him right back and stepped forward.

She shook her head and took another pull from her blunt. “This is about to be bad.” She flopped down in the chair behind her. “Out with it” Cisero. 

I cringed at her use of my real name. I always hated when she called me Summertime, until she didn’t.

I said, “Father left you all his money.”

It took a moment for my words to sink into her. When they did. She gasped and choked on air.  When she composed herself, she shook her head. “Me? No, no no.”

She picked up her phone and texted her sister. I knew it was her sister because she was using the pink Nokia phone that Gabriel had given her right after she’d come to live with us. The only person she ever texted on it was her sister.

“Y’all not drawing me back into that bullshit. I don’t want it. Y’all can have it. Just have the papers drawn up and I’ll sign them.”

I nodded then sighed. “I knew you would say that. But there are conditions. Conditions you won’t like, but you’ll be free after you fulfill them.”

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, then she looked toward the sky as if praying for strength. Her attention went back to her phone. She grimaced as if what she read had bothered her.

“What conditions?” she asked. 

“You have to be married with children and or pregnant.”

Father believed that a family and kids would make her happy. Make up for the one she’d lost. Absurd. 

“Dun, dun, dun… And there’s the plot twist. There’s always one with you white people,” she said.

Then suddenly she burst out laughing.” Sorry to tell you, that’s money we definitely won’t be seeing. Not that I wanted it anyways. Too much blood on it.”

“It is not that simple. You can’t just choose to give—”

Gabriel cut me off. He stepped forward Gabriel, invading her space. She had to crane her neck up to look at him.  “You don’t understand. $200 million will be gone, donated to fucking charities if you don’t claim it within two months. There are people I employ and organizations that depend on the jobs and money this family provides them with. We spent four of the six months we had, trying to find you. Time is of the essence. You will be doing whatever will tell you, and now.”

“But Summertime had kn—” 

She started but I cut her off with a hard glare before she told my brother I knew where she was the entire time she’d been gone. I hadn’t physically been to see her, because I knew my father had people watching me, waiting for me to do just that. After he had died, Gabriel and his mother had taken over the task of searching for her. So I couldn’t get to her myself, but I had sent a message for her to leave.

Her eyebrow went up toward her hair line in response to me interrupting her. 

To cover up I spoke to Gabriel.  “Let her process what you just said, Gabriel.” Then I shook my head, hoping she understood not to tell him that part.

She nodded her understanding. Clearing her throat, she changed direction. “As you can see,” she stood and flourished her hand up then down her body, “I’m not pregnant. This is all fat and I damn sure don’t have a husband.”

“That’s why you marry me, or Cisero,” Gabriel responded. He threw me in as an afterthought. “And you can be pregnant by the weeks end. We need that money.”

Again, she laughed, or more so cackled.  “Okay. So, what you’re saying is... Y’all really are shit out of luck.”

I wanted to correct Gabriel, but they started bickering between themselves. 

We didn’t need the money, he did. I didn’t give a fuck about our father’s money or his company, Meredith or the people Gabriel employed.

I had my own. What had brought us to that moment in time was Gabriel being a fucking bleeding heart. He and mother were broke and desperate.

Just before his death, Charles had divorced Meredith and married his young nurse. He’d written her out of the will all together. Instead of being frugal with her divorce money she continued to spend like she was married to a millionaire because she knew Gabriel would continue to take care of her out of obligation. Then Charles had died and the money in his account was frozen while we searched for Justice.

When everything started crumbling, Gabriel had used the family name to borrow a lot of money from some very bad people in South Florida to keep everything afloat and to take care of Meredith, whom he'd sent away until everything was worked out.  He had three months to pay them back before he forfeited his life.   Which was how I was pulled back into their bullshit. His debt would fall to me when they killed him, and I couldn’t pay even half of what he owed without going completely broke.

Nobody had been prepared for Father to leave everything to Justice, whom he had a weird obsession with. After she’d left, he always talked about how she reminded him so much of her mother. We couldn’t tell her any of that. Justice would disappear and leave us to whatever fate awaited us, just to keep from having to do anything that kept her from living her fantasy life.

“This is what you have to do.”  Gabriel raised his voice, drowning hers out.

She sobered, drawing her plump lips into a thin line. She spoke softly, but I could hear the anger in her words.

“No, Gabriel, I don’t have to do any-fucking-thing. I don’t give a fuck about your father’s money and I wouldn’t marry or fuck you for all the money in the world.”

If he noticed she left me out of her rejection he didn’t show it. 

But her words proved what I’d told him earlier to be true. He should have let me handle her. I opened my mouth to tell him again to let me handle it. 

I could have used her feelings for me to our advantage and got what we needed from her, but Gabriel cut me off.  He took her words personal, became angry and pushed forward like a fucking bull in a China shop.

“Do you give a fuck about your sister?  Because there are things that could happen to her...”

The negative energy in the room crackled. I shook my head. Fucking Gabriel…

Justice gasped; her brown eyes turned onyx. We both knew her well enough to know what came next. She reared back; her fist flew through the air, it connected. She hit Gabriel so hard in the mouth, his head flew back.

“Motherfucker.” Gabriel cursed then reached up and touched his bleeding lip then brought his hand up to look at it. He had this look on his face like he couldn’t believe she’d hit him. I don’t know why, she had done it before.

He recovered quickly from the shock. He dropped his hand and took a menacing step towards her.” Fuck this, I don’t t time to deal with your craziness, Justice.”

“I’m not fucking crazy,” she screamed! 

Gabriel took another step in her direction. I grabbed his shirt. Stilling him. He looked like he was about ready to choke her. He fisted his hands at his side, while she glared daggers at him.

“Call me crazy again,” she dared him with her fist balled at her side.

“Easy, big brother. You shouldn’t have threatened Lovie.” 

We knew her sister was a subject to avoid. 

He swung around, caught me off guard with a right hook to the jaw. I didn’t react in time and he grabbed a hold of me. He brought my head down to meet his knee. The pain was unbearable. My vision blurred, I stumbled then collapsed to my knees. Justice screamed. She was hysterical. She rushed to my side then kneeled to help me.   Before I could warn her, he stuck the syringe in her neck.

“We do this my way now.” He lifted his foot and booted me in the face. 

“What’s happening?”  Justice cried out frantically just before everything went Black.


Justice

I reached up and pinched my bottom lip with my free hand and tugged at it.  Gabriel had tied my legs and right arm, my prominent arm, to an office chair in the large family library that doubled as an office. He’d so graciously left one hand free, because he knew I couldn’t throw a punch with it.

I shook my head. “No, Cisero, a very fucking adamant no.

Imagine my surprise when I woke up to find out two days had passed since I’d been drugged and taken to a whole other state.  Then to add insult to injury, I had one of the people who’d kidnapped me, irking the fuck out of me with his demands.  

For two days, Gabriel and Cisero had kept drugging me to keep me quiet while they planned and plotted. 

When the drugs finally wore off, I was incensed. My anger always made me violent. So, when Gabriel had come to get me, I tried to get a few punches in, I couldn’t, he anticipated and subdued me without much effort. I did manage to slap him. which explained the chair. After untying me from my old bed. He then led me to the bathroom and watched me urinate. I slapped him when I was finished, then washed my hands.

He’d waited patiently for me to finish, pretending as if what I had done hadn’t bothered him. When I refused to leave the bathroom, he gripped me up in a bear hug. He then carried me down to his father’s office. That was where I sat alone for another hour, fuming. Cisero showed up and spent another hour trying to convince me that marrying one of them would be my easiest way out.  It might have been, but he wanted it too much, which made me not want to do it at all. I had a feeling that there was something they weren’t divulging to me. They were both very capable of building their own fortunes. They had the connections, legal and illegal. It had to be more than fear of starting over causing them to go as far as they were. 

I came right out and asked him. “What is it that you get out of it, Summertime?  Or better yet, what does Gabriel have on you to make you participate in this sham? I’ve seen your net worth, read the magazine articles. You don’t need your father’s money.”

He’d dropped his head and sighed. “Just do what he wants, Justice. We’ll figure out the rest later,” was his last argument, before silence stretched between us.

I watched him pacing, trying to figure out what his angle was. This Cisero wasn’t the one I grew up with, something was off. I didn’t like the new him. I waited for dislike to turn to hate, but it didn't. I still wanted to fuck him. I was tied to a chair, about to be forced to marry one of them, impregnated and he was still able to give me the warm and fuzzies, well sort of… They weren't as warm and fuzzy as they had been before. Still, there was definitely something wrong with me.

I snorted then exhaled. Cisero’s text notification went off. He paused to check his phone; his blue eyes flicked from the screen to me. They were full of apology and something else? Something I was not in the mindset to try and figure out. I dropped my gaze and went back to trying to figure out how to get out of the mess they’d kidnapped me into. After coming up with nothing, I realized there wasn’t much I could do. 

No one knew where I was. I had no one to look for me outside of my sister, and she wouldn’t be much help, not with her issues. What more could I do? I decided to see where all of this took me. If Gabriel had gone through the trouble of attacking his own brother and kidnapping me to get his father’s money, he would probably go further. I had to be strategic and not lose my head.

Then the wheels in my brain started turning again. Divide and conquer. Cisero and Gabriel hated each other, and both wanted to fuck me. I could use that against them or at the very least, make their lives a living hell. The next step to my plan came to me easily.

“Okay, Cisero.” He visibly cringed at my use of his real name. “I give up. I’ll marry you— your brother. 

His head flew back like I hit him. “The fuck you will. What game are you playing, Justice?”

He came to stand right in front of me. I tilted my head back to look at him. “This is what you wanted, right? I gave a big, fake smile. My lips stretching across my face.

“Don’t do this, Justice.”

“Fuck you, Cisero.”

Suddenly, the door behind him flew open, banging against the wall. Gabriel breezed in bringing the smell of expensive cologne and bullshit with him, like he’d been waiting right outside the door awaiting my answer

There’s the hate I was waiting on, I thought.  It settled in my heart.

“She made her choice, Cisero,” he said arrogantly.  

It was hard for me not to spit at Gabriel when he came to a stop next to me, bracing his hand on the chair. My blood burned through my veins like molten lava. He’d threatened my sister. The only person who I had in the world. For that, he would pay for it.  Because I couldn’t spit on him, I threw my head back and cackled like a crazy person, using his vanity as a weapon. He was a mess. His eye was blacked, lip bloody and swollen. His cheek flaming red. Looked like Cisero had gotten revenge for what happened in my dressing room.

“Look at your face, Gabby. How are you two going to pull this off when you don’t even like each other enough not to fight?” I laughed, sowing seeds of discord.  

He sneered down at me. His eyebrows nearly touched in the middle. He glared at me for a while like he did whenever I said something he didn’t like before he turned and walked away without a word. He slid his hand into his pocket, pulled out his phone and dialed someone. I tuned out his conversation. Concentrating solely on his brother, I tilted my head, studied him.

Cisero avoided my eyes. Hiding from me.  I frowned. Dropped my gaze to the floor and concentrated on my bare feet. The next five minutes consisted of Cisero texting, and me staring at the floor pretending I didn’t feel Gabriel’s heated gaze on my back. He watched me the entire time he was in the phone talking to whomever he was speaking to in a hushed tone. 

I didn’t know how much time passed after that because I got lost in my head. I jumped when there was a heavy knock at the door. Gabriel made his way over and opened it to reveal Michael, his trusty henchman. He was huge, broad shouldered with shaggy brown hair and a face like a bulldog. I had been groggy as fuck the first time we met, but I could recall that he was one who had carried me out of the van I had been brought back to Florida in and into the house. He smelled like vodka and stale cigarettes then. The same smell followed him into the room. 

His gaze immediately landed on me. His beady eyes skipped my face to linger on my breasts.  A cold chill ran down my spine. I shivered. Out of the three men in the room, he was going to cause me the most trouble, I could feel it. I shifted in my seat and broke his focus. He brought his eyes up from my cleavage and winked. When he took his place next to Gabriel, his eyes remained on me until Gabriel got his attention and gave him a twisted expression that made him drop them. They never returned to me. I focused my attention on Gabriel after that, and he, like Cisero, avoided my eyes. 

I didn’t change focus until the brothers’ long-time neighbor, Judge Scarpitto walked in a few seconds later. I wasn’t surprised to see him there. When the Charles family needed something illegal done the legal way, they called him. I only knew that because I had overheard his wife tell him she wished he would stop dealing with the Charles family before they got him in trouble.

There were four of us in the room and he only smiled at Gabriel.  “Gabriel, glad you called.” He walked over and slapped him on the back.  

He ignored Cisero like always. He hadn’t spoken to him since he’d caught his daughter sucking his dick in the back of one of Cisero’s expensive sports cars during a dinner party.  What he didn’t know was— it was Gabriel who had taught her how to suck dick long before Cisero had her swallowing his offspring.

Cisero seemed to always want what Gabriel had.  Theirs was an odd relationship that oftentimes left me baffled. I would think they’d lean on each growing up in their environment.

The judge’s gaze finally fell to me, he quickly looked away. I shook my head. This is how absolute power corrupts. There I was, tied to a fucking chair and a judge, a man who was supposed to uphold the law, saw it and yet pretended everything was normal.  

I zoned out. Thought about Lovie and being back on the stage singing.

I tuned back in just in time to hear the judge say, “Her signature is required. Hers not a fake one. This needs to be as legal as possible.”

I interrupted their conversation. “So, under duress is legal, Frank?” I used his first name. That was what he told me to call him when I used to spend hours of my day sitting with his wife while she battled breast cancer. “And by the way, how is Anne? Still in remission, I hope.” 

His cheeks flamed red. He had the nerve to look ashamed. He gave me his back without answering.

I smirked.  

Cisero chuckled.

Gabriel barked an order to Michael. “Get her up.” 

And like the good little henchman, Michael got to it immediately. He tucked his hand in his pocket, pulled out a switch blade and made his way over to me twirling it between his fingers. The gleam of it caused my heart to involuntarily speed up. When he leaned in to cut me loose, out of my peripheral I saw Cisero. His face was placid, but when I looked back at Gabriel, he was poised like a snake, body coiled, like he was ready to attack his own employee if he dared hurt me. The reactions were opposite of what I expected from each brother. It was as if Cisero didn’t care what happened either way and Gabriel cared too much.

I was so fucking perplexed at Cisero’s behavior. He had been the protective one.

Why was he acting as if he hadn’t sent someone to bring me to him just months before? I didn’t want to leave because I wasn’t ready to go. I liked that city and had been living there peacefully for three years. I liked singing in that club, where people packed it just to see me. I felt normal.  I had acquaintances and a cute little two bedroom I had bought for when Lovie was able to visit. 

She suffered from PTSD because of what had happened to us. She refused to speak and had developed agoraphobia, but after nearly ten years, she seemed to be getting better. She recently texted me a picture of her at a park in a pretty pink dress with her therapist. I hated that she suffered so much. She was the beautiful one. She could have made it in the music world. Her voice was bigger and better than mine. I sang for her because she couldn’t. 

Michael’s cold callused hand against my skin brought me out of my thoughts. He yanked me up by my arm then pushed me forward. He kept pushing until I stood in front of the desk in the center of the room. I didn’t bother struggling. The judge stepped aside. Gabriel handed me a pen, I let drop.  

I glanced over my shoulder at Cisero. “Is this what you want?”

His lips were drawn to a thin, fine line. He dropped his head and said nothing.  I wondered again what part he played in my captivity. I had followed him over the years. He owned multiple tattoo shops. He designed tats for famous people all over the world. He couldn’t need the money.

“He knows he has no say. Now sign the papers and stop stalling,” Gabriel snarled at me.

Though I had verbally agreed to marry Gabriel. I remained unmoving. Picking up that pen meant that I’d be signing months of my life away. I knew resistance was futile, but I was holding out hope that Cisero would save me. Like he used to.

“Sign the paper, Justice,” Gabriel urged.

I shook my head. Gabriel inclined his head toward Michael. Michael followed his unspoken instructions. He took the pen from Gabriel’s hand and he pushed it into my mine, then closed his fist over it and squeezed.

The pain was bearable enough, so I didn’t let him lead my hand. I challenged him with a stare, letting him know he wouldn’t find an easy victim in me.  My daddy had taught me a few valuable lessons.  One: act like prey and you’ll be prey. 

Michael’s eyes darkened in response to my disobedience. I saw the threats swimming in them, but he didn’t scare me. I was more dangerous than any of the men in that room. I barely cared about my own life, so that meant I really didn’t give a fuck about theirs.

“Sign the paper and I’ll give you your phone back. Your sister has left tons of messages.” I snapped my head around to meet Gabriel’s gaze. “I know she’s worried. You don’t want to worry her. Do you, Justice?” 

Snake piece of shit. He knew my weakness.  I gritted my teeth and snatched away from Michael with the pen in my hand. I bent over the desk as Gabriel slid the papers in front of me. Cisero stormed out of the room before I signed the half a dozen documents without reading them. Blood rushed my ears. I felt like I was signing away my life when I had only started living it. When I was done, Gabriel leaned across the desk, checked my signature then whispered, “Until death do us part.”

His words set my nerves on edge.

I flung the pen at him.

He ducked to the right then laughed. “Still fucking feisty.”

I would show him feisty. I went to pick up the name plate off the desk. Michael grabbed my arms, restraining me as I struggled against.

“Calm down, kitten.” Michael said.

“Fuck you.” I spat.

Gabriel picked the papers up from the desk and handed them to Frank. The judge looked them over before excusing himself. “I’ll have these filed with the state before the week is over. Nice doing business with you.” 

Just before the judge stepped over the threshold, I spoke up. “You shouldn’t only be angry with Cisero, where your daughter is concerned. Gabriel was the one that taught her how to suck dick. She used to sneak him in at night when you and your wife would fall asleep, then she’d swallow his kids and let him finger bang her. Cisero just benefited from his brother’s lessons. And your daughter loved the attention being a whore got her. She used to brag about it every chance she got. Doing nasty dirty, things with the Charles brother was her greatest accomplishment in high school.”  The Judge paused mid step, turned only his head and cut his eyes at Gabriel, but Gabriel didn’t notice because he was glaring daggers at me. I laughed, bending at the waist. 

Michael's thin lips quivered, but he managed to hold back his laughter. 

“You know you want to laugh.” I egged him on.

He looked away quickly.

The judge left the room, slamming the door behind him. 

I wondered where Cisero had gotten off to. 

“That was unnecessary.” Gabriel bit out as he continued to glare at me.

I shrugged,” but was it, though? I bet Franky boy will never answer your calls again.”

He dropped his head, shook it, exhaled really loud, then changed the subject.

“As agreed, Justice,” Gabriel retrieved my phone, shoving it in my direction.

I reached for it. Michael knocked my hand away.

I snatched my head in his direction and glared at him. 

He looked confused. He ignored me, focusing his attention solely on Gabriel. “Are you seriously giving her phone back?” 

“Shut up,” Gabriel barked, narrowing his eyes at him, daring him to say more.

The coward said nothing. He cut his eyes to the phone in Gabriel's hand once more, as if he was considering grabbing it and destroying it. I guess he thought better of it because threw his hands up in defense, though curiosity still knitted his brow, he drawled. “Fine.” 

Gabriel stared him down a moment longer before he held my phone out for me to take. He knew it was safe. I only talked to my sister on that phone. And I would never call the police again. Not after the incident. I hated the police and hospitals. They represented loss.

When I reached for it, he snatched his hand back. I could feel the vein above my eye start tickling. I balled my fist at my side. I opened my mouth to tell him to stop fucking playing with me, to only be cut off.

“It's official. Until death do we part, Just. I can’t wait until later.” He said, then his voice dropped an octave. He bit into his plump bottom lip. “I’m looking forward to fucking a baby into you.” 

My skin tightened and tingled all over, despite my instant annoyance. When I responded, I didn't bother to correct him on my name. “I didn’t say I was fucking you. I promised you long ago I would never. We’ll be doing this the artificial way, with doctors and needles, clinically.”

If getting pregnant was all I had to do to get back to my life, I would. I could terminate—I would terminate it.  I wasn’t fit to be anyone’s mother.

“No,” he shouted, slamming his hand down on the oak desk, the sound reverberated off the walls, echoing through the office. He shook his head. “We don’t have time for, nor money for that. We have less than two months to prove that we’re married and you're pregnant.”

I scoffed. I didn’t give a fuck. “Then get me a fucking turkey baster and jack off into a cup. I’m not fucking you.”

Michael chose that of all things to snicker at. He obviously didn’t know how to read a room. Gabriel cut his eyes at him so sharply he immediately quieted. 

With his attention back on me, Gabriel leaned over his desk. “I could make you.” His tone registered his annoyance.

I laughed and rolled my eyes. He could force me into a sham of a marriage but not to fuck him. He’d have to drug me and then I’d kill his ass after. 

I leaned in over the desk until our noses touched, lips only inches apart. I ran one of my blood red fingernails across his cheek. “Do you remember what happened last time you tried to make me do anything?”  

He blanched; his pale skin turned nearly white as a sheet of paper.  He straightened himself. There had been several occasions where Gabriel thought he was going to make me do something I didn’t want to. Like when he cornered me in the girl’s locker room at school once. He thought because I had a thing for his brother that transferred to him. 

No. I damn near maimed the boy. Back then he’d often forget, I didn’t grow up like the girls he was used to. I refused to cower under the weight of his family name or threats from him. So, when his hand found its way down my shorts, I returned the favor, but instead of a gentle caress, I’d squeezed until he was cowed, begging me to let him go.

“Good times, weren’t they, Gabriel?”

He grimaced at first, then his eyes lit up and he gave me a smirk that was filled with condescension. “Some better than others.” His eyes dropped to my middle. He licked his lips, like he was remembering the taste of me.

My body warmed. Memories of his entire face pressed into my pussy as he sucked my clit flashed in my head. 

To be young, high and stupid. Once, he had caught me fresh out of the shower, high on ecstasy and feeling sad. He offered to eat my pussy.  Out of curiosity I let him. Did I cum? Yes. Hard. I maybe would have even returned the favor, but he’d crawled between my spread leg while I lay trying to catch my breath and tried to shove his dick inside me. I hit him so hard, I broke his nose. Unfortunately. that hadn’t stopped him from trying or me from giving into him when he did. There were several more sexual encounters after that. By several I mean nearly every day until I left. We explored everything but actual intercourse. 

“Touché,” I said blandly.

He painted a wicked wide grin on his face and snickered, while staring at me like he was imagining fucking me where I stood. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ease the ache between my legs. I hated that Gabriel’s whole handsome serial killer vibe still affected me. I'd blame it on memories of the past and the fact that he was undeniably gorgeous. He looked so much like his brother but in a different way.

Like the evil superman but wearing Clark Kent’s clothes. And Cisero was Superman, if superman actually tried to disguise himself in something other than those stupid glasses or whatever. It was hard to explain.

Noticing my discomfort caused a shift in him.  I watched his demeanor change. His eyes darkened. His face went stoic. He bit his lip and looked into my eyes. “You know I’ve missed you, right, Justice?”  He asked, with his voice soft and full of emotion. I could tell he really meant it. 

His confession pulled at invisible strings in me. It made my heart ache for something. What, I didn’t know and though the desk separated us, I suddenly felt like we were too close. I backed away from him.

He laughed at my reaction and I thought he probably was just fucking with me on purpose. He was so fucking weird and annoying. When he stopped laughing, he eyed me strangely for a beat before he finally held my phone out for me to take. When I did, he dropped his eyes and dismissed me with a wave of his hand.

“Take her back to her room, Michael, then you can go until either I or Cisero call you.”

I quickly spoke up. “I can find my way. Keep beady eyes away from me.” I snatched my arm away from Michael, pivoted and headed toward the door. 

Just after opening it Gabriel called to me. “Don’t try to run.”

I threw him the middle finger. “Fuck you.”  I slammed the door on my way out. I heard it open back before I took five good steps. I knew it was Michael. His smell gave him away.

With each step I took toward my old room the more I felt the new me being interrupted. All my progress was slipping away. 

I needed to talk to my sister. Michael stayed at my heels, twisting each hallway with me. The house was palatial, three floors, sixteen bedrooms, five bathrooms, three offices, and an industrial kitchen. It was at least a three-minute walk until I got to my room. 

Silence stretched between us until I was nearly at my room door.

“So, you fucked both of them, like you say the judge's daughter did. When’s my turn?” Michael asked from behind me. “Did you do them in chronological order? The oldest first.” He was trying to taunt me.

“Stop talking to me,” I mumbled, then proceeded to ignore him as he kept making snide remarks about my relationship with the brothers. I pulled my phone from my bra and checked my notifications. Like Gabriel had said, Lovie had left several messages.

The last one asked me if I was okay. That was the one I responded to.

Me- I’m ok, sis. Long story.

She immediately texted back.

Lovie- I have time.

I texted her what happened.

Lovie- So you married your boy toy. I trust him more than Cisero for you and you already know he can make you cum.  I don’t see a problem and I want a niece. I heard they have positions guaranteed to make a girl.

Me- Stop it and you don’t know him to trust him.

Lovie- I know you like him.

Me- The lies you tell.

Lovie- LOL.  I know when you like someone. When you lived with them before you’d text me nonstop. Gabriel did this, Gabriel did that. You like him, you just don’t like that he sees you.

Me- I don’t like him because he’s an asshole, violent and pushy, even worse one than Cisero.

Lovie- And that’s why he’s your favorite.  That’s why you spent years sneaking around with him. Why you never played your hand with Cisero.

Me- Whatever. 

Lovie- LOL Don’t get mad. I think you want someone just as fucked up as you. So y’all can be fucked up together. 

By the time I made it to my room she was saying goodbye.  She was crazy if she actually thought I had a thing for Gabriel. Sure, we’d been sexual before, but it was mostly because I’d been curious about sex and he was so willing to teach me. 

Michael tried to follow me into my room. I shoved him then I slammed the door in his face, locked it and pressed my back against it.

He laughed and banged at the door once then twice. “See you later,” he threatened. 

I heard his footfalls echoing down the halls. Fuck him. I looked around the room. Everything was the same as before I’d left, almost like they were waiting for me to return. Same sheets, same posters, same furniture.

I fucking hate this place.

I pushed everything that happened to the back of my mind and headed to the bathroom. I was still wearing the dress I had on when they’d kidnapped me. They didn’t even have the common courtesy to wash me. I felt disgusting. I needed a shower. I had three days’ worth of grime and anxiety to wash away. In the shower I plotted my next move. I leaned into the spray, savoring the feel of the water cascading down my skin and over my hair.

I wanted to get back to my life, but I also wanted to make the brothers regret taking me. I just had to figure out how to do that.  When I got out of the shower, I felt fortified and ready to do what I had to do to get back to my life. I sang as I dried off to calm my frazzled nerves, brushed my teeth and left the bathroom with just a towel wrapped around me in search of lotion. I had seen my brand on the vanity earlier. One of the brothers had thought well enough to bring my things with me, probably Cisero.

Speaking of him, Summertime was waiting for me.

I asked, “How did you get in here?”

I knew dang well I’d locked the door.

“We need to talk.” The way he said it sounded like we were about to have a civil conversation when I knew we weren’t. 

I kissed my teeth, then started braiding my hair down for bed. “We have nothing to talk about.” 

He quirked a brow. “We don’t?”

“No, we don’t. You and your—” Whatever else I was going to say died on my lips when his gaze met mine. 

His blue eyes were molten as he unbuttoned his shirt with an unbothered expression on his handsome face. His torso and chest were all tattoo’s and muscles. A canvas of angels and birds all in red and black ink. It was mesmerizing. In the middle of all of it were the words:  I sold my soul for freedom and it was worth it. My fingers itched to trace each one of them.  I almost reached out and did just that, but I snapped out of the haze I was drifting toward when my brain caught up to the fact that he was undressing.

I dropped my hand and fisted it at my side and took a step back. “So, you’re no longer playing good cop? You’ve come to seduce me and get me pregnant?”

Ignoring my question, he moved toward me quickly and aggressively, backing me up until he was able to box me in. I was trapped between him and the wall, but I bodies didn’t touch. He just kind of hovered in front of me, breathing in my air. “I told you our time would come. This isn’t the way I wanted it to happen…”

“I’m not fucking you, Cisero.” I barely felt the urge to anymore.

“How else am I going to get you pregnant? I know you didn’t think I would actually let you carry my brother’s child?” he asked possessively.

I ground my teeth. I hated the way he felt that he had control over my persons. 

“Let me? I’ll fuck who I damn well please. Maybe I should fuck you, slit your fucking throat while you sleep for helping him bring me here.”

“I believe you are capable, but you won't.  And I had no choice in the matter. Gabriel’s desperate right now, so he’s not listening to reasoning.”

“That doesn’t explain to me why you’re doing this. You’ve known where I was almost five years and told no one. Now you’ve decided to help your brother who you can hardly stand?”

Instead of responding verbally, he grabbed me. Pulled me to him. He pressed his body against mine, bringing his arms around my waist. He felt solid and familiar. But not warm and safe. It dawned on me that I liked the idea of Cisero more than I liked Cisero. 

With my hand planted firmly against his chest, I shoved him away.  “I don’t trust you, Cisero. You could have come to me yourself and told me what he was planning.” 

He frowned and reached for me again. I sidestepped out of his reach. 

“I tried to,” he said. 

“Fine you tried to. But I mean it, Cisero. If I must be here and do this, I don’t care which one of you is the father of a baby that’ll never be born. You and your brother can decide who jizzes in the cup and bring me the turkey baster and we go from there.

His lips quirked but he didn’t laugh.

Both of us jumped, startled when the door came crashing open. Gabriel stormed through the door and over to the bed.  A sneer on his granite face. His eyes volleyed between Cisero and I, then finally settled on me. For what seemed like forever he stared at me with narrowed eyes, looking me over. He frowned at the bath towel I had wrapped around me like it offended him. 

His eyes didn’t leave mine as he spoke to Cisero. “Cisero, can I talk to you.” There was no heat in his voice, but a fire blazed behind his eyes. 

Cisero spun away from me toward Gabriel. He sighed and left the room. Gabriel said nothing to me, but his eyes said it all. He’d be back. 

Gabriel

My vision flashed red as anger burrowed under my flesh tightening my muscles. 

I wanted to peel my brother’s fucking skin off his back. That’s what always happened when I saw the two of them together, unbridled fucking rage.  

I shoved him against the wall. The sound of his back smashing into it echoes throughout the empty halls. An oomph left his lips.

He glared at me.

"What the fuck is your problem, Gabriel?"

I sneered back. I never wanted to kill someone so badly.

“You’re my problem. How would your fucking fiancé feel about you being alone with my wife in her room?” 

I purposely mentioned his soon to be wife since he supposedly loved her so much. He stole her from me, and I use the word stole loosely. I didn’t give a fuck about Ashley. She was like all the others. Cum dumps I used to pass the time.

He shoved me just hard enough to move me out of his space so he could right himself. He straightened his back and balled his fist at his side. “Lower your fucking voice,” he harshly whispered looking down the hall toward Justice’s room.

“What were you doing in her room after I made it very clear to you that I’d handle everything after the marriage certificate was signed?”

The question was rhetorical. I knew what he was doing. He’d been in a one-sided competition with me since we were kids. Cisero only wanted Justice because he knew I did. He was obsessed with one upping me. If I showed interest in something or someone, he wanted that something or someone. I said nothing when he stole my toys or fucked my girlfriend because I didn’t care. The only thing he had managed to take from me that truly mattered was Justice. He’d hidden her from me for years. He didn’t know I knew, but I knew, and I resented him for it.

He started buttoning his shirt. “If you want her to do what needs to be done, this is what I have to do. I told you I would get her to marry you. You’re married.”

“So, you fucking her is what you think needs to be done?”

He shook his head, as if I were clueless before answering. “Yes. You’ve been creeping outside the halls of her bedroom since she was sixteen. Waiting on bated breath for her to acknowledge you, but you’ll never have her like you want, Gabriel. Only one of us has the chance. So just let me fuck her and get her pregnant. Then I can get back to my life.”

Disgust curled my lip. His perfect fucking superficial life. All Cisero wanted to do was pretend to be normal. None of us were normal. We’d done things and still did things. Saw things that made us the opposite of normal. We were tainted, and we tainted other people. He was delusional, but I was fine with him living any way he saw fit as long as he left Justice be.

I slammed my fist into the wall right next to his head, the noise from the hit was deafening. “No! It won’t be happening. Don’t you ever touch her again...” 

Cisero reached out and placed his hand on my shoulder.

I grounded my teeth. I could smell her on him. “Then prepare the turkey baster like she suggested, because she won’t let you within a mile of her pussy.”

I shoved his hand off me. I wanted to knock the smug expression off his face. I could, literally and figuratively, but I held my composure.  Cisero had no idea what he was talking about. I had the smell and taste of her pussy committed to memory. I’d let him remain ignorant to that fact. He didn’t view me as competition and that worked to my advantage.

“Cisero,” I pointed in his direction and stressed his name, so he knew to listen to me. “My wife will not be fucking you ever. If I catch you in a room with her alone—”

He stepped forward again, invading my space. “And if you do find me in her room again, you’ll do what?” He challenged.

I sucked in a jagged breath. “I’ll flay that bitch I so graciously gave you.” 

In response to my threat, his nostrils flared, and anger swelled in his gaze, but it dissipated quickly. A forced grin split his mouth. He threw his hands up. He knew what I was capable of, especially when pushed. The idea of him even touching Justice triggered the dark parts of me.

“Fine. I hope you don’t wait too long before you change your mind. She has an OBGYN appointment set in less than three weeks. When whatever you have planned doesn’t work out, you know where I’ll be.”

“Not going to happen,” I snarled.

“Fine. Fuck it. You handle it,” were his last words before he sauntered off, leaving me festering.

I didn’t need three weeks, not even three days.  Cisero could play on her emotions because she let her guard down around him. She ran scared from me because she knew I could see her. I knew her. We were just a like.  


Justice.

My eyes fluttered open. I was greeted by nothingness, but I knew Gabriel was in the room. I could feel him near though I couldn’t see him, the room was pitch-black.

He brought heat and his scent—a combination of wind and water, sweet and salty and masculine—with him.  His presence made the space feel stifling. 

Ambien had me feeling groggy and heavy. Sluggish I turned over onto my back. I asked, “So you've come to take the pussy, Gabriel?” 

He chuckled darkly and suddenly I felt so helpless my hands shook. “No, I come to talk so we can come to an understanding, Justice. Besides, when have I ever taken anything from you?”  He used that soothing tone he always used when he was about to make me do something I very well wanted to do but didn't want to —want to do. 

“We have nothing to talk about and you tried. That’s why your nose is crooked now.”

“Will you always throw that one time in my face? The mistake of an anxious boy trying to get in the pants of the girl he’d been wanting to touch ever since she walked into his house looking like a broken angel with a tilted halo.  It seems a bit petty to continue to bring it up— when so many times after— you’ve come undone for me, in my mouth, on my fingers.”

“You manipulate me.” 

He hissed into the dark. “Never. That’s your precious Cisero’s modus operandi. I simply had to touch you. All it ever took was a touch after that first time.” 

I couldn’t even deny the truth. Gabriel knew how to unravel me with just a touch. Then he’d trained my body to be a slave to him. I brought my hands up in prayer to plead with him to leave me alone. When I realized how pathetic that was, I dropped them. Gabriel wasn’t my God. I wouldn’t beg him.

“If you make me do this you better sleep with your eyes open,” I said in a dead-serious tone.

He laughed. “How many times have you threatened me, Justice? A hundred? A thousand?”

“It’s not a threat, I promise you, Gabby—”

He cut me off. “You promise what, Justice? You’re going to let me play in your wet cunt until you’re satisfied then push me away or will you suck my dick as if my cum has the elixir of life in it, then run off to hide behind your precious Cisero, like a coward. “He spat the words out like they were bitter in his mouth.

I flinched at the truth in them, but still denied it. “Because I wouldn’t let you put your dick in me doesn’t mean I was hiding?”

“That’s exactly what it meant, but it’s okay. I understand you, Justice. You thought being mine meant you wouldn’t be able to be free. You can be both free and mine, Justice. You’ll see.” 

His fingers feathered up my exposed thigh. “Don’t touch me, Gabriel, I mean it.” My throat was suddenly tight and dry, so I croaked the words.

He ignored me as his fingers continued their journey up my thigh.

I reached out to knock his hand away. He caught my wrist and brought my hand to his lips. He kissed all the fingers at once then sucked them into his mouth.

I fought off a moan as I snatched away and reached for the lamp on the nightstand. I found nothing but air.

“Where’s the lamp, Gabriel?”  My voice shook.

“You still afraid of the dark?” His voice rumbled from the back of his throat.

I’d never been afraid of the dark. I told Cisero that I was, so he'd stay with me at night to keep his daddy and brother in their own beds. I was young, but I knew what lust looked like in a man’s eyes. Cisero was the safest bet when I first moved into their home. 

I clucked my tongue. “No, I’m afraid of you in the dark.”

He showcased why I should be. The bed dipped from him sitting. “I know,” he said then chuckled before he leaned in and sucked both my nipple and the material of my gown into his warm mouth. Electricity shot through my body. I clenched my thighs to dull the ache. Fought against the arousal that was creeping up my spine. 

“Please, Gabriel, stop,” I whined. Then gripping his hair, I tried to pull his mouth away from my breast. I succeeded. 

But then, without warning, in one fluid motion he maneuvered himself and suddenly his warm body was on top of me pinning me to the mattress, giving me no time to struggle. He did it so fast my heart rate didn’t even have time to spike. 

Gripping my wrist in one hand he brought them up above my head restraining me. Before I could protest, he kissed me and, in that moment, I realized I missed how his mouth felt on me, his taste. The way he made me feel on the inside, like he was my salvation. I was trying to be indifferent though, so I didn’t kiss him back. I didn’t fight. I didn’t move a muscle. He continued kissing me, as if my participation didn’t matter. He fucked my mouth with his tongue, nasty and dirty just the way I liked.

Just when I was losing the battle against kissing him back, he pulled away, but his lips lingered against mine as he spoke. “That bullshit between you and Cisero, him being in your room with you only wearing a towel, it can’t happen again. I won’t be able to restrain myself from hurting him next time.” Then, he pressed his forehead against mine. Even through the darkness I could see his ice blue eyes. “I will no longer share your attention, Justice. I demand all of it. You’re mine.  My wife, you’ll be the mother of my children. You’ll be my everything and I’ll be yours, forever and it’s legal and binding.”

I didn’t know why, maybe the drugs were wearing off or him mentioning Cisero triggered something in me, the gears in my brain suddenly started turning and I had an epiphany.  

“You had Cisero trick me into marrying you.”  In the back of my mind, I thought Cisero was up to something. I should have thought instead of reacting.

He chuckled darkly. “It’s your fault for trusting him so easily. It’s poetic, Justice.” He sniggered at his own joke. “I didn’t think he’d pull it off.”

“Oh, you son of a bitch,” I yelled in his face knowing he hated it. 

He exhaled heavily. “You’re testing my patience, Justice.”

I bucked my body trying to get from underneath him. He didn’t budge, but I continued twisting and turning, even as my hands remained suspended above my head in his vice grip. Just to further aggravate him.

I froze when his free hand started creeping up my torso, stopping at my left breast. He massaged it, lifted it as if testing his weight, then he was grabbing my nipple and pinching it. My body reacted; fresh cream oozed between my thighs. I needed him off me before I gave into him, yet again.

“Okay I’m sorry,” I said.   “I understand why you…”  I paused, trying to figure out my next words. I was prepared to lie to get him off me. 

But what could I say? In reality, I understood nothing about Gabriel other than he wanted me and seemed to be willing to do anything for me. It had been that way since the first week I arrived in his house. To comfort me, he’d given me the phone to contact my sister when everybody else was telling me to forget her. Why was I fighting him?

While I silently contemplated the complexity of our relation, he kneed my legs apart, bringing me out of my thoughts. He slid my short silk gown up my body until rode up on my waist.  My panties were still on, but he didn’t let that stop him. His finger snaked under the fabric, while he ground his dick into my thigh. 

He used his thumb and made slow, small circles on my clit. 

Hissing on contact, I closed my eyes and told myself that I didn’t want him. That he disgusted me. I really wanted to believe he did, but I really didn’t want him to stop touching me.  I was so turned on, I was shaking. 

“Calm down, Justice.” He murmured against my lips. “I’m not going to fuck you with drugs in your system, I’m just going to retrain your body to crave me, like it used to. When I fuck you and put my babies in you, I want you to feel every inch of me stretching you, claiming you,” he said possessively as he pushed his fingers into my pussy. Then silently, in and out, in and out, he finger-fucked me, while biting into the flesh on my neck, breast and cleavage, marking me. 

I clamped my lips together, trying my hardest not to moan. But he knew exactly what to do to turn me on. My skin burned. I panted and writhed underneath him.  What he was doing to me was un- fucking- nerving and ominous because he didn’t make a sound as he brought me to the brink of the best orgasm I’d had in years. That was so unlike Gabriel. He was the demanding type. Before when we fooled around, he would instruct me. Touch me here… cum for me…don’t cum yet. 

Instinctively, I understood he was trying to send me into sensory overload. My anxiety, my fear, the darkness. All of it combined. heightened the sensation of his fingers in me. All I could do was feel.

I was so lost in pleasure that when he finally spoke, I jumped. “This pussy is still so tight.” He pushed deeper. “You’re still a virgin.” It wasn’t a question; it was a statement. He knew the answer without me saying a word, but asked again, this time expecting an answer. “Are you?” I said nothing. He removed his fingers, bringing his heavy hand down on my mons pubis, he spanked my pussy once then twice. I whimpered; my thighs became saturated more of my juices. “Answer me, Justice.”

My heart was beating like a bass drum. I knew when I answered him, I’d seal my fate. He’d think I saved myself for him when I was simply scared of intimacy and losing anyone again. I dodged any man who I feared would matter to me. Many times, I’d thought about just picking a stranger and fucking them, but that didn't sit right with me.

“Yes,” I muttered reluctantly, knowing he would ride me until I answered him.

“Shit.”  He slid his fingers between my folds before he pushed them back into me. “Knowing that makes me want to shove my cock in you even more now. I’ll be the first, the only, and the last to be inside you.” He sounded as if the thought alone was enough to make him cum. His dick jerked against my thigh. 

He groaned. “I can’t cum like this and I need to cum before I sink my dick into you. If I do, with the state I’m in, I won't be able to be gentle. I’m too angry.”

In one swift motion he maneuvered us so we lay back to chest, in spoon position, one of his arms was wrapped tightly around my waist, preventing me from moving. He got a hold of my panties and tugged, tearing them from my body.

He pushed his dick between my thighs and the folds of my pussy. My heart paused when I thought he would enter me. But he didn’t, his dick stayed trapped where it was, he started thrusting his hips, every stroke rubbed against my clit strumming something inside of me, making me want to sing, cry out, confess. Using his other hand, he guided my hip, so I met him thrust for thrust. His breath hitched. I felt his abdomen contract. I gripped the sweat slicked sheets. I could feel my orgasm creeping up my spine. He grunted. I moaned as he slid one hand around to massage my bud. My hips bucked. He used his other hand to roll my nipples between his fingers, the sharp pain caused me to cry out.” Please!” He applied pressure, massaging my clit in tiny urgent circles and I couldn’t help myself. “Gabrielle,” I called out his name as I came.

He body tensed, groaned deep in his throat like he was in pain then came, covering my pussy and thighs with his cum. He kept pumping as he rubbed his essence into my skin.

I was exhausted, depleted. My eyes lulled shut.

I was almost positive I was having a lucid dream when I heard Gabriel say, “I love you, Justice. With every fucking fiber of my being. Have since that first day.” He whispered against my ear.  “I know you love me too. I don’t care if you never say it or how broken or angry or crazy you are. I’ll love you regardless. In darkness or in light.”

I felt the wall I’d erected between us crumbling.  Then I felt him lift my hand…I woke up and he was gone, but I felt the weight of the ring I thought I’d dreamt of— on my finger before I saw it. I was almost afraid to look and when I did my breath caught in my chest. It was a radiant blue teardrop cut diamond on a simple silver band. Clear as a raindrop and I immediately knew that was what it was meant to be. I hated Gabriel for giving it to me. I had never had silly dreams of marriage, kids or a happily ever after because I knew those things were unattainable for me but looking at his ring made me think they were all possible. At that moment, I wanted them. I wanted to be his wife, the mother of his children.  I also wanted to take the ring off and throw it out the window, but I wouldn’t. I couldn’t.

Gabriel always had an uncanny knack at giving me the perfect gifts, like the phone to talk to my sister. When he found out I liked the rain he brought me a machine that simulated the sound so I could sleep and then there was the fact that I found fifty thousand in cash stuffed in my bag after I left his family house. Attached to it was a note: Soar but stay grounded. I'm cutting my heart out and storing it away for now. Because that’s what will keep you safe, but we'll meet again and next time there’ll be nothing or no one for you to hide behind. 

Remembering his words made me want to cry. I got up from bed. Still covered in Gabriel’s cum. My gown was still on, the ban of my shredded panties was around my waist.  I pulled everything off, dropped them to the floor, then made my way to the bathroom. I turned on the shower and got in, leaned into the spray and savored the feel of the water cascading down my skin. 

I closed my eyes and rested my head against the tile wall and let pent up emotions go. When the water turned cold, I got out and dried off. I threw on a sundress. I locked my bedroom door. Took a pic of the ring on my finger. Sent it to Lovie then climbed back in bed and closed my eyes. I was feeling too open to face anybody. 


Justice

Three days passed without me leaving the room or even noticing time passing. I was in my own world. I felt uneven. Like I wasn’t myself. I didn’t even want to sing or text Lovie. I ignored Cisero and Gabriel. I was trying to come to grips with what I was feeling. I couldn’t put it in words, but I felt like I was missing something and that it was right at my fingertips, but I couldn’t grasp it. My empty stomach broke me out of my haze. Even then I stayed in bed.

When I finally did venture out of my old room barefoot, wearing only a light sundress, it was early morning on the fourth day. I followed the smell of bacon to the kitchen. I found Cisero and Gabriel sitting next to each other at the huge kitchen table that I couldn’t ever remember them using before. Their mother said some bullshit about staff eating in the kitchen and family in the dining room. Everything had been upgraded since I’d left, stainless steel appliances, black marble. Everything was modern and sleek. 

Both men paused in the middle of shoveling food into their mouth. Gabriel's eyes immediately ventured to my finger. Where his ring still resided, I couldn’t bring myself to take it off.  He bit into his lip and gave me a look that made me exhale. I snatched my hand behind my back.

He frowned and shook his head. “Good morning, Mrs. Charles. Nice of you to finally join the living.” Gabriel spoke factiously, letting me know verbally he didn’t like my reaction.

Cisero snorted. I narrowed my eyes in his direction. He wouldn’t look at me. But I knew how to get his attention.

“Good morning, Husband,” I said.  

Cisero’s head rose, our eyes connected. His brow rose as if to ask, you’re calling him husband now? 

I smirked.

He frowned. His lip thinning into a straight line. 

He and his brother looked so much alike, had the same mannerism, but they were so different.

“Good morning, Cisero.” I dragged out his name, hoping he understood that I knew what he’d done and that I was angry. 

Gabriel was right, I had to stop being trusting of him, but it was hard. He was the person I leaned on for so long. I turned my attention to Gabriel. He watched me with narrowed eyes.

I pasted a smile on my face. “What’s for breakfast?” I asked. 

Gabriel got up and fixed my plate. On my plate was a cheese omelet, home fries with bacon and waffles with honey, everything exactly how I liked it. I wondered who was cooking and cleaning since they had either let the staff go because they couldn’t afford them or because they didn’t want them to interfere in my kidnapping.

He placed my plate in front of me then pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Eat,” he ordered. 

Then he returned to his plate. Once he sat, we started a staring contest. I couldn’t look away. I was trying to figure out how to broach the subject of what he'd said to me. A part of me still wasn’t sure his words weren’t something I had dreamed.

Cisero cleared his throat, breaking the connection. “You two obviously haven’t fuck yet. What’s the hold up?” he asked then smirked. 

Gabriel turned his head away from me to glare at Cisero. “Mind your fucking business.”

Cisero sneered, bringing his hand down onto the table. His plate rattled.

“This is my business.  It takes two weeks for pregnancy hormones to show on test results, we have six weeks before everything blows up in our fucking faces, and she spent three of those days zoned the fuck out and instead of telling her how unacceptable that is, you fix her a plate and kiss her on the forehead, as if time isn’t of the essence. Fuck her, cum in her or let me do it.” 

The more Cisero talked, the louder he got until Gabriel was screaming back at him. My ears started buzzing, and my brain felt tight.  I reached up and tried to massage the tension away with the palm of my hand.

They kept talking, discussing me like I wasn’t there, like they ruled me or could make decisions for me. My head was spinning. The anger that had been there since they’d brought me back to that place boiled over. Every time they opened their mouths, I got angrier. My composure shattered into a million pieces.

I removed the steak knife from my plate before I reared back and knocked everything in front of me from the table, it crashed to the floor. My knuckles went white from gripping the knife so hard.

My adrenaline spiked, and suddenly, I felt like I was in a car that was going a hundred miles-per hours and it was about to slam into a brick wall, and I didn’t care.

Both their heads snapped in my direction.

I pointed the knife at them. I felt crazed and mindless. My hands trembled.

Both stared at me wide eyed.

“Put the knife down,” one of them said, I’m not even sure which.  I slammed my free hand against the table. “Shut the fuck up! I’m so fucking tired of you two. 

“Are you crazy?”

“Shut the fuck up, Cisero.”  Gabriel yelled at him, then he stood and took a step in my direction, with his hands raised. “Calm down, Justice.” He tried to make his voice sound soothing and calm, but it was anything but. He was worried.

“Sit your ass down.” I raised and pressed the knife I was holding to my neck. 

I felt manic, like whether I slit my own throat, or ran ten miles, or ate ice cream really didn’t matter.

A hurricane of thoughts swirled through my mind. The main one was giving them what they wanted and getting back to my life. It didn’t matter which gave me the baby.

Feeling like it was a rational thing to do at the moment, I leaned back in my chair and spread my legs up on the table.

“You bring me here and treat me like I’m a fucking hand maiden. How about you idiots fight and pummel each other like the Neanderthals you are and whoever wins gets to defile me first.” I was yelling at the top of my lungs.” Let me get it wet for you.” 

I pressed the knife harder into my jugular. “Don’t either of you fucking move.” I could feel the blood the blade drew. Gabriel hissed like I’d cut him instead of myself. Tension grew in his face and limbs, but he remained stock still.

I kept my eyes on him while with my free hand I pulled my sun dress down over my tits, they bounced free.  I brought my hand up, circled my nipple with my fingertip, then palmed my right breast. My heart raced. Banging against my ribcage. I dragged my hand down my torso over my belly.

I recalled how Gabriel had touched me just a few nights before. I emulated him. Touching and pinching and kneading my own flesh until my pussy gushed.

When I finally made it to my burning clit my back arched on contact. I concentrated on rubbing it, tweaking it.  My eyes rolled into the back of my head. My legs trembled. Cisero had long before been forgotten and then I blocked out Gabriel by closing my eyes and just enjoying the feeling of my cold hands manipulating my warm clit until I pushed myself over the edge. I cursed when I came. My entire body vibrated.

I closed my eyes tighter, enjoying the feeling that washed over me. It was a high that wore off too soon.  When I opened my eyes, I became very aware of what I’d done. I righted myself and stood up from the chair. Bang! It hit the ground. I jumped. Both Cisero and Gabriel mouths were agape, they stared at me like I’d lost my mind, but lust also swam in both their eyes. Gabriel’s eyes were ablaze, his face was bright red, his lips pressed in a tight fine line. He looked just as crazed as I felt, like an animal about to attack.

Feeling giddy, but also trapped, I didn’t bother fixing my dress. I left the kitchen quickly.

Behind me I heard Gabriel bark an order at Cisero, “You stay right where the fuck you are.” Then I heard his footfalls.

I didn’t make it to the steps before Gabriel grabbed me from behind, tearing my dress nearly off my body. I slammed my elbow into his solar plexus, snatched away, turned around. I swung the knife I didn’t even realize I was still holding at him. It caught him across the arm.

He reached out and knocked the knife from my hand. “What the fuck, Justice?”

The smell of blood brought me back to my senses.

“I’m sorry, but you made me do this.” 

His face contorted into a mask of fury. He roared, “How, Justice? How did I make you spread your fucking legs at the table and play in your cunt in front of my brother? How did I make you cut yourself?  Try to decapitate me?”

My hands shook. “It’s this fucking ring.” My breathing became more rapid, shallower.

I hadn’t been feeling right since I woke up with it on my finger.

I lifted my hand and stared at it, it was beautiful and felt right on my finger. I didn’t deserve it. I pulled it off and stared at it. I missed it immediately. 

“Put it back on,” Gabriel demanded, sounding as panicked as I felt. 

“No!” I dropped it to the carpeted floor knowing he would not take it back, then I backed away from him. I didn’t stop until at least twenty feet separated me, him and his ring. I could breathe easier then.

But still, I choked out my words. “I’ll be ok when I’m home. Let me go home.”

Gabriel charged me like a raging bull.

In an effort to get away I tripped over my own feet causing both of us to fall. I hit the floor hard, falling onto my back.  Gabriel landed on top of me, knocking the breath from my lungs. He immediately took advantage, trapping me with his weight, he kneed my thighs apart and lay between them, his weight restricting me. There was no moving him. He grabbed my left hand, and I already knew what he was about to do so I balled it into a fist. He squeezed my wrist until the pain was unbearable. He slid the ring back on my finger. He grabbed my face after and forced me to look at him. His finger dug into my jaw.  His hard dick pressed against my stomach. I stopped moving and went still as a statue.

“Don’t ever take my ring off, Justice. Ever again. You’re my wife.” He sounded possessive and deranged. 

Every hair on my body stood on end. “I never asked for this, Gabriel.”

Thick fingers wrapped around my throat. “You’re my wife, Justice.”

I tried to pry his hand free. His grip tightened. “You’re my wife, Justice.”

I shook my head, digging my long nails into his flesh. Shoving at him because I wasn't capable of words.

“You’re my wife.  I'll tie your ass up and keep you tied to my fuckin’ bed until you agree, if I have to.” He screamed in my face and slammed his hand down on the floor next to my head. My ears rang. “Say it.” He demanded.

I gave in. “I’m your wife,” I screamed the words back at him. Not sure if I meant them or if I was saying them to appease him.

He slammed his mouth against mine. Kissed me.  Tugged at my lips with his teeth, suckled at my neck and cleavage. I was still wired from earlier. Itching to feel him inside me.  I found myself reaching into his gym shorts and taking a hold of his hard dick.

“Fuck me, Gabriel.” 

I needed to feel grounded again. In the state I was in. I was sure the pain would center me.  Without hesitation, he lifted his hips, guided his cock to my pussy, then in one fluid motion he plunged the entire length into me. It hurt. He was too thick, too long. He stretched me to my limit, but I didn’t stop him.  The sting brought my back up off the floor. 

He pushed me back down, splaying his hand he pressed firmly into my belly as he fucked me aggressively with long, deep, punishing strokes. I just took the pain—until something inside of my pussy started to unravel. “Harder!” I demanded.

He trailed kisses down my throat, using his teeth to heighten the sensation of his mouth on me. When he reached where I’d cut myself, he sucked the spot. When he pulled away, I could smell the coppery scent of blood in his mouth. He leaned in and whispered against my lips, “Until death do us part, Justice.” 

The tone he used made it sound like a threat. Like he was saying he would never allow me to live without him. I’ll kill you first.  I reached up and grabbed his hair, snatched it as reprimand when I couldn't form the words to tell him he didn’t own me.  He snatched away and dragged his teeth down the column of my neck. “Mine!” He grunted. He fucked me harder. Reiterating his words with action, marking me as his. 

I could feel my orgasm building pressure in my stomach and then it came quicker than I expected, slamming into me, making my body quake, then he was cumming. 

His dick jerked inside me, filling me with warm cum “Mine,” he declared again. 

I whimpered, my pussy contracted, milking him. I clung to him and cried out when he sank his teeth into the flesh on my shoulder. He held me until he was done. Then he went limp, his weight crushing me until I managed to push him off me. His cum and my blood leaked onto my thigh when his cock slid out. He ended up on his back next to me. He pulled my hand into his and intertwined our fingers. I let him hold my hand until my breathing returned to normal then I snatched it away and pushed myself up from the floor. My legs shook. I managed to steady myself by gripping the stair banister.

My eyes immediately connected with Cisero’s. I was aware of the fact that he’d been watching us the entire time.  His eyes were ice. He stared at me like I’d stolen something from him. Like he wanted to kill me. I smirked then dropped my gaze to the floor where Gabriel laid with his eyes closed. His chest rose then fell. 

“We have an audience, husband dearest.” 

He sat up. I didn’t get to see how he responded to finding Cisero watching us. I pivoted and made my way up the staircase. Halfway up I remembered what I had planned to say when I first entered the kitchen. 

I paused mid-step. Raised my voice loud enough to be heard. “Congratulations on the engagement, Cisero. Though I only met your soon to be wife once officially, you know, when Gabriel introduced her as HIS girlfriend—not the night I caught you fucking her in your fathers office— she seems like a nice girl.” 

I had heard everything they said the night I’d gotten married. How people who lived in that house all their lives didn’t know the vents carried voices was beyond me, but then again, I had a feeling Gabriel wanted me to hear. I shrugged and made my way up the stairs to my room then threw myself onto the bed. I laughed into the pillow. I was sure Gabriel and Cisero were probably downstairs regretting bringing me back. I straightened myself in the bed, pulled open the nightstand and searched for my meds. The Ambien, Risperidone and my weed were gone. I knew Gabriel was behind it. 

I shrugged. “Okay…” 

I didn’t like taking them anyway. Plus, my lack of sleep and anxiety would affect them more than me.

Gabriel

Three days had passed since what I was calling “the incident” had taken place. Cisero and Justice were acting as if her little performance hadn’t happened. I was still basking in the aftermath of it. Being inside Justice had been everything I’d imagine it would be.

I would have been content, but out of nowhere, Cisero had called his soon to be wife to join him. I knew that had a lot to do with him not wanting her to ruin his chances of fucking Justice. 

I hated that she was there. She was as obnoxious and pretentious as ever and still trying to get my attention. Cisero ignored it all because she was blond and looked like a supermodel. She fit his image. Cisero was all about image.

“What are you thinking about, dear husband?” Justice started calling me husband mockingly the day of the incident. Always using a sugary sweet tone. The same tone she called Cisero ‘Summertime’ in. It frayed at my nerves and she knew it. I raised my gaze from my plate and scrutinized my wife. She was smiling but it wasn’t reaching her eyes. Ashley giggled, and Justice cut her eyes to Cisero. She frowned and dropped her fork. It clanked against her plate and drew Cisero’s and Ashley’s attention to her. She frowned at them, then looked away.  My jaw tensed.  I was seething inside. Since the minute Ashley had knocked at the door, Justice had been acting like a jealous child.  I had to wonder would Cisero always be an obstacle standing between us. 

“Husband, husband.” She sang my name until I looked at her. “Are you going to tell me what has you looking like you’re about to turn into a werewolf? What are you thinking? Talk to me.”

She didn’t want to talk to me. Every time I’d tried to, she would walk off or behave like a child and dance around with her fingers in her ears. She was taunting me.

I said, “I’m thinking of nothing.”

“No questions for me? You look like you have a question you want to ask. Something to say?” She clucked her tongue.

I snapped. “I don’t have any fucking questions, Justice.”

She laughed and threw her hands up. “Okay, husband.”

She picked up a fork full of eggs, placed them in her mouth and chewed, watching me the entire time.

“I have a question.” Ashley spoke up out of nowhere and I heard every neck in the room turn in her direction.

Justice’s eyebrow rose. “You do? For me?” She pointed to herself. She looked as if she was shocked Ashley was even talking to her. They hadn’t exchanged as much as a good morning after their initial introduction.

Ashley nodded. “Yes, for you.” 

Justice dropped her fork, steepled her fingers and leaned her chin on them. “Well okay. What is it?”

I glared in Cisero’s direction to let him know he needed to leash his bitch, but he too was watching Justice, waiting.

“Why did they’re father leave you all his money?” Ashley asked. 

I dropped my head. Both Cisero and I decided it wasn’t something we wanted to ask, knowing it could open a whole can of worms.

“That’s easy but complicated and what I think is just a theory,” Justice replied coolly.

“What is it that you think?” Ashley asked, sounding all too anxious.

“I think he left me all his money because he was responsible for my mother getting killed or maybe because he felt guilty about making me suck his dick once in a while,” Justice answered nonchalantly. She picked up her fork, then she continued, “y’all didn’t really think he’d brought me to live with y’all out of the kindness of his heart, did y’all?” She chuckled.

I choked on air. I could not believe she had said those words out loud.

Ashley gasped. 

Cisero punched the wall.

“Why didn’t you tell anybody?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “Which part? “

“All of it, gotdamnit?”

“Because there was no reason for you to know. Cisero knew about my mother. We talked about it. It wasn’t like it was directly your fathers’ fault though. He just sold her false promises to get some pussy and like a dummy she fell for it, and when she finally decided to leave my daddy, he didn’t come through for her. My father caught her on the phone begging your father to help her, that’s what started the fight that got her killed.”

“If I would have known about him I woul—” Cisero started. 

Justice cut him off with a wave of her hand. “You would have done nothing. Why lie, Cisero? That’s why I told you things. I didn’t feel you’d do anything about anything. You liked living the life your father provided and wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize that.” 

She nodded towards me. “That’s why I only fooled around with you and never told you anything. You would have killed him, and I would have felt guilty. I already have enough bullshit weighing me down. I didn’t need to burden myself further with your ruined life.  Plus, it wasn’t that bad. He tastes like you, but saltier.” The blaise way she confessed to being sexually assaulted made my heart stutter. Justice truly was off her fucking rocker.

I blinked hard, then looked around.  Both Ashley and Cisero, like me, were frozen in place, mouths gapped open, and stunned silent while Justice began eating again.

It took me more time than I liked for my brain to process all that she’d said.

She was right about one thing. I would have killed him. Justice was barely eighteen when she left. He shouldn’t have ever touched her.

Suddenly, Cisero violently shoved me from behind. Caught off guard, I reacted without thought. I jumped up. My seat crashing to the ground. Fist balled at my side.  Prepared to swing.

Cisero wisely stepped out of my reach but yelled. “You’ve been fucking her since before she left?”

I glared at him. After what she’d just told us, he was more concerned with whether we fucked— than he was with what our father had done to her. He was his father’s son. A textbook megalomaniac.

“We never fucked,” Justice spoke up answering his question before I could respond by punching him in his self-absorbed mouth. 

“We only did hand and mouth stuff and used some toys.” She filled her mouth with more eggs as her eyes volleyed between Cisero and I.  As if she was watching a sporting event.  I realized then she was creating havoc for the hell of it. I removed myself from the fray, mentally. I stepped away from Cisero.

“Why does it matter if he fucked her?” Ashley whined, grabbing Cisero by his white t-shirt and pulling him to her. 

We were still both dressed in basketball shorts and t-shirts after returning from the gym.

I watched Justice eat. She had a slight smirk on her face. Then as if she felt me watching she switched her attention to me. 

She smiled a genuine smile. “It’s getting kind of awkward in here, hubby. I think we should leave and let the happy couple argue in private.”

She dropped her fork onto the plate and stood, held her hand out for me. 

We walked out of the kitchen hand-in-hand. Soon as we could no longer hear Cisero and Ashley arguing, I dropped her hand and grabbed her arm. “Why didn’t you tell me what he was doing to you?”

She sighed and ran her hand through her hair. “Then what? You spend the rest of your life in jail, resenting me? I’ve known how you felt about me for the longest. I’m not blind. I’ve avoided you like the plague because you would go out of your way to try to fix me, to save me. You couldn’t even save yourself.”

She dropped her head and continued. “I knew everything. I heard it all, the things your father had you and Cisero doing, or better yet, you. I heard him in his office bragging about how brutal you were to his enemies and I used to think he was a fucking monster because I knew he didn’t need to do any of the extracurriculars to survive. He just liked being seen as powerful. I was scared for both of you. Scared that one day you all wouldn’t come back. I didn’t want to lose anybody else I cared about. On the nights he called for me, you and Cisero didn’t have to go out. So, I went willingly.” 

Again, Justice had stunned me speechless, she was a lot more observant than any of us thought.

Charles was power hungry. He had been born into money, inherited millions but he wanted to be a mobster for the hell of it.  He just had no heart for it. Neither did Cisero. So what they couldn’t stomach doing. I had to. 

I looked up from my thoughts and Justice was crying. 

I reached out to wipe away the tears. She knocked my hand away.” I don’t need your pity.”

She had that fractured look in her eyes that I had only seen once before. On the night that she almost plunged herself into the depths of the lake outside my fathers’ cabin. 

I’d walked outside to find her teetering on the edge of the dock. She’d spread her arms out, stretching them wide open like a bird ready to take flight. Her hair was in a wild halo of curls that the wind blew through but barely moved. The white gown she wore made her look angelic and for a while I was mesmerized by the fucking purity of it all, then I saw her purposely teeter forward off her feet and onto her toes. The blood in my veins had frozen, my heart flatlined, but my feet propelled me forward. I felt like a slow-moving train, going nowhere fast but somehow, I got to her just before she soared. I wrapped my arms around her. Pulling her to me. I felt death close by, watching. Waiting. I shivered, chilled down to the marrow in my bones. 

“Let me go, Summertime,” she yelled. I held tight. I ground my teeth as she called me my brother, over and over.  It wounded me that she wasn’t familiar with my touch. One that she’d begged for on occasion. Lifting her off her feet I’d hauled her back, far away from the dark water’s edge. She kicked and screamed and thrashed. “Let me go, let me die.” The further I carried her away from death. The harder she fought me and when I couldn’t hold her any longer, she’d turned and pounded my chest like she wanted to break me, break her hands, break herself.  I let her pummel me until her energy waned and her breathing hollowed. Until she went limp, and her body lined up against mine. She sobbed and I held her, and I remember thinking she smelled like vanilla and despair and I wanted her to stop crying and sing for me, my own song like she did for Cisero.  But I wasn’t Cisero. I didn’t know how to manipulate her emotions. I only knew how to make her feel good. 

So, I snatched her head back.  I kissed her, kissed her until her tears stopped. I kissed her until she kissed me back. I shoved her gown up, dropped to my knees in supplication, threw her thigh over my shoulder. Kissed her clit, slithered my tongue inside of her, tasting her walls and when she came, she sang for me a different song. Different from the one I’d ever allow her to sing for Cisero and she called my name like it was hallowed and she clung to me and she touched me. 

When her body couldn’t take anymore, I pulled her down to me, cradled her into my lap and used my softest words to sooth her, when her breathing returned to normal, she had a request. “Sing to me Gabriel.”

It came out in a desperate whisper and though I had a voice for singing I didn’t sing. But at the moment I would have done anything to fix her, to keep her there with me.   I sang for her the first song that came to mind; Breads ‘Diary’ and my tone was perfect, and the lyrics fit because Cisero was who she loved and I was Gabriel the brother who made her feel good, only when she allowed, and I was ok with that so I sang just because it made her happy. 

When there were no more words to sing, we sat in silence until we fell asleep holding each other. When I woke up, she was gone.  I almost thought I dreamt the whole thing until she smiled at me that morning from across the table.

“The first time was at the cabin during Christmas, right after you turned seventeen?” I asked.

“Yes,” her voice cracked.

My blood boiled. 

“You should have told me.” I tried to pull her into my arms.

She stepped away from my embrace. She reached up and lovingly smoothed her fingers down my face. 

“No, I shouldn’t have.” She shouldered her tears away and smiled. “It all turned out for the best. He’s dead, we’re here, alive to fight, fuck and live another day. She backed away from me, taking her body heat with her.

“I have to text Lovie. she's probably worried.” She turned and walked away. I knew not to stop her.” She paused just before stepping onto the first stair. 

“Just for clarification. I don’t care what Meth-Anne does to Cisero, just make sure you keep the bitch’s hands off you from now on. Don’t think I didn’t see her grab your dick. I will fuck her up if tries again.”  She laughed darkly. Then she took the stairs up two at a time. 

A self-satisfied smirk curved my lips as I called behind her, raising my voice to be heard, “Don’t think we’re not going to talk about all that came out today.”

She snorted and continued up the stairs. “If you know what’s good for you, we won’t.”


Justice

“So, you’re hiding from me now?” Cisero asked from behind me.

No, I was hiding from Gabriel, my pussy was sore from all the baby making fucking we were doing, and I was tired of him trying to get me to talk about past trauma. I’d already said as much as was going to say about what his father had done to me. I refused to dwell on it.

I was sitting on their father’s ornate mid-century European settee like I’d done so many times. My leg was thrown over the arm of the chair. My body loose. Reading always relaxed me.

I rolled my eyes and placed the book I'd been reading on my lap as Cisero made his way into the room, his bare feet slapped against the wood floor.

“No, Cisero. I’m not hiding from you.”

He faux gasped. “You wound me when you call me Cisero. It’s like you don’t love me anymore.” He said then flopped down next to me. He reached out and pulled one of my loose curls between his fingers. “You don’t love me anymore, Justice?”  

I removed my leg from the arm of the chair and situated myself so I could face him. He was shirtless wearing only a pair of sweatpants, I could smell his wife perfume and sex sweat on him.  For a moment, my eyes got stuck on his chiseled chest and abs. His tats really were mesmerizing.  When I lifted my eyes, I was met with a smirk.

I clucked my tongue. 

“Love?  That’s a strong word. I barely ever liked you, Cisero,” I said

Cisero was weak, petty and covetous, but he had been my confidant and sort of a friend. Apart of me still wanted to fuck him just to see if the real Cisero would live up to the imaginary Cisero that I’d lusted after years ago. Being back had made me realize that my lust for him had only been because so much of him was exactly like his brother, but Gabriel was the better man.

I knew their father had told both the brothers to stay away from me, but it was also their choice. One Gabriel chose to ignore openly. He was always there, touching me, helping me, wanting me. Cisero was all about appearances so he lurked in the shadows. Where nobody could see him entertaining the fat, broken Black girl, waiting for me to give myself to him. He had a picture in his head of what his life was supposed to be. He wanted to be the bad boy tattoo artist with the blonde wife and blond kids. I fit nowhere in that picture. However, I knew he wouldn’t mind crawling between my thighs a few times or even stringing me along for years like his father had done my mother. That was why I had never gone to him when he sent for me. Why I had barely a thought about him since I’d been gone. I constantly thought about Gabriel though.

He reached out, cupped my face and ran his thumb across my lips. “Why do I think you’re lying, Justice?”

“Because you’re a smug bastard, who thinks the world revolves around him?” I laughed and sat back so his hand fell into his lap. Last thing I needed was Gabriel or Ashley walking in while he was touching me.

He laughed too. Threw his hands up. “I tried.”

“You did. Now can you leave me alone so I can read?”

“Just one question?” He looked serious.

I nodded.  “Go ahead.”

He ran his hand over his mouth before speaking. “Did you really think that you would have told me what my father was doing to you and I would have done nothing? I would have protected you.”

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. “No, Cisero. Now that I think about it, I think you would have helped me.” I lied because he really looked as if he needed me to.

He nodded, digesting the information, then he smiled, putting all thirty-two of his white teeth on display before he got up, and left the room. I shook my head and picked my book back up. One day his smugness was going to catch up with him. He had a lot of shit coming to him. I just hoped he survived it.

My text alert went off.

Lovie- Did you get pregnant yet? If not. Make sure you stick to doggy style or missionary. Riding works against you, gravity and all. Hurry up. We need this baby. It’s our only chance at being normal. We can live vicariously through her. 

I laughed, at first. Then a sense of sadness made my heart ache because I knew if a baby was conceived, I wouldn’t be keeping it. I couldn’t tell Lovie that, so I didn’t text back at all. I felt the sudden urge to sing or yell or cry or rage or fuck. I laid my book to the side, pushed myself up from the sofa and went looking for Gabriel.


Justice

Three weeks had passed since the first time I’d fucked Gabriel, and though I had fucked him many times after, it was always with both of us nearly dressed, him hiking my dress up and pulling his dick through his boxers or over his shorts. Or he’d come to me at night when it was pitch black. I had never seen him naked. As a matter of fact, I’d never seen his room either, not even before I left. I felt strange even being in there. It was too dark to look around. The only light was the one illuminating only the area he stood in.

His back was turned to me. Beads of water clung to his skin like he’d just gotten out of the shower.  The muscles in his back flexed. My breath caught in my chest when I saw his tat. His entire back was covered with my drawing. I’d given it to him not long after he saved me. Nobody knew I drew, not even Lovie. I’d only shared it with him.

I can’t even remember what I was trying to convey with the drawing.  However, I did know that I was the snake, and he was the apple. The sin and the temptation. My mind had been in a fog for weeks after what his father had made me do, but I just couldn’t get the image out of my head. So, I drew it and gave it to him. 

After my initial shock of seeing that tattoo for the first time wore off, I saw the scars. His body was covered in them. The further down my eyes traveled the more scars I saw. A sharp gasp skittered past my lips when I saw the pattern on the side of his upper right thigh, at least a hundred straight lines, all the same width and length. That’s when I realized most had been self-inflicted.

My heart shattered. “What the fuck did you do to yourself?” My voice was shaky, every word wobbled.

He didn’t even seem startled or surprised when I spoke. He swiveled his head and looked over his shoulder at me with a scowl so severe on his face, it made me quickly advert my gaze. I tried but failed to breathe normally.

“What are you doing in my room, Justice?” His voice was low and devoid of emotion. Then I saw why. On his dresser was a set of blades laid out. From biggest to smallest.

I had interrupted him.

I shook my head. And asked him again “What did you do to yourself?

Silence stretched between us.

“Penance,” he said finally.

“That sounds asinine. Why?  Because of what your father made you do?” How hadn’t I realized Gabriel was even more fucked up than I was?

He regarded me with a frown, then he laughed, darkly. It was filled with mocking.

Tilting his chin down to his chest he rubbed the back of his neck. “I don’t cut myself because of what I did, I cut because I still want to do it.” He turned fully to face me. “I like hurting people, Justice. “Holding someone’s life in your hands, watching their soul leave their body. “His eyes sparkled, and I really believed him. “It’s fucking exhilarating.”

My heart rate accelerated but I couldn’t say if it was from fear. When I was off my meds my emotions were jumbled.

He started to advance towards me. He tried to lock me in place with his eyes, but it didn’t work. I took a step back, then another until my back was at the door.

He stepped right up on me, his naked body blanketing me, his hard dick pressed against my belly, he wrapped one arm around my waist. There were scars and burn marks all over his chest too, that didn’t look self-inflicted, and I wondered how he got them. I wanted to trace my fingertips over each one as he told me. 

He leaned in. “Are you scared of me now, Justice? Disgusted by me.” He was so warm his body heat chased away the goosebumps that had broken out on my skin.

I raised my chin and answered him honestly. “No.”

His mint scented breath tickled the side of my face. “Good. I have a secret to tell you.”

“Okay. tell me,” I stuttered.

“I guess Charles was going for a deathbed confession. One day he called me into his room and confessed what he’d done to you. I made him watch me as I gave the lil cunt he married exactly what she had been begging me for. I fucked her right in front of him. Made her beg for it. It was sad and funny, he actually loved her, you could see it in his eyes. Then I told him about Cisero fucking Meredith. Told him that Cisero was the only reason she stayed.  He cried like a baby before I put a pillow over his face.” 

It was an emotionless confession. As if he had just told me he stepped on a roach.

He pulled back to gage my reaction.

“I know you killed him.” I knew Cisero had been fucking Meredith too. I’d never caught them, but it was obvious.

His eyebrow rose in question.

“Back when you used to go out and come back after a night with your father, bruised, knuckles all bloody, you’d have this look in your eyes.  I can’t even describe it with words, but at the time I thought it was sadness or regret, but then I saw you on TV when they gave the press conference to announce his death, you had that same look in your eyes and then I realized what I had been seeing. I also knew Cisero and Meredith were fucking and I knew it was a matter of time before you or Cisero showed up for me. I didn’t think it would be to marry and impregnate me, but I knew I’d be drawn back into your families melodrama eventually.” 

We both became silent after that. 

I was the first to speak. “Since you’re in the mood to confess, why am I here? Why go through the trouble of drugging and kidnapping me? I know you Gabriel, you have resources.” 

He sighed and dropped his forehead to mine. Then he told me what he’d done to keep his father’s company and charities afloat.

“So, you couldn’t have just asked me?”

“Would you have come to help me?”

“Gabriel, despite what you think I care for you.”

I didn’t care that he killed his father. I didn’t care that he liked killing, I had no sympathy for the type of criminals and low lives he dealt with. I didn’t care that he self-harmed in the past, as long as it stopped. I couldn’t judge him. I was just as fucked up as him on so many levels.  But what I couldn’t abide by was the fact that they kidnapped me. I didn’t yet know how I was going to deal with it and before I could even think about it, I remembered what I had come to his room to tell him.

“This seems like it might not be the right time…” I started, but he smashed his lips against mine, cutting me off. Slowly he lifted me, held me against the door. A whimper forced its way between our lips. Our tongues tangled. Then he was carrying me. I linked my arms around his neck.  I sat up when he placed me on the mattress, watched him watch me. 

“You like what you see, scars and all?”

I nodded.

“Take that off,” he gestured towards the simple white knee-length night shirt I was wearing.

I pulled it over my head and threw it towards him. He grabbed my right leg and dragged me across the bed until my ass was at the edge.

He went down to his knees, crouching in front of the bed.

I looked down at him. Anticipation had me gripping the sheet. Gabriel could make my soul ascend from my body with his tongue skills.

My clit pulsed with the pump of my blood.

His fingers slid up my thighs, “You’re so soft,” he said brushing at my clit. I tensed as two fingers breached my cunt.

Then he pressed his lips over my clit and sucked it into his warm mouth. I hissed. I couldn’t think straight as he licked with his tongue while he fucked me with his fingers. When I was close to cumming and chanting his name, he removed his finger and replaced them with his tongue. I sucked in air as tension coiled in my stomach. He licked and sucked my pussy hole until I saturated his face with my juices.

After, he ran small kisses up from my pussy causing me to squirm until he was at my breasts. I was pinned to the bed as he marked me with bites all over my breast and neck. He avoided the nipples until they ached. “Please.”

I was ready to beg him to suck them and when he finally did my back arched off the bed.

Lifting my legs to his shoulders, he penetrated me, going deeper than he’d ever been. I was so wet I could hear the sound of his dick plunging inside of me.

He stared down at me with so much intensity as he fucked me. It was unnerving, but I couldn’t look away. I gripped his strong forearms as he rocked into me. I was so close, I reached for my clit. 

He knocked my hand away.

“Gabriel,” I whimpered, “touch my clit”

His nostrils flared and he choked back a groan. He dropped my legs. Leaned over and kissed me, nipping at my top lip with his teeth, then tugging the bottom one 

He linked our fingers and pumped into me, his pelvis bumping my clit rubbing it until my legs shook. My toes curled as he sped up, demanding my orgasm, it came hard, depleting me of all my energy. He came gripping my hips hard enough to bruise, then he situated me so we were in a spooning position, slid his dick into my pussy from behind. It wasn’t until after his second orgasms, when I was fighting sleep that I remembered to tell him I was pregnant.


Justice.

Gabriel and Cisero woke me up at the crack of dawn to have some old white man they told me was a doctor prod around my vagina. I had to piss in a cup. Cisero cheered like he’d won the lotto when the doctor came into the kitchen and announced I had the pregnancy hormone in my urine. Gabriel had stared at me like he could see through to my soul and then he kissed me like he was trying to steal it. I had to eyeball that bitch, Becky or Amber or whatever the fuck her name was, because she kept staring at Gabriel like she missed him.

Then the three of them left with my signature on the papers that would turn their father's estate over to Gabriel. When I heard a car pulling up to the house, I assumed it was them. They’d been gone for four or five hours. I continued cutting vegetables. I decided to make dinner for them so we could discuss my return to my life. I didn’t know how receptive Gabriel would be to that idea. When I texted Lovie my plans, after telling her I was pregnant, she thought it was a bad idea. She wanted me to consider actually staying married to Gabriel. A part of me wanted to do that, but I kept thinking about the scars on his body. He was dealing with his own demons and didn’t need to add mine. And what if he didn’t want to go back with me? I couldn’t stay there, not even for him.

“They finally left you alone?” I recognized the voice immediately. Michael, his mouth right next to my ear.  His smell of stale cigarettes and cheap cologne agitated my nose.

“What are you doing here?” I sidestep out of his space and turn to glare at him. I had forgotten he existed. He hadn’t been back since the night Gabriel sent him away.

He took a step closing the space that separated us.

“Move please.” I fought the urge to push past him, backing instead, further away from the door. I slipped the knife I’d been cutting onions with to my side.

He reached out and tugged at one of my loose strands of hair.  It bounced back in place when I snatched my head backwards. Instead of running right away. Like an idiot, I stared into the void in his eyes. I had guessed it. He was trouble. 

“I waited for them to leave so we could have some alone time. I saw how you looked at me.” He said that right before he lunged at me. 

I swung the steak knife I’d been concealing at his throat. “Bitch!”  He cursed but stopped coming for me. He looked down at his arm. He stared at the thin line of blood as if it had mesmerized him. While he was distracted, I lifted my arm and brought the knife down. I was going for his chest, but it ended up in his shoulder, hitting bone it wouldn’t go any further. He screamed as if he had been stabbed— well he had been stabbed. I snatched the knife out and he screamed again.

I decided then instead of trying again to dole out another lethal blow that would probably miss, to make a beeline for the exit then. Turning, I ran, barefoot toward the front door.  Just as I put a foot over the threshold, he grabbed me. Tangling his hand in my oversize white T-shirt, he yanked me back so hard the fabric ripped. I could feel cold air on my beasts. Falling backwards into him, I swung my elbow catching him in his midsection, causing him to nearly fall. How he managed to stay upright and keep his hold on me was beyond me.

“Let me the fuck go.” Struggling, I attempted to run forward, hoping the momentum caused my shirt to rip completely and free me. He held tight, chuckling wickedly. “Yes, I like when you fight me. That shit makes my dick hard,” he growled. 

Ignoring his words, I remembered I was still in possession of the knife, too bad for him he hadn’t.  I reached back and shoved it in his upper thigh, gaining myself a short reprieve, he went to one knee but managed to grab my arm and snatch me back, I fell on my ass and bounced. Ignoring the pain, I scrambled up on my knees. Even after being stabbed. Somehow, he made it up onto his feet before me. I guess he was really determined to do whatever he had come to do.

He stepped in front of me, fisted my hair, and then used it to pull me up from the ground.  I cried out. My scalp burned. It felt like he was pulling my hair from the root. 

“Feisty. I like it.” He declared. Damn near slurring his words like he was high.

That’s when I realized he was getting off, this was some sick sex foreplay to him. My heart sped up. The fact that he was going to rape and probably kill me settled in.

“Do you fight the brothers before they fuck you?”

“Fuck you!” I managed to swipe him with my long nail across the face. He shoved me and swung out at the same time; his hand connected with the side of my face. He hit me so hard my head swam and my ears rang. My mouth filled with the taste of copper. I sagged towards the floor. I had never been hit that hard in my life. I ended up on bended knee again. He circled behind me and again he grabbed my hair, this time he used it to pull me backwards onto the ground. My back hit the tiled floor. Woosh, my lungs deflated. I couldn’t scream, couldn’t breathe. It got even harder when he got on top of me. He ripped my shirt further. Acid rose from my stomach, I could feel the bile burning the back of my throat. He was speaking, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying. The ringing in my ears was too loud. I felt him though. Roughly he grabbed my breast, leaned down and bit into the nipple.  I bucked from the pain. He laughed and palmed my face; he then slammed my head back into the tiled floor. My ears rang louder. He started trying to unbutton my jeans. I didn’t bother to even fight anymore. I had no energy left. Just as I accepted my fate, I was able to breathe again. His weight was lifted off of me.

I scrambled up on my knees, air returning to my lungs, I prepared myself to fight. I finally looked up and found Michael pressed against the wall. The knife I put in his shoulder was protruding from his stomach. I expected to see Gabriel, but it was Cisero who had him by the neck. Both his meaty hands squeezed his throat. Michael was turning blue. I still couldn’t hear, and my vision was blurry.

I tried to stand still but wobbled. I was falling when Gabriel scooped me up. I didn’t even have to see him to know it was him. The bile I had swallowed earlier rose in my throat, lurched forward. I threw up all over myself and Gabriel. 

Next thing I remembered was coming awake with bright lights shining in my face. Cisero’s face came out of nowhere, blocking them out.

My throat was so dry, it hurt to talk, but all I could think about was being with Lovie. My phone was the closest I could get to her. I needed it.

“My phone?” I croaked. 

I felt it seconds later being pressed into my hand. I was numb, but also hurt, though I wasn’t sure it was physical pain. I just wanted to sleep. 

“I killed him for you.” I heard Cisero whisper against my ear. 

He smelled like coffee and cheap soap. I found that odd for some reason and it stayed on my mind until everything went black again.


Gabriel

4 months later

I paced back and forth in the small dressing room. Wondering what Justice's response to seeing me was going to be. She had snuck out of the hospital a few nights after the incident, leaving only a note behind asking us to leave her alone for at least a year. I made it four months. That was as long as it took me to get my affairs in order once my father’s estate was turned over to me.

“You’re nervous. Why?”  Cisero asked lifting a thick brow. He sat across from me on the sofa.

Of course, I was fucking nervous. 

Frustrated I fisted my hand at my side.

“Stop talking to me, Cisero.” 

I hadn’t even wanted him to come.  I was still trying to get use to him being around. He kept buzzing around like he thought I would kill myself or something. I allowed him because for the first time when he was needed, he’d stepped up.  He had saved Justice. We weren’t best buddies or anything, but our relationship was better than it had been in years.

The door banged open; music flooded in.  Justice was grinning, fanning herself with two one hundred-dollar bills when she walked in. “You know just because you pay him to let you back here doesn’t mean he isn’t going to tell me you’re back here. He also gives me half.” 

I gasped and My knees almost buckled. The sight of her rounded belly was so surprising.  My eyes got stuck there. I couldn’t speak.  

She broke into the silence. “Husband. Summertime.” Her voice was full of affection as she smiled at both of us.

I could tell by how loud she was and by her movements that she was in a manic state, which meant she wasn’t taking her meds. I didn’t care, we’d figure it out later.

. She came over. Rose up on her tippy toes and kissed me on the mouth, slid the money into the breast pocket of my dress shirt, then she made her way over to Cisero who was grinning from ear to ear. She hugged him. He bent, meeting her at her height and whispered something in her ear.

“Still don’t like you, but I do love you, like a brother,” she responded to whatever he said. 

She came back over and snapped in my face. “Are you okay? I hope you’re not still dwelling on what happened months ago. All is well. All is forgiven. Thank Lovie for that.”

They called her name to come back to the stage.

I found my voice. “You kept it?” I asked the obvious question.

She shook her head at me. “Not it, her. I kept her. Mostly because Lovie said she’d refuse to talk to me if I didn’t and I was kind of attached to her already.” She rubbed her belly. “I think a baby will get Lovie out of the house or she’ll allow me to come visit if I bring her. But I can’t talk right now. I have a set to finish my set.  When I come back you can drive me home and we’ll figure out how you can fit all of you and your issues into my little two-bedroom house, because I’m not moving.” She said, then she fluttered out of the room.  Diaries Bread started playing.

“She seems well.” 

Cisero broke me out of the haze I was in. I ran her words back in my head. Then realized what she said. A smile tugged at my lips.

“I guess I’m moving.” I spoke absentmindedly.

“I guess you’re moving.”

I started making plans in my head that Cisero interrupted. 

“Big brother, not to rain on your parade. But what happens when your child is walking and talking and thinking and asking to speak to her beloved aunt, then Justice gives her a broken, long disconnected phone and tells her to text a sister that’s been dead since she was fifteen?” 

Justice had woken up in the hospital and said a police officer told her, her sister had gone to live with her real father in California. The police hadn’t even gotten a chance to speak to her. She’d dreamt or imagined it all. No matter what anyone told her, she wouldn’t believe that her sister was gone. The doctors wanted to put her in a facility. Charles said no. Then he arranged for her to come live with us. I can recall watching her from the stairs as she walked into our home looking lost. She was so beautiful, but her eyes were dead. I wanted to fix her.

She cried and had nightmares for a week straight, only stopping when Cisero would sleep with her. I was jealous and wanted to help her, too, so I came up with the phone idea. I texted her as her sister.  I told her I was okay a few times and it seemed to work. She acted normal. Charles found out what I had done and disconnected the phone, but Justice kept talking to her sister. Cisero and I went with it and would threaten anybody who found out if they even thought about saying something to her. A few incidents happened where someone showed her an article that proved her sister was indeed dead and she freaked the fuck out, violently. Then a few days later the delusion would begin again.

Meredith insisted that she see someone if she wanted to continue to live with us. Even after being given meds for hallucinations, PTSD and anxiety by her therapist, she continued to imagine she was talking to her sister on that phone.

I shook the memory away and cut my eyes to Cisero. “I really don’t know.” 

I would figure it out in time. If she was willing to stick by me knowing all that I was, I was willing to stick by her.


Epilogue

“If you look closely enough, you'll find that everything has a weak spot where it can break, and eventually, it will break.”

― Anthony Hopkins

I woke up feeling heavy and groggy and the sun was so bright it burned.

I turned my head away from the light.  Turning away didn’t help though. It was too big like the sun was shining directly on me. I threw my left arm over my eyes, blocking most of it out. I tried to go back to sleep when suddenly, the realization that something was not right hit me like a punch to the stomach.

I wasn’t in a familiar place. My surroundings felt different. Smelled differently. The bed I was in was softer than my own and smaller. I went to sit up but couldn’t. I heard the clinking of metal before it bit into my skin. What in the fuck? I tried to move my right arm again — I couldn’t. That’s when I knew for sure I’d been handcuffed. I tried to move my legs, and those too were restricted. I was naked and cold, goosebumps dotted my skin.

What in the hell had I gotta myself into?

My heart sped up, but there was no panic or fear.  Why wasn’t I panicking? 

I tried to recall something that would explain why I was handcuffed to a bed, but no recent memories emerged. The last thing I clearly remembered was dancing with Justice at my niece’s, LaLa’s, first birthday party. They both had looked so beautiful dressed in all white, smiling. LaLa was the spitting image of her mother, but with vibrant blue-hazel eyes.

“Summertime, you’re awake.” A chill ran down my spine. Only Justice called me Summertime, but I knew Justice's voice as well as I knew my own and the person who had spoken was not Justice. Though she sounded close enough. Like Justice, but without the southern twang. Just as melodic as Justice, though. I knew she’d be able to sing too.

I lifted then snatched my head toward the said voice. About twenty feet away stood a woman that looked so much like Justice that it was unnerving. There were a few differences. Her skin was lighter but not by much, her body wider, and instead of long, flowing curls, she had her hair shaved on the sides and the top was a mop of short, soft-looking curls. They had the same sad eyes, though. I was so confused I just stared at her while she stared back at me with a goofy grin on her face, as if she were in awe of me.

“Who are you?” I made myself ask.

“I’m Lovie,” she replied with a big bright smile. That was the only thing about her that didn’t remind me of Justice, at all. Justice didn’t smile as big or as bright, and Justice’s smile didn’t make my heart ache as her imposters did.

“I’m sure Justice has told you all about me, though we never had the pleasure of actually meeting.”

Instead of dwelling on the feelings she invoked, I laughed. I would kick Gabriel’s ass for playing with me. This was obviously a prank.

“Lovie’s dead,” I spoke up.

The imposter shook her head, her hair bouncing. “No. I’m not.” She raised her arms and spun for me, childlike. “Though Daddy tried to kill us, it didn’t take.” She pulled her gown down to expose a bullet wound right over her heart. “An inch to the right, and I’d be as dead as you claim I am.

I blinked hard, then closed my eyes.

I had to be dreaming or high. Maybe that’s why I couldn’t feel regular emotions. 

“You’re not dreaming. You might be high. The drugs are still in your system.”

I hadn’t even realized I’d spoken out loud.

“Drugs?”

She nodded. "Yes, the drugs I gave you. Well, I didn't physically give them to you,” she explained in a tone that implied she thought I was stupid for asking her.

“How? Why?”

She made her way over and stood at the foot of the bed. She was beautiful, and I couldn’t help but notice her thick nipples pressing against the fabric of the white nightgown she wore. I quickly moved my eyes back to her face to keep my dick from hardening. I didn’t need her thinking I was a willing participant in her madness.

"When you left the party, you were pretty smashed, so you probably don’t remember her, but the girl you left with, Angela. I paid her to inject you and bring you here.”

“Why would you do that?”

She shrugged. “I want a baby, and since you’re the only man I ever loved, I want you to give it to me.”

I couldn’t hold in the chuckle that slipped between my lips.

“You’re fucking crazy. You can’t be serious.”

She flashed me a look of contempt.

“Don’t call me crazy, you little dirty chickpea.”

Maybe she was Justice’s sister. Justice hated being called crazy. “You are crazy if— “Stopping mid-sentence, I paused.  The rest of what she said had sunk in.

I asked. “Chickpea?”

“Yes. That’s what your name means in Latin. I researched everything about you. You’re a flamboyant crab, a Cancer sun with a Leo moon.  You want to have a good heart, but you’re moody, vindictive, and petty. You like steak and shrimp for dinner. Your parents are—"

“Okay. Okay. Okay,” I bleated out, interrupting her tirade. “I have so many questions.”

She smiled as if she’d been waiting for my response for a while.

“You have questions. I have answers. Every time you give me semen, I’ll answer your question. Let me be clear, I don't want just your jizm. I want orgasms too, and I want you to eat my pussy, lots of kissing.” She spoke a mile a minute.  “I also wanted you to do me like Jason did Lyric in that movie. Wash my feet and fuck me real deep and slow in the grass under the sun, but since I don’t go outside, that has to just remain a fantasy.”

She rocked on her heels as if just the thought of what she was about to make me do made her giddy. Then she did the last thing I expected. She grabbed the hem of her gown and pulled it over her head.

My breath caught in the back of my throat. Fuck, she is beautiful. Not a scar or blemish anywhere, perfect.

She kept talking, but it was hard for me to concentrate on what she was saying with her being naked and all. I couldn’t look away, so I closed my eyes.

“And you say you’re doing all this because you love me?  How can you love me but don't even know me?”

She scoffed.

“I never met you, but I know you.”

“You know nothing outside of some surface-level bullshit you can find on the internet.”

“No!” she yelled. “I know you on a deeper level. For years, Justice talked about you all the time. Cisero, this. Cisero that. Different than she talked about Gabriel, she like-liked Gabriel, she was—"

She paused and changed direction mid-sentence. “Fix your face, Cisero.” I hadn’t realized I was frowning. The skin on my face felt tight.

“If you wanted to fuck her so badly you should have done it when she offered, instead of listening to your daddy. She told me about the night she left. Maybe if you weren’t such a coward, you could have fucked love into her instead of letting your brother do it and it would be Gabriel here instead of you.”

I opened my eyes to glare at her.

She cocked her head, giving me a pitying look.

“I’m sorry that you'll never get to know what it’s like to slide between my sisters’ thighs. Even if, by chance, she allowed you to, Gabriel would kill you. So, I’m the next best thing,” she said matter-of-factly, while enticingly dragging her nails over her exposed flesh.

I cut my eyes away from her, she looked too pleased by the low blow she hit me with.  But I did fix my face like she’d told me. The last thing I wanted anyone to know was how much it hurt watching my brother live the life I wanted.  I had thought perfect meant having a life I could live in the public eye, with a woman people would stop and stare at. That people would envy.

It didn’t take long for me to realize that my idea of perfect had been superficial and fleeting.  I hadn’t considered happiness until Gabriel found his. Justice loved him, scars and all.  I wanted that.

Did I want it enough to begrudge my only brother?  Yes.  I won’t lie and say I wouldn’t. Every fairytale needed a villain, and I was the bad guy in my brother's happily ever after. If I thought Justice would love me like she did him, I’d slit his throat without remorse like I’ve done to Michael when he dared put his hand on her.

I wasn’t as scared or as soft as Gabriel thought I was. I came from the same stock as him, was cut from the same cloth. In the past, I just detested the idea of my being our father's puppet. He pulled Gabriel’s strings until they nearly snapped. Not me.  What in the fuck did I look like getting blood on my hands so Daddy could pretend to Al Capone? But I knew Justice would never love me as she loved him. She had never even looked at me like she looked at him.

“Cisero!” Lovie yelled, drawing my attention back to her.

I looked up.

She snapped her fingers. “No more talking, Cisero”

I blinked, and she was straddling me. Even hovering more than a few inches above my painfully hard cock, I could feel the heat from her pussy.  She stayed there, watching me as I tried to resist the urge to beg her to sit on it.

I protested instead. “Get off of me. This is insane.”

“Are you calling me crazy again, Cisero?” She smiled menacingly down at me. I opened my mouth to tell her no, the situation was crazy. She probably was too, but I wouldn’t push my luck by saying it.

Nothing came out no matter how many times I opened my mouth and moved my tongue. What in the hell was happening?

I heard Gabriel’s voice. “Justice!” he yelled.

My head turned in the direction of it, there was nothing but darkness. Darkness that seemed to be spreading, quickly consuming the room.

“No! No! No. Not now. I’m not ready to go.” Lovie shouted, snatching my attention back and holding it by wrapping her cold hand around my too-hard dick. Her face was contorted, so much so that she started to look even more like Justice, then I couldn’t see her at all.  I felt her though. Like we were one. As if we were the same person. And then suddenly, everything was black, and both I and Lovie disappeared.

-----

“Justice, come back,” I heard my name being called from what seemed like a long distance. I wanted to ignore it but the voice was incessant and nagging. Against my will, reality started floating back like smoke, the scenes from my fantasy along with Lovie and Cisero faded away as Doctor Gabriel Charles snapped two thick fingers in my face.

After blinking a few times, my vision became clear enough to see him kneeled in front of me.

“Do you know where you are?” His kind eyes bored into mine.

I shrugged. “Yes. Of course, I do. I’m here with you, just daydreaming.”

He sighed then leaned back out of my space. Removing his glasses, he pinched the bridge of his nose as if he was exhausted before rasping out, “What you call daydreaming is part of your illness, Justice. You’ve been sitting in this seat by the windows for hours in a fugue, with different emotions playing on your face. Singing randomly. You even loudly introduced yourself as Lovie, your dead sister, and asked someone to impregnate you.” He shook his head. “This would stop happening if you kept taking your meds. You could be on tour. Michael called. He wants to know if he'll be able to see you soon. He says the record label is anxious to get you back healthy and out on the road. I too am anxious to get you back to doing what you love.”

He looked so serious as if he really wanted me better.

Problem was, I didn’t want to get better. Not in the way he was speaking of. The moments alone in my head were always better than reality. Sometimes, I would imagine Lovie hadn’t died, and when the memory of her death was too heavy to pretend it didn’t happen, I could live life for the both of us. Why would I not want to be able to escape?

Why would I want to live in a reality where my dad had killed my mother and sister and almost me. In reality, I had been taken from the hospital to a girls' home, where I aged out, not to live with two brothers I lust over.

After girls home, with only five hundred dollars, I hitchhiked from Georgia to Florida where I ended up singing in various nightclubs to keep a roof over my head. I was content and as mentally stable as someone who had been through what I’d been through and saw.

Until I met Michael, my husband, and manager. He and my version of the song Summertime took me from smoky nightclubs to the top of the R&B charts.

Unfortunately, what my father had done became the forefront of my success story though. Every interviewer wanted me to retell the story of the night my entire family died. 

Reliving what he had done over and overtook a toll on me. I had a very public breakdown that I never recovered from. I was diagnosed with PTSD and dissociative disorder. That started a ten-year stint of me in and out of the mental hospital.

Whenever Michael got a new side piece, he would use my illness as an excuse to lock me away so he could fuck them without interference from me.  The gag was, I didn’t give a fuck who he fucked, as long as he didn’t touch me. It had gotten to the point where just his presence made my skin crawl. He was scum.

When I first started out in the business, he preyed on my naivety and stole a lot of money from me. He convinced me he loved me, and I gave him my virginity and hand in marriage. In return, he found every reason to keep me drugged and locked up.

The only reason I stayed was because I was determined to make him pay for all he’d done for me. I would kill him one day! I swore on my dead sister. I had thought of so many ways to do it. A knife to the chest. Oops, he fell down the stairs after I pushed his ass. Then I’d play insane, using all the times he locked me away in my favor to get off scot-free.

I could see myself now, doing my best to pretend I was sorry. Hands in prayer position, I’d emote grief and regret with all that was in me. I’d pout across the courtroom at the judge, “Sir or ma’am. I found out he’d used my illness to gain power of attorney over me and spent millions of my money on other women while I was locked away. I just snapped, your honor. I just snapped.” Cue the tears. Hand to my head, I’d swoon, because it’d all be too much to for me handle.

I sniggered at the dramatic performance taking place in my head, then shook it loose. Plus, Sanctity Hill was more like a luxury getaway than a visit to the nuthouse. It also had its perks.

“Are you listening to me, Justice?”

I sighed then raised my eyes to meet his.

“Yeah, I hear you, Gabriel, but do you think I care about what my conniving husband wants?  And also, if I went back in the state I’m in, I’d definitely, by mistake, on purpose push him down the stairs of the big ass depressing house he used my money to buy.” I mumbled the last part.

Gabriel heard me. He shook his head in an admonishing manner. “I told you to not ever joke about killing your husband in front of me again. By law, I’d have to report you to the police if I thought you would really do it.”

I wanted to laugh in his face.

The all-knowing head doctor didn’t know shit. At least not about me. If he did, he’d know I was deadly serious. Just biding my time. Instead of laughing, I licked my lips and sat up straight.

“You know I’m joking.”

He nodded, but his lip twitched, and he was hardly able to make eye contact any longer.

Maybe does know me.

Reaching out, I took his jaw in the palm of my hand, roughly forcing him to look at me.  Heat flashed in his eyes. Running my thumb across his lips, I smirked at him. “Would you really tell on me if I did? “

As if in a daze. He slowly shook his head no.

I didn’t think so. And that’s what I was counting on.

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to his as my free hand made its way under his sweater. I kissed him hard and fast, encouraging him to kiss me back. He did, leaning into me. Caging me in the place with his hands on either side of the chair, he pulled my bottom lip into his mouth. I moved my hand up his torso over hard muscle until I reached his throat, then I dragged my nails back down. Gabriel grunted into my mouth.

He liked a little pain with his pleasure.

Trailing my hand down further, I didn’t stop until I reached his belt. I started undoing it while he nipped at my lips with his sharp teeth. The sound of metal clanking against metal rang out in the quiet room as I unfastened it with one hand. Just as I got it undone, Gabriel pulled away.

I needily reached for him.

He knocked my hands away and stood. “No, Justice,” he sneered.

I stared up at him in disbelief.

He started pacing while refastening his belt. “I told you I can't do that with you anymore.  We’ve had this talk.”

We had talked about it. I didn’t think he was serious.

We’d been fucking for nearly ten years on and off.  Just two weeks ago after I arrived back at Sanctity Hill, after a six-month separation, he had ended things between us. Come to find out.  While I was gone, he had married his childhood sweetheart. The perfectly perfect blonde he'd been stringing along before he even met me. I’d met her once. When they came to one of my concerts.  She seemed boring.

He also said we needed to end things because I didn’t want anything real with him. Said I seemed more fixated with the thought of him saving me. He was wrong. I could save my fucking self. Had been doing so since I was a child. I just liked the way he felt inside me.

“Oh… I forget.  You’re faithful to your wife now because she's trapped you with a pregnancy,” I taunted nastily. I was bitter.

The muscle jumped in his jaw as he snatched his head around to glare at me.

Since I had the attention, I said, “I could give you babies Gabriel’s.”

That’s what he wanted. Me, swole with his baby, barefoot and cooking his dinners in a house with a white picket fence. He’d been trying to get me to run away with him and pretend to be normal since a few months after the first time I’d been checked in.

Back then, he had revealed his undying love for me, even though we both knew I couldn’t love him back. I did suck his dick as if his cum was key to my sanity as an apology. It made him forget, for a while.

Sitting back lifting and spreading my legs over the arms of the chair, I bared myself to him. The silk robe I’d been wearing all day with nothing underneath slid up my thick thighs. The cold air chilled my hot slick pussy as I waited for him to react.

His eyes got stuck on between my legs for a second, and at that moment, I thought I had him. Then I saw his jaw flex and his nostrils flare. He rushed me.

Grabbing my arm, he snatched me from my seat. His big fingers wrapped firmly around my throat.

I gasped as my back hit the wall behind me.

I was forced to stand on my tipped toes, and I was still not tall enough to meet him eye to eye. Which made me think about the fact that we’d never be on equal footing. Not in any way.

For good measure, he fisted my robe into his other hand, forcing me to stay there.

He spoke without care and with finality when he said, “You won’t keep doing this to me, Justice. I asked you to leave Michael to be with me before I ever married her. Now you want me to hurt her and my child for you, so you can continue to string me along?”  A faint growl followed his words before he spat, “Never.”

I leaned my head back as far as I could with his hold on me to look into his angry eyes.

“If you deny me now, I won’t be back, Gabriel.” I wouldn’t, the next time he’d see me would be at my murder trial.

His already dark gaze flashed darker before he lied, “I don't care.” I could see that he more than cared in his eyes.

But then, did I really want to break up the happy home he could build with his wife?

My own saliva soured in my mouth as the voice in my head answered for me.

No. I might be crazy, but even half out of my mind, I knew fucking up another woman’s world for my own selfish gain wasn’t right.

“Fine,” I answered, nodding.

He studied my face before repeating the one word. “Fine? That’s all you have to say to me. After all this time?”

Even more anger flashed across his face.

He wanted me to fight for him. It was better if I didn’t.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He let me go, lightly shoving me away. I moved back into his space, to his side as he stared at the wall. He didn’t move, but he tensed up.

I knew I couldn’t be with him in real life, outside those walls. If I’m being very honest. I didn’t want to. Gabriel would eventually come to resent me because he couldn’t fix me and I’d resent him because he kept trying. I knew eventually I’d have to let him go, but I wasn’t quite ready yet.

“So, this is it?” I whispered.

Instead of answering me. He turned and gave me a hard stare as he pulled the two-way radio from his belt.

“Patient Garcia is ready to be taken back to her room.” He spoke into it, then gave me his back. Not even a full minute later, the door buzzed up.

Cisero, my favorite orderly came through it. I didn't need to turn to look to know it was him.  The energy in the room shifted as it did only for him. 

“Yes, doctor,” he spoke up, breaking through some of the tension that caused the room to feel stifling.

Gabriel finally turned. His eyes avoided mine. He looked at everything but me. That hurt, somewhat. If I were normal, I’d probably be a fucking mess knowing this was the end of us.

He waved Cisero over, they exchanged a few words I couldn’t hear. I was already trying to escape back into my head but was centered firmly back in reality when Cisero’s callused hand wrapped around my arm.

With trepidation causing my heart to beat like a bass drum, I gave Gabriel one last glance before I allowed him to guide me backward. Sorrow crept up my spine. I began feeling inept for not being able to give Gabriel what he wanted. Maybe the powers would have pity on me in the next lifetime and I’d meet him again. He finally looked up at me just as I stepped over the threshold. The door closed too soon, blocking my view of him. The resounding clicks from the door signified the end of us. I felt sad, well, as sad as my muted emotions would allow me to be.

Cisero kept guiding me until we stopped in front of my room. I could smell my expensive perfume wafting from under the door.

I yelped loudly from the surprise of him pushing me into the room, then gasped when my back hit the wall. Suddenly, Cisero was right in my face. I could smell the mint and hint of alcohol on his breath. Cisero never followed the hospital rules.

“I told you to go tell him it was over, and you did everything but—"

“I tried, but—”

“No!” he yelled. His eyes darted around the room as if he expected someone to be in there with us, then brought his eyes back to mine. Lowering his voice, he continued, “I heard every word you said to him, you didn’t try.” He sneered. The sheer look of jealousy on his face should not have, but it did make me giddy.

“I told him it was over.”

Cisero shook his head. “You're such a liar, you practically begged him to fuck you.”

Bowing my head in submission as he liked, I reached out running my fingers down his shoulder soothing the beast. His body relaxed under my touch. I had been dealing with for Cisero nearly as long as I’d been dealing with Gabriel. They were so different. Where Gabriel was controlled and studious, Cisero was chaos. He was fun to be with.

I’d fucked them both for the first time maybe days apart. Gabriel didn’t know about Cisero though.

“You know I only love you.”

The responding look he gave me said he didn’t believe me.

“I was just pretending.”  I was lying. I loved Gabe just as much as him. 

Then I wondered, could I call what I felt for either of them ‘love’?

Could one person love two people at the same time, equally? If they’re crazy like you, they can, the voice in the back of my head that sometimes spoke to me injected her two cents. I held back a chuckle as Cisero splayed his hand against my belly.

“’I could give you babies’ doesn’t sound like pretending.”

Dropping my head, I rolled my eyes so he couldn’t see, while I thought out my next action. I couldn’t have him mad at me. He would be the one I used to help me kill my husband.

I decided to go with, “I’m sorry.” A fake apology means just as much as a real one. Doesn’t it?

“Oh yeah. So, you’re sorry?” he replied.

He let me go then walked backward until he was in front of the chair next to my queen size bed. He sat down, then slide forward until he was at the edge. Silence stretched out between us as his lips settled into a firm line. “Show me,” he invited as he started unbuttoning his white uniform pants.

I prepared myself to do just that by dropping to my knees to crawl to him. Instead of hitting the solid ground, I kept falling.

Cisero disappeared. I opened my mouth to scream but only managed to suck in air. I tried again and was able to belt out “no” before I stopped falling. My body started shaking.  

I was jolted forward. Strong hands cupped my face. “It’s okay. It was just a dream, stop screaming.”

My eyes flew opened.

Ice blue eyes peered back at me. Gabriel’s.

Sleep fog slowly started to clear from my brain. It only took a second for me to realize I was at home, in bed, not in a mental hospital, once it did.  I wasn’t Lovie. Michael was dead and not my husband.

“I’m Justice.” I meant to think it but spoke out loud.

The bed shifted. A set of hands wrap around my waist.

“Yes, you are Justice,” Cisero chimed in. His voice was heavy with grogginess.

I was positive I was not dreaming now. I was firmly settled back in reality.

Gabriel removed his hands and pulled me down towards the mattress as he went.

We faced each other, while Cisero was at my back.

“Do you need me to sort out anything for you?”

I shook my head no.  

He didn’t listen. “We kidnapped you, I got you pregnant. You and I are married, Lala is real. Michael is dead.”

I nodded.

Cisero spoke up, sounding more awake. “Which one was it this time?”

I had recurring nightmares, the same five, at least 5 times a year. Which was a lot less than having them every night like I had after Michael had attacked me. They stopped coming so frequently after Cisero called off his wedding to Ashley and moved in to help us with LaLa. So, he said, I think he moved in because he was lonely.

“Mental hospital and Lovie rapes you.”

I held my breath after saying her name, waiting for grief and feelings of it to reduce me to tears. I exhaled when neither came. It had been two years since I had let go of the idea of Lovie being alive and the phone, I talked to her on. Having a two-year-old throw a fit because she couldn’t speak to her aunt was a good way to put things into perspective. I had struggled at first, I went to therapy. The therapist gave me a shit ton of med. I eventually learned to cope with the fact my sister was gone and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Oh yeah?” he sniggered as his hand left my waist and ventured downward. “That one always makes you horny.” I hissed when his thick fingers made contact with my clit.

“Yes, it’s very wet.” He started circling my nub. Without prompt, Gabriel dipped his head and took my nipple into his mouth.

After Cisero moved in, we couldn’t deny the sexual chemistry and feelings between us. Gabriel listened to reason, and they decided we’d just live, love and grow together.  We were one big happy family. Me, Gabriel, Cisero, and our two children.

Closing my eyes, I laid my head on the pillow as they began to work me into a frenzy. And in that moment, there was no other place, real or in my mind, that I’d rather be.

The end.
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