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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

Christina: Please come to my office when you get a chance.

Lakeisha sighed when she saw the message pop up on her screen. She was at her desk working on a piece about an upcoming art show featuring local artists. The event would have drinks and musical performances, and much of the art for sale was paying homage to the black roots of Brooklyn. Lakeisha couldn’t wait to attend the art show and meet the artists and share their stories in the magazine she wrote for, The Pulse. They wrote long-form pieces about New York City and some of the surrounding areas, doing their best to find stories that other media organizations ignored.

“Hey, Christina. What’s up?” Lakeisha asked as she stepped into Christina’s office.

“Please sit down,” she said and gestured to the chair on the other side of the desk. “You’re not going to like what I have to say to you.”

Lakeisha’s heart dropped to the pits of her stomach as Christina moved her eyes from her computer and hit Lakeisha with them. She sat in the chair, worried about what her boss was going to say. She had a decent relationship with Christina, but to say she was demanding would be an understatement. They put out a happy product that hid the internal tensions at The Pulse. Everyone on staff was opinionated and educated and not afraid to share what they thought.

“How are you doing on the Brooklyn art piece?”

“It’s coming along. I have five artists lined up to profile while I’m there.”

Christina nodded thoughtfully. “Perfect,” she said. “I can’t wait to read what you write. I’m sure it’ll be informative and entertaining.”

Okay, Lakeisha thought to herself. Something was off. Christina never pulled someone into her office to offer compliments. “Is that all you wanted to say? I still have a lot of research to do on the artists for the story. I’m still preparing the questions I plan on asking them.”

“Sure,” Christina said. “I understand you’re busy, but I wanted to say this to you in person instead of sending an email.” Lakeisha remained silent as she waited for Christina to continue. “It’s about the Gordon family.”

“What about them? They lost their lawsuit.”

“Yes, I’m aware, but—”

“No way, Christina! Don’t you dare!” Lakeisha said, pointing her finger in her boss’s face without thinking better of it. Christina was crazy if she thought Lakeisha would do anything with the Gordon family after writing her exposé on how their family systematically took over a black neighborhood to construct blocks of luxury condos. It was something the elder Gordons had done in the seventies when the city was still rough around the edges. Lakeisha wrote an in-depth piece that exposed how they ignored environmental regulations while they were doing construction, which led to long-lasting health effects in the community as they were being pushed out of their neighborhood. It also made the current residents concerned about their own wellbeing.

When the piece went public, George Gordon attacked Lakeisha relentlessly in the local media, doing interviews anywhere and everywhere he could to claim that he had no idea of the environmental problems that his project caused, even though Lakeisha published documentation with her piece that stated otherwise, and now Christina was asking her to put aside her differences to write a puff piece for the Gordon family. Lakeisha sat there shaking her head the entire time Christina explained what she wanted her to do.

“You can’t be serious! Please tell me this is a joke!”

“I assure you it isn’t,” Christina said dryly. “That story you wrote came out three years ago, and the Gordon family wants to make up for what they did in the past.”

“I don’t care what they want!” Lakeisha hollered.

“They wrote a check to support the magazine.”

Lakeisha hopped up from her chair and paced the room. She was hot. Steaming. On the verge of exploding. Christina had lost her mind if she thought Lakeisha would do anything to help that wicked family. She’d done some digging since releasing the exposé, and there were whiffs of corruption. George Gordon had a troubling relationship with a governor from the nineties by the name of Randy Johnson. The same man who became the mayor of the city in the early two-thousands. The Gordon brand really started to take off when Randy Johnson became mayor, and Lakeisha thought there was more to the story than coincidence. She wanted to get to the bottom of what was going on and had been working in the shadows to discover the truth. She wouldn’t stop until they paid for what they did to that black community in the seventies and eighties.

“You can’t take money from them,” Lakeisha said as steadily as she could once she felt comfortable enough to speak. She was furious that Christina would put her up to this. “That’s a conflict of interest. I can’t write some puff piece on their charity events.”

“They do host a lot of charity events.”

“I don’t care, Christina! They’re a wicked family!”

Christina was reaching the limits of her patience. She appreciated Lakeisha and thought she was a brilliant journalist, but she had to be realistic. The Pulse wasn’t exactly flush with cash, and they needed all the help they could get, which was why they accepted donations. Maybe some people would judge them for writing a piece to help the Gordon family image, but Christina didn’t much care what people thought anymore. She had bills to pay, salaries to cover, and George Gordon had already donated five-million dollars to their account. All he wanted in return was a ‘follow-up’ article that hopefully shed him in a better light.

“Look, Lakeisha, you’re writing the piece whether you like it or not. It wouldn’t look right coming from anyone else.”

“But Christina—”

“No,” she said. “Don’t talk back to me about this. They gave us five-million dollars, which you can disclose in the article, but I want you to write a piece about their charity endeavors. It doesn’t have to sound like a propaganda piece. You can criticize George and his family a bit, but even the worst of us have a good side.”

Lakeisha sat in the chair and crossed her arms, feeling like Christina was asking her to go against her values. She knew times weren’t exactly rosy at The Pulse. They were a small magazine in a big city. They were lucky they’d lasted as long as they did, but Lakeisha always thought their grit gave them more integrity.

“Think about what we can do with five-million dollars.”

“You already got the money. Why do we have to write the piece?”

Christina gave Lakeisha a look like she wasn’t in the mood for dumb questions, but it wasn’t fair. Lakeisha spent a good deal of her time hating George Gordon and his son Hugh, who was possibly even worse than his father. At least when George was Hugh’s age, he had to work around the clock with his father to develop all the properties they now owned, but Hugh never had to work a day in his life if he didn’t want to. He was spoiled rotten. Exactly the type of man that Lakeisha despised. Exactly the type of man she’d give a spanking to if she knew him under different circumstances.

“They’re hosting a charity event tomorrow night in the city. I want you to go to that, and then you’re to go with Hugh to their charity in Ohio that helps a poverty-stricken community.”

“Let me guess. They’re black people?”

“Don’t be so crude,” Christina said. She was also black like Lakeisha. Over half the staff at The Pulse was black, and they’d never been asked to compromise their values before. Christina knew that she was asking a lot from Lakeisha for this, but five-million dollars was a ton of money. The fact that their piece even got his attention enough to come back with a donation and request a redo was something to be celebrated from Christina’s point of view. It meant that their magazine actually meant something to people in the city, which she tried to explain to Lakeisha.

“That might be true, but this is a lot.”

“You’re strong. Like I said, you don’t have to make them sound perfect, but maybe you can make them sound a bit less like monsters. Give them a human touch.”

Lakeisha shook her head. “Will you email me the details for the charity event?”

“Yes,” Christina said. “I’ll do that right now. Thank you so much for understanding, Lakeisha. I’ll let you write whatever you want for the next six months if you do this.”

“Hmm,” Lakeisha grunted and stood from the chair. “Bye, girl.”

Christina said nothing as Lakeisha left her office, feeling guilty for putting one of her best writers in this position, but it had to be done. They would put out a piece that was endearing but not too sweet, and they would be five-million dollars richer.


CHAPTER 2

Hugh Gordon was on the lookout for the reporter his father hated as he held a glass of champagne in his hands. He mingled with the guests at his charity event, which was supporting food banks in the city. They were raising money to make sure that the food banks were well-stocked through the winter months. Hugh had no idea why his father was on this charity campaign, but he had a feeling it had to do with future political ambitions. He couldn’t stop talking about how he wanted to be the next mayor of the city.

When Lakeisha Tate walked into the room, Hugh excused himself from the conversation he was having and went to greet her. “You must be Lakeisha,” Hugh said and held out his hand. “I’m Hugh Gordon. George’s son.”

“He can’t even come himself, can he?”

Hugh smirked. “He’s backstage getting ready for a speech. Filling the food banks is a top priority in our family.”

“Right,” Lakeisha said and grunted. She was wearing a white satin midi dress with a brown faux fur shoulder wrap. She had big gold loop earrings in her ears and white heels on her feet. “I’m sure your family loves helping the poor.”

“I know you hate us,” Hugh said, not breaking his smile for a second. “I read the article you wrote about my dad, and I get it. He was ruthless when he was younger and still is, but we live in a capitalistic society.”

“Capitalism is always an excuse for wrongdoing,” she said.

“You can’t blame us for renovating a few buildings.”

“Before razing an entire neighborhood.”

“If we didn’t do it, someone else would have,” he said.

Lakeisha shrugged. “Maybe that’s true. Still doesn’t make it right,” she said before taking a few steps forward, noticing how Hugh followed behind her like a parasite. She couldn’t stand the man. Not that she’d ever met him in person, but he was famous around New York. Lots of girls wanted to date him, fuck him, or do anything they could to get close to the power. Hugh took advantage. Tabloids reported on him being out with a different girl every night of the week, and he relished in the attention.

“Why don’t you have a drink to loosen up?”

“I need to keep a clear head,” said Lakeisha. “You can get me a glass of water if you’d like.”

“You’re no fun, huh?”

“Just get the water,” Lakeisha said before approaching a friendly looking couple to ask them what they thought of the charity. They agreed to let her ask a few questions on the record and said that they’d been giving to the charity since it was created two years ago. Hugh interrupted their conversation when he returned with her water, but she’d gotten more than enough from the couple. “So, why is it this charity was only formed two years ago?”

“My dad decided he wanted to do better,” said Hugh. “He’s always been a member of other charities, but he only founded his own after you came out with that article trashing him.”

“Hmm, sounds like I inspired him to act better.”

“A bit, yes,” Hugh said with an amused look that Lakeisha wanted to slap right off his face. She didn’t like how he was looking at her at all. It was disgusting if he thought some fluff piece could change how the community viewed their family, but Lakeisha knew how powerful words could be. She’d spent her entire career studying and learning and implementing the lessons of how words could change what people thought and how they acted. She’d seen repeatedly how susceptible people could be to the right influence, and it seemed that she’d gotten George Gordon to sharpen up his image with her words. “Isn’t that something you should be celebrating?”

“I don’t care what your father does. It won’t make me like him any more than I do now.”

“You don’t have to like him. He only wants your respect.”

Lakeisha didn’t believe a word coming out of Hugh’s mouth, and she was confident that she could find some dirt about George’s relationship with Randy Johnson if she dug a bit deeper. She could hear Christina’s voice in the back of her head telling her not to do it, but she couldn’t help herself. She wanted to see rich snobs like George and his son Hugh put in their places.

“Would you like to have your interview now?”

“Sure, it’ll really turn into a party after my dad speaks.”

“Do you think it’s a good idea to waste so much money on these events when it could go to the food banks instead?”

Hugh chuckled, but Lakeisha found nothing about her question remotely funny. She saw people suffering every single day of the week when she was out gathering information for her stories, and it was because of people like Hugh and his father that nothing ever got better. They took and took and took and only gave back if they were having one of their fancy galas, but Hugh went on to explain that they would never be able to raise money if they didn’t have parties.

“Why is that? People can write checks at home.”

“That’s true, but that’s not how things work, and you know it,” Hugh said without letting his smile fade. He was certain that he could get the upper hand of this conversation and wasn’t going to give up until he got Lakeisha to see his side of things. “If we didn’t have these parties, people would write meager checks. They would give us a few thousand dollars, but when we have galas, we earn millions. Even tonight, we’re expected to raise over a million dollars from all the gifts that the guests are betting on to buy, and that’s before we account for all the donations that they’ll give us on top of the gifts.”

“True, but—”

“There are no buts. That’s how our world works. If you want something from the rich, you have to give something in return. Speaking of which, can I get you a glass of champagne now?”

“I haven’t even finished asking my questions.”

“Ask away then. What are you waiting for?”

Lakeisha didn’t like how Hugh was testing her, but she wasn’t some weak journalist. She wasn’t about to let him walk all over her and dominate her story. She looked over her notes and took a sip of her water before asking Hugh a series of questions about the charities his father had started over the past few years. Hugh gave her the dry, corporate answers that one would expect from someone trying to rewrite the story of their life.

“Why do you think he’s starting all of these charities now, and how are you involved in the process?”

“I’m my dad’s right-hand man. He has me running the charities now, and one day I’ll probably take over Gordon Enterprises, and hopefully I’ll have a son or daughter at some point to take over for me. My dad is pretty anxious for me to find the right lady and settle down,” Hugh said as he trained his eyes on Lakeisha. She looked absolutely stunning in that white satin dress. It had spaghetti straps and hung on her breasts in the most enticing of ways.

“That would be something else, wouldn’t it?”

“You say it like it’s a bad thing,” said Hugh.

“I don’t see how it can be a good thing having you expand the empire even more.”

“You act like we’re the only rich real-estate developers in town. You act like we’re the only ones who have done something wrong. Why is that?” he asked her.

Lakeisha picked up her water, not wanting to get into the details of how her family had been some of the ones affected by Hugh’s father’s actions back in the seventies and eighties. Her parents were a young couple and had just bought their first house in the neighborhood only to get priced out of it a few years later.

“I try to right the wrongs of the past with my words.”

“It’s a noble profession what you do, it truly is, but I’ll tell you one thing right now about my father. He doesn’t stop until he gets what he wants, and for whatever reason, he wants you to write a piece about him doing good in the community, so we’re inviting you here and to our charity in Riverbend, Ohio. You and I will leave this upcoming Tuesday if I’m not mistaken.”

“Yes, unfortunately.”

Hugh smirked. “Well, my father is about to give his speech, so I should get back to my table. Please talk to as many people as you can. I’m sure they’ll only have good things to say.”

“Thanks,” Lakeisha said dryly and pulled out her little notebook to write up some points that she wanted to include in her article.


CHAPTER 3

Lakeisha was feeling angry when she and Hugh touched down in Ohio. They’d taken his private jet after much insisting from Hugh that he didn’t want to buy a plane ticket for her since he had his jet for them to use. He read The Pulse while they were in the air, glancing up from the pages every couple of minutes, like he was doing it on purpose to infuriate her. She was doing her best to keep her cool and not scream at him as they climbed into the back of a private town car. Could he not see the hypocrisy of flying in a private jet and riding around in a private town car to go to a charity that was supposed to be helping those less fortunate?

“You’re going to love Riverbend Community Hub. They’re doing great things for the people of Riverbend. They have sports, cultural events, and daycare services for the kids. Know who pays for everything?”

“Don’t make me say it.”

“All those rich people from the gala in New York,” Hugh said with a laugh. “Makes you angry, doesn’t it?”

“Are you trying to upset me?”

“I’m only trying to make you see that us rich people aren’t evil. It isn’t our fault that we have money to enjoy our lives to the fullest. Do you want us not to use our money? Do you want us to live like misers? Don’t you think the people at the Riverbend Community Hub would ride around in a private car if they could?”

“That’s not the point,” Lakeisha said bitterly. “They shouldn’t be suffering in the first place. Everyone should be more equal.”

Hugh shook his head. “People always say things like that, but the world has never worked that way, and you know it. If my family hadn’t gentrified that neighborhood, which I know is the reason you hate us, someone else would have done it. Someone else would have the money from developing that land.”

Lakeisha was boiling. A million different things were going through her head. She wanted to scream at him about the disparities between races in America and how blacks had been suppressed for generations, but she wasn’t up for the fight. What did Hugh care that his family’s business had stripped her family of their home and pushed them out to another neighborhood? She just wanted to get this article over with and move on with her life. If she kept letting Hugh and his father live in her head rent free, she would have to live in a therapist’s office.

“So, what do you think of Riverbend Community Hub? How long do you spend here in Riverbend?” she asked him.

Hugh smirked, feeling a little heat from the question. He pulled on his pants and adjusted in his seat. “That’s a good question,” he said. “I wish I could spend more time here, but the directors say the center has been great for everyone in the community, especially because of the daycare services. Parents are able to drop off their kids and not give up their jobs,” Hugh said. “I can’t imagine how hard it would be raising kids, let alone doing it without much money.”

There was a softness in Hugh’s tone that caught Lakeisha off guard. She watched Hugh as he turned his attention to the window to gaze at the passing countryside that was between the airport and the town. It wasn’t long before buildings came into view, and then they were at the community center. It was a beacon of light in a blighted neighborhood, and Lakeisha was surprised to see how many people were coming in and out of the doors.

“Not too shabby, huh?”

“No, not at all,” she said.

“I bet you thought it was going to be a shack.”

Lakeisha maintained her composure. She didn’t want Hugh to know that he was right. She couldn’t. He would never let her live it down, so she pulled out her notebook and jotted down whatever came to her head as she tried her best to look distracted.

“Should we go inside?”

“Yes, we should,” she said. Hugh summoned the driver to open the door for them, and Lakeisha had never felt more bougie in her life. Several people turned to glance in their direction, whispering to each other as they stared. “They must hate us.”

“Oh, I doubt it,” Hugh said just as a tall black man came out of the front doors with a huge smile on his face. “That’s Walter. He’s awesome,” Hugh said in a whisper to Lakeisha as Walter approached.

“How are you doing, Hugh? Is this the reporter you emailed me about?” Walter asked as he turned his eyes to Lakeisha. “I hope you aren’t writing anything bad about my boy,” Walter said as he patted Hugh’s shoulder with a heavy hand. “My name is Walter, and I’m the head director of this community center. What’s your name?”

“Lakeisha,” she said.

“Ask me anything you need,” Walter said with a wide grin. “You ready for the tour?”

Lakeisha nodded, feeling like she’d misread the situation entirely. She followed Walter and Hugh around Riverbend Community Hub and was impressed by everything she saw, and what impressed her most was what the people who used the center told her. They loved having access to basketball courts and spaces to host events, and everyone couldn’t stop raving about the daycare services. They told Lakeisha that they didn’t know what they would do without the center and graciously thanked Hugh when they found out he was the owner.

There weren’t photos of him or his father around the building seeking glory. His story wasn’t engraved into some plaque on the wall. Ever since Lakeisha met Hugh, she’d been wanting to spank him with the paddles she kept at the back of her closet to make him pay for what his elders had done. She also hated how he looked at her like he wanted her to be more than his interviewer. She wished that she could let him see who she truly was. Maybe then he wouldn’t be so cocky and confident and completely insufferable.

“What do you think, Lakeisha?” Walter asked her at the end of the tour. “Gonna write bad stuff about us?”

“No, but I can’t say the same about Hugh or his father.”

“Ouch,” he said with a light laugh. “She’s tough, huh?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” Hugh said and hit her with a bright smile. She wanted to wipe that smile right off his face with a good spanking, but she couldn’t let it slip that she was into making guys like him weep. She didn’t want her little secret getting out into the world, so she kept her mouth shut and said nothing.

“Are y’all going to be back tomorrow for the monthly dinner?”

“That’s right. We hope you don’t mind if we take a few photos.”

“Not at all,” Walter said brightly. “You keep helping these kids stay off the street, and you can take as many photos as you want.”

“Thanks, Walter. You’re the best.”

“Not at all, man. Don’t be too hard on him between now and then, Lakeisha. He’s not like the rest of them.”

Lakeisha grunted. “Thanks for letting me know, Walter.”

“She doesn’t believe me as far as she can throw me,” Walter said with a laugh as she and Hugh made their way to the door. “See y’all tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow, Walter.”


CHAPTER 4

“You hungry?” Hugh asked Lakeisha when they slid into the backseat of the town car. “There’s a great restaurant here. They have American-Italian fusion. They have this one dish that’s so fucking good. It’s Italian herb fried chicken on a bed of cacio e pepe instead of macaroni and cheese. They also have sausage-stuffed breadsticks. I offered to open a location in Manhattan for them just so I could have it close by, but they refused.”

Lakeisha was still stewing in her disbelief at discovering that Hugh was nothing like his playboy image. He was down-to-earth and chill and just trying to have a good time. Lakeisha thought he would be entitled and spoiled, but what if she didn’t know him at all? She still hated his family for what they’d done to the community she was supposed to grow up in, but it was true that most would have done the same as them if given the chance.

“What do you say? Dinner?”

“Sure,” she said.

“Great,” he said and signaled to the driver to take them to the Italian and American fusion restaurant. Lakeisha turned to look out of the window, watching the people who were on the sidewalk and on their front porches. It was such a different experience from New York, but she enjoyed the quaintness of Riverbend. “We’re here,” Hugh said a few minutes later when they pulled into a parking lot next to a nondescript building with tall glass windows.

“This is the restaurant?”

“That’s right,” he said. “What’s wrong? Not up to your standards?”

“No, it’s not that,” she said. “I was just expecting something fancier. You know,” she said and gave him a look to make him feel guilty about himself, but Hugh didn’t care. He was comfortable about who he was and the wealth he had, which infuriated Lakeisha. She wanted every rich person to feel guilty and ashamed for accumulating such vast wealth, but Hugh wasn’t about to apologize for being born into a rich family.

“Why do you hate me so much, Lakeisha? I’m only trying to have a good time with you, and you’re making it impossible.”

“We’re not supposed to be having a good time. I’m writing a profile on your family’s charity efforts.” Lakeisha was over the entire trip, but what annoyed her the most was how Hugh didn’t fit into the mold she’d created for him in her mind. If they’d met under different circumstances, she would probably have a crush on him. He was slick and smooth, but there was a sense of joy in his eyes that made him light up a room. He was handsome in that classic type of way that would be featured in a cologne ad, and Lakeisha hated how much she liked looking at his face every time he glanced in her direction. His hair was perfectly styled, and the way he carried himself was intoxicating. Lakeisha kept thinking about how she would take him home to introduce him to her whips and paddles to teach that brat in him a lesson or two.

Hugh was also attracted to Lakeisha, and there was nothing he liked more than a challenge, which was exactly what she was presenting him. She could play hard-to-get all she wanted, but Hugh could see through the act. She found him attractive, and he thought the same of her. Why shouldn’t they have a bit of fun while they were out of town?

“Don’t worry,” Hugh said to his driver. “I’ll take care of it.” He got out of the car and went over to Lakeisha’s side to open the door for her, holding out his hand. “Let me help you.”

“What are you doing?” she asked him, feeling a little bit of a tingle between her thighs. “I’m writing a story on you.”

“What’s your point?”

“You can’t act like this,” she warned him, feeling her willpower begin to crack. “It’s not appropriate.”

“Who cares? Take my hand.”

“Don’t talk to me like that.”

“Please take my hand, madame,” Hugh said sarcastically and moved his hand closer to her. “I’m hungry.”

Lakeisha shook her head but did as he asked. He closed the door behind her when she got out of the car. They went inside and grabbed a table that looked out to the busy road. “We’re definitely not in Manhattan anymore,” she said.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you ever get out of the city?”

“Of course I do, but—”

Hugh chuckled. “You’re worse than me. Who has the high brows now?”

“Shut up,” she said and snatched the menu from the table. “Let’s see what they have.” She was impressed as she read over the menu. They had a lasagna with tiny meat patties, bacon, and cheddar cheese, which was inspired by hamburgers. Lakeisha thought it was a cute idea, so she ordered a slice of that. Hugh got the fried chicken he’d been raving about earlier in the day. “It smells great in here,” Lakeisha said as she looked around the quaint restaurant after they’d placed their orders.

“Can we be nice to each other, Lakeisha? I kind of like you.”

“Shut up,” she said. “You don’t like me.”

“I like spending time with you.”

“You don’t even know me.”

“Tell me something about you then,” he said.

“Your father is the reason my parents couldn’t keep their home,” she said sharply. She’d promised herself that she wouldn’t be vulnerable in front of Hugh, but she couldn’t resist attacking him with that nugget of information. She wanted to see him suffer for the suffering his family had caused hers, and his face did morph into one of concern. “You’re kidding,” he said. “I had no idea.”

“How would you know?” she asked with a sigh, already hating herself for bringing up what she promised to keep hidden. “It all happened a long time ago. It doesn’t matter.”

“Of course it matters. Look, Lakeisha, I’m sorry what my dad and grandpa did affected your family, but I can’t apologize for being born into the Gordon family, and you can’t judge me for loving my family. Wouldn’t you if you were in my shoes?”

“Yes,” she said. “Of course I would love them if I were you. I really don’t want to get into it. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

“You might not want to talk about it, but you want to write about it. You want to make the world see my family as something we’re not. How is that fair if you won’t even listen? Walter doesn’t hate us. The community here doesn’t hate us. Your first article made my father do a lot of soul searching, and maybe it’s not ethical that he donated money to the magazine for you to write this article, but doesn’t he deserve a second look?”

Hugh’s question hit Lakeisha hard. She knew that he was right, but she so desperately wanted him to be wrong. She wanted to hate his guts instead of finding him attractive and kind. Hugh was everything she thought he wasn’t, and it was driving her absolutely crazy. It was a relief when the food finally arrived, giving Lakeisha something to distract her from the thoughts going through her mind.

Lakeisha took a bite of her lasagna, thinking as she chewed. The more time she spent with Hugh, the more she wanted to bend him over her bed to give him a spanking to work out her frustrations. She wanted to show him who she truly was, but would he be able to handle it? Was it worth giving him something that he could use against her? Lakeisha was quite comfortable with who she was, but she didn’t want people to take her less seriously because of what she liked in the bedroom. She had plans on becoming a serious journalist who got to sit down with the most important people in the country to ask them hard-hitting questions.

“How’s your food?”

“Delicious,” she said. “Yours?”

“Just as good as I remembered.”

Lakeisha smiled and stayed silent as she enjoyed her meal. The owners of the restaurant came over to say hello after the bill was delivered. Hugh tried to convince them to open up a location in Manhattan again, but they didn’t take the bait. They had zero interest in leaving Riverbend to work in the big city. Hugh laughed with them after pressing them yet again, and Lakeisha couldn’t help but be mesmerized by the way he could charm everyone around him. He had a lighthearted nature that was clear in the way he carried himself.

“I’ll get them to open up a place in Manhattan one of these days,” Hugh said to Lakeisha as they were making their way to the town car. “Are you going to write about the restaurant in your article?”

“I might,” she said. “I took some notes.”

“You should. It can’t be all about my family.”

“And why not?” she asked as Hugh opened the car door for her. “Your father wants his name cleared. What does a restaurant have to do with that?”

“People from the community center eat there all the time. It’s a staple in the neighborhood,” he said as they stood by the open car door.

“That’s nice, but I can’t ignore everything terrible your father has done. Your father’s relationship with Randy Johnson is highly questionable.”

Hugh tensed at the mention of Randy Johnson’s name. He was someone who’d been around his entire life. He was often over at their house for dinner and other occasions. Hugh never knew what to think of the man other than he was his father’s friend, but he wouldn’t be surprised if some backroom deals had been made along the way.

“Do you mind answering some questions about him?”

“Will you ask my father about him?” Hugh asked.

“Perhaps. I don’t have any dirt yet, but I’ve heard some rumors.”

Hugh didn’t want anything to happen to his father, but he couldn’t ignore this development. He had to address Lakeisha’s concerns even if it was the last thing he wanted to do. “I can answer any questions you have. Tonight would be the perfect time to talk more in depth, don’t you think? Why don’t we talk in my room when we get to the hotel?”

“Fine,” Lakeisha said and finally got into the car, her heart racing as she turned to face the window, doing everything she could to shield herself from Hugh’s gaze.


CHAPTER 5

Hugh got them rooms at the nicest hotel in Riverbend, which Hugh complained wasn’t up to his standards. He and his father were thinking about developing a piece of land just to have a hotel where they could feel truly comfortable, but it wasn’t a practical investment. They ran the numbers several times, and it just didn’t make sense.

“Is this something you want on the record?” Lakeisha asked Hugh when he made a disparaging comment about the hotel, which was pretty standard as far as hotels were concerned. They were now sitting in his room, which was complete with a living-room area and a bedroom with a door. It even had a tiny kitchenette in one corner.

“I just wish the suites were nicer. Is that so wrong?”

Lakeisha shrugged. “The suites seem plenty nice to me. Most people wouldn’t spring for a suite. You know that, right?”

“There you go again,” he said. “Trying to make me feel guilty for having money.”

“It’s not the fact that you have money. It’s that playboy image of yours. You’re the spoiled boy who went to the best schools and took the most extravagant vacations and had everything handed to him on a silver platter, or is that not correct?” Lakeisha asked as her voice rose. She wanted to keep her cool, she did, but Hugh’s utter disregard for his fortune was infuriating. Lakeisha had a feeling she knew just what he needed. He might be down-to-earth and chill, but there was a brat hiding beneath the surface.

“Maybe I’m a little spoiled. Sue me!”

“You better be careful with what you say, Hugh. Everything from this point forward will be on the record,” Lakeisha said and reached into her purse to pull out a recording device. “Where’s my drink? I need something strong before we get started with this interview.”

“Let’s check what’s in the fridge.”

Lakeisha crossed her legs as she waited for Hugh to serve her a drink. He even had to go down the hall to get them some ice. She took the time to go through her list of prepared questions, adding a few about Randy Johnson for good measure. Hugh returned after a few minutes with the ice and fixed them their drinks. All he had was vodka and cola, but it would work.

“Thank you,” Lakeisha said and took a sip. “Tell me about your childhood. What was your father like when you were a child?”

Hugh hated that question. He and his father had a much better relationship now than they did when he was younger. It wouldn’t be fair to criticize his father for focusing exclusively on his business, but he wanted to be honest. He provided a few examples from their vacations, which were some of the few times in his childhood when his father was remotely present. Whenever they were in New York, his mother Bonnie was the only one who paid attention to him. Not even the many housekeepers were overly concerned.

“Vacations are a nice detail, and I’ll be sure to include that, but what was your father like at home? Was he present? Did he help guide you into becoming the man you are today?”

Not until I was a teenager, Hugh thought to himself, but he didn’t share that with Lakeisha. “My father and grandfather were both workaholics. I won’t lie about that, but they kept an eye on me. They didn’t let me stray too far from the path they’d planned for me at birth, and they’re happy about the man I’ve become. Not everyone would think they’re the greatest caregivers, but they’re better than a lot of dads and grandpas, and at least they had an excuse for being busy. The truth is, there are kids out there without fathers, so it could be a lot worse.”

“That’s true,” Lakeisha admitted. “You say that they’re proud of you, but there are many reports of you being a ‘playboy’. In our hometown of New York, there are weekly articles about the shenanigans that you get up to in the city. How do you explain yourself, and why in the world would your elders be okay with this behavior?”

Hugh shifted in his chair. He was someone who liked to be out on the town. He enjoyed seeing his name in the news. It made him feel like he was worth something, so he kept going out with new girls and doing wild things with his friends. Now that he was twenty-eight, he knew it was getting old, but he couldn’t help himself. He liked to have fun and be seen.

“Maybe I’m getting too old for the wild behavior,” Hugh said honestly. “I have always been the guy who enjoys being the life of the party. Being around people makes me happy, which I’m sure you saw at the community center today. Maybe that leads me to making the wrong choices in pursuit of attention, but I still take life seriously. My father’s real-estate business is mine to take over, and our work here in Riverbend means a lot to me as well. My father has done a lot over the past few years to give back in the Gordon name, and I’m immensely proud of him for that.”

Damn this boy needs a spanking, Lakeisha thought to herself as she referred to her notes for the next question. “Why did you choose to follow in your father’s footsteps? Was there nothing else you would rather have done in the world?”

“Believe it or not, but I’ve always been attracted to what chefs do. In another life, I would love to be some type of high-end chef, but my father would never let me do that.”

“Why not?”

Hugh shrugged. “I mean, he probably would if I pushed him, but my grandfather and father have worked hard all of their lives to pass down Gordon Enterprises to me, and I feel I would be doing them a disservice by not taking over the company since I’m the only child, and none of my dad’s siblings want anything to do with it. My aunt has worked for the company since forever, but she’s much more interested in her retirement package than she is in running the company.”

“I see,” Lakeisha said. “You’re doing this out of a sense of family obligation then?”

“That’s right. If you ask me, people think far too much about themselves and not the bigger picture. Even if my truest passion were becoming a chef, why in the world would I give up what has been put before me?”

“Why can’t you settle down with one girl? Don’t your parents want to see you get married?”

Hugh smirked as he met Lakeisha’s eyes. She honestly hadn’t been planning on asking this question. It kind of slipped out, but she was happy that it was out in the air.

“I’m not sure why I can’t settle down,” Hugh said as he held Lakeisha’s gaze, the tension between them increasing exponentially. “Maybe I haven’t found the right girl yet.”

“Do you think it’s wise to date every girl in the city before you choose?”

“No,” Hugh said, maintaining eye contact. Neither had dropped their gaze, and the intensity was becoming unbearable. “It’s probably not wise, but I can’t change my past. The only thing I can do is hope for a brighter future.”

“Why change now?”

“Maybe I will, maybe I won’t,” Hugh said in a way that made Lakeisha feel like she was being tested, like he was silently asking her if she was willing to cross the line. She knew that he was a playboy, but she could also see his gentle side. The part that gave him an ability to get along with anyone in an authentic way.

“What’s your biggest passion outside of work?”

“That’s a good question,” Hugh said as he sat back to truly think for the first time that interview. He’d spent his entire life defending his family’s company, so it came naturally to him, but what did he truly love? What was his biggest passion? “It’s hard to say, but perhaps it would be sailing. There’s nothing quite like being out on the open water. It makes me forget all about the problems in the city and at the business. When I’m sailing, I truly do feel like myself.”

Lakeisha almost felt bad for Hugh. He was never able to live his own life, which was sad in a way, but that didn’t take away from the fact that he was entitled and spoiled. Lakeisha had enough for her fluff piece to undo some of the damage from her hit piece that she was ready to call it a night. She hit the stop button on her recorder and slid it into her purse before gathering all her other stuff to leave.

“Where are you going?” Hugh asked.

“To my room. I have all I need.”

“Don’t leave yet. We’ve only had one drink.”

“I need my beauty rest,” she said.

“Why? We don’t even have to do anything until the afternoon. We’re going to a dinner, remember?”

“What’s your point? I still need to sleep.”

“Have another drink with me,” he said.

“No, thank you. I need to get back to my room.”

Hugh stood and grabbed Lakeisha’s wrist before she could get to the door. She was so beautiful. It was impossible to stop himself. He stared into her soulful brown eyes as he gently pulled her up against his body, trying his best to resist the temptation of her lips. “Please don’t leave me, Lakeisha. Let’s have another drink.”

Lakeisha felt a strange heat swirling around within her as Hugh held her by the small of her back. She wanted to spend more time with him and teach him a lesson or two, but sleeping with him would go against everything she believed in. It would be a betrayal to her values.

“Please let go, Hugh. It’s best we don’t.”

“What if I want to?” he asked.

“You can’t handle me. I’m sure of it.”

“We won’t know unless you give me a try,” he said with his lips mere centimeters from hers. “Let me kiss you.”

Lakeisha knew that she had to bring Hugh back to her room to keep control of the situation, so she grabbed his hand and pulled him out into the hallway. “We can kiss, but only if we do it in my room.”

“Fine, I’ll grab the ice,” he said.


CHAPTER 6

They went down the hallway to Lakeisha’s suite. She smirked as she swiped her key over the digital lock and pushed open the door. She never went anywhere without her fur-covered handcuffs. They were pink and beautiful and made Lakeisha smile every time she got to use them. “Fix me another vodka and coke?” Lakeisha asked as she plopped down onto the edge of the bed.

“Yeah, definitely.” Hugh filled two glasses with the beverages from the fridge. “Here you go,” he said and passed her a glass when he finished. “So, what do you do besides write articles to trash people?”

“They aren’t all to trash people.”

Hugh chuckled. “It sure seems like it.”

“You know what?”

“What?” he asked.

“I’m tired of how you talk to me, Hugh. I’m tired of how you talk in general.”

“Yeah?” he asked in a cocky tone. “And what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m glad you asked,” Lakeisha said and went over to her suitcase. She bent over and reached inside to grab the two fur-covered handcuffs she took with her everywhere she went. She never knew when she would be in the mood to turn a boy into her sissy.

“What are those?” Hugh asked in a weak voice. “I mean, why do you have them?”

“Let’s just say I’m a dominant woman.”

“Oh… um…”

“Cat got your tongue?” Lakeisha asked with a light laugh as she walked over to him, switching her legs as she went. She couldn’t wait to see how cocky Hugh sounded once she got him undressed and locked up. “If you want to kiss me, you have to play by my rules. You understand?”

Hugh stared at her wide eyed as he processed what she was saying. When he came down the hall to her room, he thought they would have a quick fuck and go on with their lives, but there was something about this that excited Hugh. Out of all the women he had, none of them had dominated him. They all wanted him to be the dominant one, which was fine, but deep down there was a part of him that had always longed to be controlled by a powerful woman.

“Do you understand, Hugh?” Lakeisha asked and pushed him on his shoulder. “I’m not playing around with you. You’re a spoiled little brat and need to learn your lesson if you want to be with a girl like me.”

Hugh’s cock throbbed in his pants as he fully took in what Lakeisha was offering. He knew that there was no going back from this if he agreed, but how could he pass up this opportunity? He needed to feel what it was like to be dominated. To have a woman control him completely, so he began to nod.

“I don’t understand that,” Lakeisha said and waved her hand in his face. “Speak with your words, boy!”

Hugh swallowed his breath. “I understand.”

“What do you understand? Be specific!”

“That you aren’t playing around with me,” he said in a small voice. One so weak it was hardly audible, but that was enough for Lakeisha. Hugh was already bending to her will, which was all she desired. She was going to make sure that he never questioned her again. “That’s right I’m not,” she said. “You’ve been a bad boy for a long time, Hugh. It’s time that you learn your place.”

“Yes, Lakeisha. Teach me,” Hugh said, falling into the role of her sub. He figured if he didn’t enjoy himself, it could be something to check off his bucket list, and that would be the end of it.

Lakeisha stepped forward and pushed Hugh down to his back on the bed, climbing above him to kiss him, no longer worried about her journalistic integrity. Now that they’d come this far, she had to release this tension. There was no way she could stop. She slowly pulled off his clothes between kisses, revealing a surprisingly smooth body.

“Do you shave?” she asked him once he was down to his underwear. The outline of his cock beneath his boxer briefs did not disappoint. “You’re so smooth.”

“Yeah, I shave,” Hugh said as his cheeks reddened a touch. “I like how it makes me you look.”

“You and me both,” she purred. “You know what I would love to do to you?”

“What?”

Lakeisha said nothing as she climbed off the bed with a smile on her face. She walked over to her suitcase and pulled out a skimpy, lacy red thong. She let it dangle from the tip of her finger as she walked back over to Hugh.

“What do you want to do with that?”

“I want you to wear it, duh!”

“No way,” Hugh said as his cock jumped beneath his briefs. He’d only worn lingerie one other time in his life, and it was for the briefest of seconds. He took a pair into the dressing room at the mall to slip them on and immediately took them off when he realized how good lingerie looked on his hips. “I can’t wear a thong!”

“Why not? You’re already shaved and smooth.”

“Yeah, but—”

“But, but. Give me a break,” Lakeisha mocked. “Men always try to act so tough, but I know you want to put on my thong. Tell me you don’t,” she said and shoved her thong against his nose. He let out a moan and inhaled deeply. It was an involuntary action. One he wished that he could control, but he couldn’t. “That’s right, Hugh. I knew you would love this. You’ve been waiting for a woman like me to come along and teach you a thing or two, haven’t you?”

Mhm, Hugh hummed. His cock was rock hard as he breathed with Lakeisha’s thong pressed against his nose. They smelled like laundry detergent, but the fact that she’d worn them before was enough to get him excited. He pushed against his cock through the fabric as he pictured himself slipping on the red thong like Lakeisha had asked of him, and he couldn’t fight against these desires any longer.

“Take off your underwear and put on my thong. I’m not going to tell you again. You understand?”

“Yes,” he said in a breath and stood from the bed to take the thong from Lakeisha, but he had to kiss her. He grabbed her by the small of her back and pressed his hard cock against her body, pounding his lips against hers. “I need this.”

“Yes, you do,” she said. “You’re a little brat, aren’t you?”

“More than you know.”

“Does my bad boy need a spanking?”

“Yes,” Hugh said as his cock throbbed. “Please teach me a lesson. You don’t know how bad I’ve been.”

“Oh, I can imagine.” Lakeisha snapped her fingers. “Put on the thong.”

Hugh glanced down at his smooth body, wondering what the thong would look like on him, but he didn’t have to wait long to find out. He wanted Lakeisha to see him naked, so he pushed his boxer briefs down his legs and stepped into the red thong. Lakeisha moaned at the sight of his thick cock, ready to play with it, but she had to make sure Hugh understood who was in charge first.

“Mmm, your cock is nice,” she said and pressed her hand against the thin fabric covering his crotch. He was still rock hard as she moved her fingers along his shaft, making the fabric grow darker from the stains of his precum. “I love how you keep your bush trimmed too.”

Hugh blushed. “It makes it look bigger.”

“It certainly does. Are you ready for your handcuffs?”

“Yes,” Hugh said timidly. He didn’t quite know what to expect, but he was eager to find out what Lakeisha was going to do with the handcuffs. She unlocked them and placed one set around his ankles and the other around his wrists before pushing him forward. He crawled forward on his hands and knees to try to get away from Lakeisha, terrified now that she had him tied up like a hog ready to roast, but there was nowhere he could go. Nowhere he could run.

“Who’s been a naughty little brat?”

“I have, but this is too much,” he said in a faint voice.

“Of course it isn’t,” Lakeisha said. “You’re going to get a spanking, and you’re going to like it.”

“No, please!” Hugh begged her, even as his cock throbbed against the thong and stained the fabric with more of his precum. “This is too much. The handcuffs make me feel so constricted,” Hugh said as he tried to break free, but the metal was too strong. He couldn’t go anywhere. He was lucky that she didn’t bring rope with her to tie him to the bed.

“Stop trying to run from me, Hugh. I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all.”

“I can’t do this!”

“Someone has to knock you down a peg or two.”

Hugh shook his head, but Lakeisha wasn’t going to let him escape. She grabbed him by the thong and pulled him back toward her. She loved how the tiny strip of fabric disappeared between his cheeks, and she loved how he was being playful and not serious. His cock was rock hard. They both knew that he wanted this.

“Tell me how you’ve been a brat,” she said.

“I step out of line,” he said. “I don’t always respect others as well as I could.”

“That’s right you don’t.”

Hugh gasped as Lakeisha spanked him for the first time, loving how the sound of his stinging ass reverberated around the room. He gasped as Lakeisha spanked him again and again until his ass was nice and tender. He collapsed to the bed and curled into a fetal position as he caught his breath, horrified by the fact that he nearly came from getting a spanking, but damn it felt good. He was so tired of having the world expected of him. Tired of having to prove to everyone that he was dominant and manly and worthy. What if he just wanted to put on a skimpy little thong and have a woman tell him what to do? What was so wrong about that?

Lakeisha stood naked in front of him moments later, revealing her gorgeous hazelnut body. Hugh was so turned on by her he could hardly stand it. He wasn’t sure how he would ever be able to move on from this experience. No other woman had ever made him feel the way he was now being handcuffed at the wrists and ankles. When she climbed onto the bed and pushed him onto his back to straddle his face, he lost all sense of being as she rode his lips.

“Yes,” he said as she fucked his mouth with her pussy. “Lick that pussy good, baby.” He moaned against her womanhood as she grabbed his hair and held him tight against her hot flesh. She was leaking her nectar all over his mouth, but it tasted amazing. He couldn’t get enough of it. He moaned deeply as she panted and used his lips. “Use that tongue! Flick my clit!”

Hugh stuck out his tongue as she used it to massage her clit, and that was when she started screaming at the top of her lungs. Hugh was so turned on and couldn’t move because of the handcuffs. He couldn’t touch himself. His cock was begging for attention beneath the tiny red thong, but he couldn’t do anything about it as Lakeisha came all over his face.

“Yes, Hugh! So fucking good!”

“Fuck,” he gasped as she finally pulled away from his face. He sucked in a sharp breath, still struggling with the fact that he was handcuffed as he went to wipe his lips. “Let me out of the handcuffs.”

“So soon? I thought you would want me to ride your dick. Oh well,” Lakeisha said and turned to grab the keys to release Hugh, but he stopped her. “No, wait. That’s not what I meant,” he said.

“What is it you meant then?” she asked.

“I, uh, this is so messed up.”

“Why is it messed up if you like it?”

Hugh shook his head, wanting to be released, but he wanted to get his dick wet even more, so he rolled over to his back and lay still.

“Mmm, so you want me to use that dick?”

“Yes, but I still don’t like it.”

Lakeisha chuckled as she stood on her knees by his side. She pressed her finger against his lips as she slowly moved her gaze along his body, extremely turned on by what she saw. His cock was long and thick and would feel incredible inside of her pussy. She was positive of that, but she had to make certain of one thing before she made him feel good.

“Did you learn your lesson?”

“Yes,” he said quickly.

“Who’s the boss?”

“You’re the boss,” he said.

“Mmm, I like when you say that,” she said and reached down to grip his cock through the thong. “You think you’ve been good enough to deserve my pussy?”

“Yes! Please give it to me!”

“Hmm, I don’t know. You are a brat.”

“I’ll be good. I promise,” Hugh said, feeling every shred of his cockiness fade away. He knew that if Lakeisha unlocked him now, he wouldn’t get her pussy, but if he let her ride his dick like this, then he was hers. There was no way around it.

“You better be,” Lakeisha said and pushed down his thong to let his cock out to play. It stood at attention, wet at the tip and ready for her pussy, and she was ready for his dick. She left the thong stuck halfway down his thighs as she straddled his legs. They both gasped loudly when she lowered her pussy down onto his dick, impaling herself with his cock. “Yes, Hugh! Yes!”

“Fuck, Lakeisha! That pussy feels so good!”

Lakeisha gripped Hugh’s chest and rode his dick like she was in it for a prize, moving her pussy lips up and down every inch of his cock as she bounced. He couldn’t hold his load for long as she used his dick, and she was right there with him, still running on the highs of her first orgasm. “Cum with me!”

“I’m so close!” he hollered.

Lakeisha moved upright and squeezed her tits as she stared at her captive, loving how he had his handcuffed arms high above his head. She played with her tits as she bounced at an even quicker speed until she was creaming all over his dick. She dropped her head back when the moment arrived and let out a deeply sensual sound as she came, and Hugh joined her. She held her pussy lips tight around his dick as he unloaded everything he had inside of her.

“Mmm, we’ll have to do that again.”

“Yes,” he said, gasping loudly when Lakeisha lifted herself off him. “That was so good.”

Lakeisha smiled at Hugh. She got up and went to the bathroom to freshen up before letting her sissy brat out of his handcuffs.


CHAPTER 7

Hugh went back to his hotel room after she released him, and he couldn’t stop replaying the moments over and over in his head. He was in shock from what’d happened, and he couldn’t deny liking it. He couldn’t remember the last time he ever came that much or stayed that hard for so long. Most women bored him if he was being honest, but Lakeisha was anything other than boring.

He wished she hadn’t been so cold to him the following day. From the moment they got together to head to Riverbend Community Hub for their neighborhood dinner, she acted strictly in a professional manner. Hugh about lost his mind by the end of the dinner. Lakeisha was acting like they hadn’t shared the single most intimate moment of his life together. The day and dinner passed without anything eventful happening, which left Hugh in a funk when they headed to the airport to fly back to Manhattan.

“Won’t you talk to me?” he asked her on the plane. “Didn’t last night mean anything to you?”

“Shh,” she hissed. “We can’t speak about that. Not here. Not now. Not ever.”

“Why not?”

Lakeisha shook her head. “What we did was only in the heat of the moment. I’m not going to risk my entire career for you. I’m sorry.”

“How can you say that?” he asked her, shocked to hear those words. He told her everything he could for her article, and he no longer cared how she portrayed his family. Not if it meant that they could be together. He wanted her more than he wanted his image, but Lakeisha didn’t budge that entire flight. They landed in New York without a resolution. “What’s going to become of us?” he asked when the driver was only a few blocks from her apartment. “I won’t be able to stop thinking about you, Lakeisha.”

“I wish things could be different, but I can’t let you distract me from my work. I’m sorry, Hugh.”

“You don’t mean that,” he said.

“I do,” she said just as the driver stopped in front of her building. “Look out for the article. Take care.”

Hugh sat there paralyzed as she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek before letting herself out of the car. She didn’t even turn to look back at him as she walked to her front door, leaving him hurt and confused. He thought what they shared meant something, but maybe he’d been wrong.

***

Weeks passed.

Lakeisha worked on the article. She gave George Gordon a virtual interview to ask him about his role as a father in Hugh’s life. He was honest about working too much, and he told her how he compared himself to so many men who’d come before him. He thanked Lakeisha for writing an article that made him open his eyes and had since become a mentor for younger men. He encouraged them to spend more time with their families and doing activities that brought them joy. Lakeisha was touched that her article could have made such a profound change in a man’s life. She looked a bit more into George’s links to Randy Johnson but didn’t find anything worth using, and getting to know the Gordon men made her see them in a different light. After her interview with George, she couldn’t stop thinking about his son Hugh.

More days passed as Lakeisha went back and forth with her editor Christina about the piece. It was mostly favorable with a few sprinkles of critical words about how George Gordon could have been more careful as a developer, but she also let the Gordon men off the hook for being products of their time. George showed that he was trying to be more understanding and caring with age, and that counted for something.

“Do you think it’s ready?” Christina asked Lakeisha. “I’m honestly surprised by how sweet it is. It’s quite a contrast from your last one.”

“I saw George and Hugh in a new light. George’s dad Patrick even sent me a thoughtful email. I see them as people who want a better name after the interviews.”

“Yeah,” Christina said with a sigh. “I love your article, but I worry it’s too friendly after the last one you wrote. Hopefully it doesn’t come back to bite us in the ass.”

“You’re the one who took the money and put me up to this! You could have returned the money if you didn’t want me to write this piece,” Lakeisha said in a high voice. “I had to cut corners for my piece about Brooklyn to make time for this. People are still mad at me for spending less time with them than I promised.”

“I know, I know,” Christina said. “We’re going to run the Gordon piece. I just wish—”

“We both just wish, Christina,” Lakeisha said to cut off her boss. She was tired of the conversation. She never wanted to write the piece in the first place, and it’d left her with strange feelings about Hugh. She couldn’t stop thinking about the night they’d spent together, but could she do anything about it? Nope. She had to push her feelings aside and act like she wasn’t aching to have him every night. “Can I go now? You’re going to piss me off.”

“Sorry, Lakeisha. I’m sorry. Have I been fucking up lately?”

“Do you want me to answer that question honestly?” Lakeisha asked in a cold voice. “Look, I know we need the money, and who do you think will honestly care at the end of the day?”

“Yeah, you’re right.”

“Bye, Christina. Let me know when you plan on running the article.”

“Will do,” Christina said and turned back to her computer screen.

***

Hugh: I just read the article. Your writing was exquisite. Does that mean I can see you again? I would love to take you out for a celebratory drink.

Lakeisha read the message yet again for the fourth or fifth time that day. She was just leaving The Pulse’s office when she decided to respond, knowing for sure what she wanted to do.

Lakeisha: Only a drink. Tonight.

Hugh: That’s all I need. Meet me here.

He sent the location to a fancy rooftop bar that had incredible views of the city. She went home to put on a form fitting dress, jewelry, and heels. Her face and hair were done to perfection when she stepped out of her building and took a taxi to the restaurant. She was a touch nervous as she took the elevator up to the bar, but her fears vanished the second she saw Hugh posted up against the railing.

“There you are,” he said and pushed off the rail to walk toward her. He was wearing a tan, tailored suit with a gorgeous blue shirt beneath it. No tie. His hair was combed, cropping his face in a way that made Lakeisha want to kiss him. “I’ve missed you.”

“Have you?” she asked.

“A lot,” he said. “Have you missed me?”

“A little bit,” she said, but they could both tell that she was lying through her teeth. “Fine, I missed you a lot. I wish Christina never assigned me that follow-up article to write.”

“Why? So you could keep hating my family?”

Lakeisha nodded as Hugh held her in his arms. “It would make my life a lot easier if I could hate you.”

“Hmm,” he said. “I don’t think so. Know why?”

“Why?”

Hugh leaned forward to whisper into her ear. “Because I’m a naughty little brat and need a girl to put me in my place.”

“Yes, you do,” Lakeisha said lightly. “Who’s that girl?”

“You are,” he said. “Always you.”

“Mmm, that’s right,” she said and leaned back to look into his eyes, and then they kissed. They melted into the kiss, losing track of both time and space, making up for all the lost moments they’d endured. “Don’t let me leave you again.”

“Never,” he said. “Promise you won’t hate me for being a Gordon?”

“I’ll do my best, but if you step out of line, you know what I’ll do to you,” Lakeisha said with a wicked smile, but that was exactly what Hugh wanted to hear. They sat down and ordered drinks to celebrate, but the real celebrations didn’t happen until later when they got home.


CHAPTER 8

Nine Months Later

“Is Heather ready to come out and play?” Lakeisha asked Hugh as they sat on his sailboat. They were somewhere out in the middle of the Atlantic. Hugh taught Lakeisha all the emergency procedures in case something happened, but he was the one manning the ship. He was also playing dress up as her doll. “It’s been over a day since she’s come out, and you’ve been mean.”

“How have I been mean?” Hugh asked in a voice of disbelief. “I’ve been steering us towards Europe. Isn’t that where you want to go?”

“Yes, but you haven’t become my slutty girl all day, which makes you a mean brat!”

Hugh chuckled. “Fine, you win.”

“Good. We can skip the makeup if you’re worried about the boat. I don’t want anything bad to happen.”

“We’re fine. We have a few hours before we’ll encounter any bad weather.”

“Mmm, then we’d better get to work,” Lakeisha said and stood up to grab him a skirt, heels, and a pair of crotchless panties. She loved looking at his hard cock when it was surrounded by beautiful fabric. She returned with his clothes, and they both stripped naked right there on the boat in the open air, out in the middle of nowhere. “Don’t you look sexy?” Lakeisha asked Hugh as she mindlessly played with her pussy while he put on his clothes. “You want to fuck me with that big, girly dick?”

“So bad,” Hugh said as he rubbed his cock beneath the skirt. He loved when Lakeisha put him in sexy clothes. They didn’t do it all the time, especially when they were back on land, but becoming Heather was always something Hugh enjoyed doing when they had the time. He walked over toward her in his heels and dropped to his knees between her spread legs. “First, I need a taste.”

“Yes,” she said in a breath. She pushed her hand against the back of Heather’s head as she licked her pussy lips and flicked her clit with her tongue like she liked. “Fuck, Heather! Your mouth feels so good!”

Heather licked and licked as Lakeisha held her head, but it wasn’t long before Lakeisha pulled on Heather’s shoulders to pull her up her body. Heather slid into Lakeisha’s welcoming pussy and gasped loudly as her lips surrounded her hard cock. They were connected in the most natural, glorious of ways, and Heather couldn’t get over how amazing it felt to have that extra sensation from the women’s clothing and heels as she pumped her hips. She pushed her fingers into Lakeisha’s hair and kissed her deeply as they fucked.

“I’m close, baby!”

“Me too,” Heather grunted into her ear.

“Cum in me! I’m so fucking close!”

Heather dropped her head back and released, hollering out at the open ocean as she unloaded into Lakeisha’s pussy. Lakeisha dug her nails into Heather’s back as she came, her lower back arching as she screamed in a high pitch.

Heather cursed as she slowly pulled out of Lakeisha and rolled over to her side. “That never gets old, does it?”

“No, it doesn’t,” said Lakeisha. “How much longer until we make it to Europe?”

“A few more days.”

“Mmm, perfect. I love being out here on the ocean.”

“Good,” Hugh said as he scooted closer to his gorgeous, naked woman to kiss her. They held each other and looked up at the sky as it slowly began to darken. He felt so lucky to have found a woman who could make him stop looking at others. It was a big bonus that she liked sailing too, and they’d already made plans to sail far and wide together.
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