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Back, back, back again...

This is different for me. 

There are triggers, Specifically in the second part of  introducing Charmed/ Lucas. You can skip it and won't miss a thing.

Imma see y'all later.


Introducing Leah 

Outside, raindrops tapped, tapped, tapped on the window. Tapping on my fucking nerves, mimicking the tears that had been threatening to spill from my eyes all night as Jazmine Sullivan's "Hurt Me So Good" flowed from built-in speakers in the ceiling. I found the song fitting since I was lying in bed alone, my chest hurting, consumed by sadness, with a wet pussy, but no husband to please me because my marriage was in shambles. To think, once upon a time, I'd been deeply in love. Once upon a time, I'd been happy. Recently, I hadn't been either.

Khalid hadn't been home in three days and wasn't answering his phone, which had me in my feelings. He'd blame his absence on work like he always did. Work hadn't kept him away before when he wanted me.

I couldn't stand his lying ass. But still, I reached for my phone, half-tempted to call him again, to hear his voice, to beg him to mend what he'd broken. But pride and anger wouldn't let me.

Most likely, he wouldn't answer anyways, he was probably laid up with the next bitch. Telling her pretty lies and giving away dick that belonged to me.

A surge of anger bubbled up in my stomach, just thinking about the betrayal, the lies, the unanswered calls and the blatant fucking neglect had me ready to kill his ass.

"You know I can't leave you. But I swear that I would if I could." I sang along with Jazmine, feeling every word. I should just leave.

I knew for a fact that he was cheating on me. Weeks earlier, I had found red lipstick on the zipper of his pants—I hadn't put it there. I couldn't remember the last time I'd sucked his dick. I couldn't even remember the last time he'd asked me to. Whoever he had been fucking kept him busy and satisfied because he hadn't even tried fucking me in weeks. His "schedule" was too busy, he said. Too busy to fuck your wife? Tuh.

Everything in me wanted to confront him, but the pants were the only solid proof I had of his infidelities, and with a man like Khalid, you had to have reliable, undeniable proof, or he'd talk himself out of trouble. Make himself the victim.

My daddy had told me not to marry a professional liar. I should have listened.

I groaned as I turned to my side and reached into my nightstand. I felt pathetic pulling out the pink butterfly I'd ordered months before from Amazon. For the fifth time just that week, I was about to fuck myself instead of having my husband do it.

"Fuck," I groaned again when my toy didn't turn on. I knew it was the batteries, and I knew I had no replacements in the house. I screamed out in frustration. The toy bounced off the wall across the room.

I sighed.

Fuck it, I used my fingers. I needed to relieve the tension from being in a fucked-up marriage, and masturbating helped.

Laying back in bed, I caressed my double D breast, causing my clit to twitch. I trailed my hand down my slightly rounded belly to my pussy, ran my fingers over my silky pearl, between my wet folds, then slipped two fingers inside myself, going deep until my entire body went slack, and my eyes rolled back into my head. Only seconds had passed, and my orgasm stirred in my belly, tightening the walls of my pussy as I rolled my size sixteen hips to meet the stroke of my fingers.

"You started without me."

A sharp gasp caught in my throat, my heart pounding like a trapped bird against a cage. I damn near jumped out of my skin. Guiltily, snatching my hand away from my pussy, I sat up so fast in bed that it made my head spin.

Khalid stood leaning against our bedroom door with a grin on his lips and lust in his eyes. His gaze moved down my voluptuous thighs to my French-manicured feet and back to my face.

Seeing him looking so carefree made me realize that I really, really couldn't stand his ass anymore. He was a beautiful man, though, in his tailored black dress pants and a silver button-up. six feet two inches and weighing a solid, two hundred forty. Khalid was lean but muscular, with a handsome face with angles that made him look perpetually mean, but it worked for him. He looked poise, powerful and polished. He could thank his Desi-Indian dad and Nigerian mom's combined genes for his good looks and piss-poor attitude. He had coddled and spoiled by his mother. She treated him more like her man than her son.

Sucking my teeth. I really hated that I was still attracted to him. He'd done too much to me over the years for me not to hate him.

As my frown grew, so did his grin. He liked irking me. I thought about picking the lamp off the nightstand and throwing it at him, but he wasn't even worth the effort it would take.

"Where in the fuck have you been, Khalid?" I jumped off the bed and got into his face. He smelled like gin and cheap perfume.

His grin dropped. His body stiffened. A nerve had been struck. He hated it when I confronted him about anything.

Too bad.

I was at a point where I didn’t care about what Khalid liked or disliked. I loved him, but I was also so over him. We'd been together for six years, and only two of those were good. The minute we got married, he changed and started trying to change me. Like I wasn't good enough for him when, if we were being honest, it was the other way around. Not because I thought I was above him but because he hated himself.

Khalid had grown up poor. his momma worked long hours and still didn't have much, and his dad wasn't in the picture. He knew what it was like to be without, so I understood some of why he was like he was now. People who had never had anything were notorious for acting brand new when they got it. But he was doing way too much these days. he'd become so unlike the old him.

Sometimes, I felt he resented me because my life growing up hadn't been as hard as his. I'd grown up wealthy, went to the best schools, and never wanted for anything, but just because my dad was a lawyer and could provide a nice lifestyle for me didn't mean I was a typical spoiled rich girl.

I had to work for what I got. nothing was given to me, and my dad told me anything could happen, and we could lose everything we had in the blink of an eye, so I shouldn't depend on it. I worked during the summer. I interned at his law office. We didn't have maids. I learned to cook and clean for myself. I wasn't as soft or naive as Khalid believed me to be either. From day one, I was surrounded by the men and women my father had come up with, so I was book-smart and street-smart. My dad and his people were natives of Atlanta and products of their environment. He grew up during the drug epidemic, and he and his friends had done whatever they needed to do to survive. It wasn't until after he got arrested his hundredth time and was shipped off to the Navy that he left crime alone.

He met my momma, she got pregnant with me, he went to college and then law school, and he turned his life around.

Though he was a lawyer, he was not one of those prim and proper ones you'd imagine when you thought of an attorney in law.

He was gritty. He was street. He was dangerous.

Khalid had reminded me of him so much at first.

We'd met at Stetson Law School in St. Petersburg, Florida. I admired him for working hard and accomplishing so much when he had so many obstacles in his way, just like my dad, but then he got his first six-figure job and started showing his ass.

He went from being a hood dude who beat the odds to acting like an entitled asshole.

That's when the demands came. He wanted me to lose weight and start dressing and behaving like his coworker's wives. I was a size sixteen when he met me, and I remained a size sixteen, except now I had toned up from going to the gym with him. I didn't see a problem with my weight, and I liked to dress simple and comfortably. It was nothing to find me in a bandage dress with some Converse on my feet, wire-rimmed glasses on my eyes, and simple studs in my ear. My personality was extra. I didn't need to dress any extra.

I wasn't even a full-time lawyer, but he didn't want me working on the few cases I helped my father with because he said it made him look like he couldn't take care of his own house. On some misogynistic type mess.

This new him was the reason for a lot of the conflict in our home.

"I was at work, which is where I'm always at." He responded with way too much attitude and bass in his voice for my liking. My hand itched with the need to pick up the lamp and chuck it at him, but I fought the urge.

Pushing past me, He walked fully into the room and started undressing, acting as if his statement, "I was at work," explained away his three-day absence.

My feet carried me to stand eye to eye with him. He had the nerve to roll his beady fucking eyes.

"You're lying," I accused.

"Man, Leah, move around with that shit, I'm tired."

"I don't give a fuck if you're tired. I'm tired, too, of your ass." I shoved my finger my into his chest.

"It's been three days. Three days that I haven't heard from or seen you." I flashed three fingers in his face. It's been three days since your ass left here. "And I know for a fact that your stupid ass is lying about being at work. Your secretary said you called in your vacation time. So where did you go on vacation and with whom?" I folded my arms across my chest and waited for him to respond.

He exhaled, dropped his dirty clothes to the floor, and walked towards the bathroom like I hadn't asked him a question. For some reason, his dismissal made me aware of my nudity.

I let him go while I went to the closet, pulled out a robe, and slipped it on. I sat on the chaise right next to the bathroom door and listened as he showered.

As soon as he came out of the bathroom, I started up again. A real conversation between us was well overdue.

"So, are you going to answer my question? Where the fuck have you been, Khalid?"

Shaking his head, he frowned at me. "Why are you bothering me? I knew I should have just stayed my ass where the fuck I was at," he growled.

I jumped up from where the chaise and mushed his ass in the head.

"Exactly, Mother Fucker. If you didn't want to answer your wife's questions, you should have stayed with the bitch who been occupying your time. Let that bitch whisper sweet nothing to you. She can be your peace. I want fucking answers."

I stared at him in disgust. I was tired of fighting him. He needed to go before I lost my mind.

"As a matter of fact. I know you're cheating, and I'm tired of the lies, so I'm going to help you out and give your ass to her." I snapped. Walking over to his closet, I pulled his suitcase out. I was hot and fuming.

My muscles were so tight they ached.

Who the fuck did he think he was? How long did he think I would put up with his shit?

I grabbed an armful of his suits and started throwing them on top of the suitcase, hangers and all. I hadn't even opened it.

"Why the fuck are you tripping?" he asked before grabbing my arm and snatching me out of the closet. He dragged me across the room and shoved me onto the bed. I started to get up, but the look he gave me advised me against it. I wasn't about to be physically fighting with his big ass, so I stayed put.

"You're always being extra. If you want to know, I'll tell you. I took some time off to think. Your current behavior is exactly why I did so—without telling you."

"To think about what?" I asked nervously. I could taste blood from where I was chewing at my bottom lip. Was my marriage about to end? I'd been thinking about ending our marriage myself but thinking about him doing it first had me feeling some type of way.

"I went to a hotel. I needed to be alone for a minute." He couldn't look me in the eyes, so I knew he was lying. And I noticed he didn't answer my question.

"Whatever you decide, Khalid, I hope you make up your mind soon." I laid down in the bed with my back turned away him. I wanted to cry so badly, but I wouldn't. I was tired of crying. I just wanted peace."

"Scoot over," he said from behind me, and when I did, he got up and slid under the covers.

"I love you, Leah. just give me some time." He pleaded and kissed me on the back of the head.

He was full of bullshit.

I let my silence speak for itself and closed my eyes.

I was awakened sometime later by Khalid's dick pushing inside me from behind, stretching me to fit him. I wanted to resist, but he felt too good.

"I know what you need, baby. Just let me make you feel good." He whispered, breathing heavily into my ear. 

If Khalid didn't do shit else well, he knew how to fuck.

He pounded into me as if his life depended on it, coaxing cum from my pussy. He took a fist full of my hair and yanked my head back. "Fuck, good pussy," came out his mouth as a low, rumbling growl. "I love the fuck out of you, Leah."

He was lying, and I knew it. Regret danced in my throat as I gave in to the pleasure.

When we were finished, it was damn near six in the morning, and he immediately got up, showered, and dressed. I lay in bed pretending to be asleep. Before he left, he came over and leaned down, his lips ghosting against my cheek. I knew Khalid like I knew myself and his work schedule and habits. He was about to see whoever had been occupying his time. His office opened at 10 a.m. Usually, he would leave at seven thirty so he could be at work at eight, earlier than everybody else so that he could make a good impression.

About a year ago, he started leaving as early as hell, at six in the morning, dressed for work. Twelve to fifteen hours later, when he'd come back home, his suits would still be crispy as fuck, no creases, no wrinkles. This negro thought I wasn't noticing that.

Today would be the day I was finally brave enough to learn the truth. I knew he'd think that because we'd had sex, everything was good between us again, so he'd go on about his day like everything was normal.

I waited until I smelled coffee downstairs before getting up. I didn't even wash his sticky cum off my thigh. I just threw on a t-shirt, a pair of leggings, and sneakers, then jumped back under the covers, just in case he came back up. When his car alarm beeped, I hurried out of bed. I waited for him to pull out of the driveway before exiting the house and running my big ass down our long ass driveway to my car. I'd purposely parked on the street, so I didn't have to worry about backing out of the driveway. The subdivision we lived in only had one way out, and then he'd have to drive fifteen minutes to the highway, so there was no way I'd lose him unless he were speeding.

When I spotted his car, I followed a safe distance behind. I knew he wasn't going to work when he took the exit From Tampa to Clearwater instead of St. Pete where he worked. My heart was hammering against my chest, and my palms were sweaty as hell the entire time I followed him. the anticipation of finding out the truth had me about to piss myself. I kept bouncing my knee.

We ended up in a nice deed-restricted community. he pulled into the driveway of one of the houses and got out. I watched as he used a key to let himself into a white ranch-style house with a picket fence and a cute pink mailbox. I sat there waiting and wondering what I was about to discover. About 15 minutes later, he came out with a girl that looked to be about 3 or 4 on his hip. She was obviously of mixed race, with a head full of bushy brown hair and a caramel complexion.

I started praying that what I was seeing wasn't what I was thinking it was. no way would my husband have a whole child on me. But my worst fears were confirmed when a barefoot white lady came running out of the house. She was holding a Barbie lunch bag and looked just like the wives he always bragged about. Tall and lithe, blonde, blue-eyed, with big fake tits and no ass to speak of.

She handed the bag to him, kissed the girl, and then the little girl called him, said loud as hell, loud enough for me to hear sitting two houses down. Daddy, you forgot my lunch. She giggled cutely, and my heart broke.

It took everything in me not to get out and show my ass, but I wouldn't taint the little girl's image of her daddy no matter what. I'd been through that. My dad had fucked off on my mom so much that she finally left his ass when one of his flings showed up at our house. I witness it all, heard all their fights. She promised she'd come back for me, but a year later she'd been killed in a drunk driving accident. I wouldn't say it aloud, but I blamed my dad for her death.

I snapped a couple of pictures with my phone before backing up my car and leaving.

I fought against the tears, but they wouldn't stop coming. I had to pull over on the side of the road so I wouldn't get into an accident. When I composed myself, I drove home. After unlocking the door, I just stood in the foyer, looking at what we owned through blurry eyes. We lived in a six-bedroom, three-bathroom house with no kids. We had spent nearly three million dollars building it and decorating it to fit both our tastes. Everything was sleek and modern. Everything looked perfect—an illusion. Using the back of my hand, I wiped away my tears. I took the stairs two at a time, walked into my main bedroom, and immediately started packing. There was no need to tell my husband I was leaving. there was no reason to talk about me going. I was done.

His having a child with someone else was the ultimate betrayal. I wanted a baby so badly it hurt, but I'd probably never be a mother. I had been diagnosed with PCOS in my teens. It was going to take fertility treatments to even have a chance. Khalid had been telling me for four years that we shouldn't go that route until later in our marriage. He said he wanted to establish himself. He wanted to enjoy our time alone. He gave me one excuse after another as to why we should not start a family. To find out he'd gone out and had a child with the next bitch. I could have gotten over him just fucking her, but having kids with her? That was an unforgivable transgression.

After packing my clothes, I called my dad in Atlanta.

"Hey, baby, he answered, happy to hear from me."

"Hey, Daddy," I tried to sound like I hadn't been crying for hours.

What's wrong? He asked, sounding so concerned that he lost it.

I broke down and told him everything.

"He has a child with some white girl." I sobbed into the phone.

My dad didn't say anything. he just listened. That's how he was when it came to Khalid and me. He'd told me right after Khalid had proposed to me that I shouldn't marry him. he saw the insecurity and self-hatred in him long before I did. Khalid thought living a certain way would erase his past. He didn't think he needed to heal from it if he ran from it fast enough. I should have listened. hell, I should have left when he started emotionally and mentally abusing me. I knew better, but I stayed because I loved him, or maybe it was because I didn't think I could do better. I wasn't sure which was truer, but in the end, all I had done was waste six years of my life. I wouldn't waste a minute more.

"What can I do for you?" he asked once I stopped blubbering into the phone. Daddy was a problem solver. He was never one for platitudes or coddling, and I didn't expect it from him. It didn't make me feel less loved because I knew my father would die and kill for me.

I wiped my eyes.

"I need a divorce lawyer and a copy of my prenup."

When he suggested I get one, I had told him no. But he insisted until I did. When I met Khalid, I had 3.5 million in the bank from my momma's life insurance and her family money that had been left to her. She and my daddy were opposites. She had grown up a princess in a household run by two Black Republicans. I had added at least a million of my own money from a few cases I handled for my dad. It could have been more if Khalid wasn't so against me working.

If I hadn't listened to Daddy, Khalid could have ended up with half of everything. Luckily, Khalid didn't know exactly how much I was worth, and he never asked. he just assumed he was the breadwinner, so I let him. The pre-nuptial agreement said we left with what we came with.

"I'll get it done as soon as possible. Do you need me to fly down?"

He asked just as the doorbell rang.

No, thank you, Daddy. I didn't need him in Florida trying to hurt Khalid. he wasn't worth my father's wrath.

I've got to go, Daddy. the movers are knocking. I rushed him off the phone before he could say anything else.

I let the moving guys in to load my boxes with my clothes and valuables. They'd be putting them in storage, and everything else I'd leave for Khalid. After everything I wanted was packed, I locked the door with tears in my eyes. I got in my car, pulled up Khalid's numbers, and texted him the earlier picture. My phone rang almost immediately. I backed out and threw it from the car window into the front yard. I'd been in a hotel for the past week. I was at a point where I felt like I wasn't losing my mind. It was hard to accept that my marriage was over, but it was probably for the best. With a clear mind, I realized I didn't even love Khalid anymore. I cared for him, but that was it. He'd done too much to me emotionally for me to have any real feelings left for him.


Introducing Leah continued…

Bang, bang. The door to the hotel rattled.

"Dang! I'm coming!" I yelled, assuming it was room service. I pushed myself off the bed and went to open it. I could almost taste the steak I'd ordered. I sighed real long and hard when I opened it to find Khalid standing on the other side. I wanted to kick my own ass for not asking who it was.

I sneered. "How'd you know I was here?"

He frowned. "Credit cards, can I come in?" He asked in a defeated tone.

I narrowed my eyes at him. "Hell no."

"Please Leah. I know you have questions you want to ask, and I have things I want to tell you and apologize for everything."

I stood there in silence, thinking. Was I ready to hear the truth?

I took a step back and left enough room for him to enter. I found it odd that he was wearing gym shorts and a wifebeater at one in the afternoon. Instead of his usual suit, but I didn't question it.

I walked over to the bed and sat down while Khalid grabbed one of the chairs and set it right in front of me. I inched back so we wouldn't touch.

He sat down and cocked his head to the side, and just looked at me like he was searching for something. It made me feel uncomfortable.

"What?" I asked with attitude.

"How are you doing?" He asked, I could hear the sincerity in his voice.

What a stupid fucking question! But I wasn't trying to argue with him, so I answered with a simple "I'm good."

He cocked an eyebrow. "Really, you're doing well after you walked out on your husband for no reason."

My eyes bucked.

"No reason? You. Have. A. Fucking. Child. With. Another. Woman." I emphasized every word with a hand clap in his face.

"What was I supposed to do? What was my response supposed to be, Khalid?"

"I know this looks bad, Leah, but you weren't supposed to pack up and fucking leave." He yelled like he had the right to be mad.

"You know what?" I said, getting off the bed. I pushed past him, heading for the door. I opened it.

"You can leave."

He shook his head. I'm staying until we talk.

I clapped my hands dramatically. "Then talk. stop asking me stupid fucking questions. Purge your mother's fucking soul like you came to do so you won't feel guilty anymore and get the fuck out of my life."

My chest rose and fell.

His nostrils flared.

Our eyes locked. The air between us grew thick with so much fucking tension until neither of us knew what to say or if with should say anything at all. After what felt like an eternity, Khalid's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. Pushing his ego aside, he asked. "Could we just sit down, please? This type of acrimony between us is not necessary." He motioned towards the bed.

I sat, reluctantly. I wanted to hear what he had to say and see how he was going to explain away a baby.

Rubbing his neck, he asked, "Where do we go from here, Leah?" He asked instead of explaining himself.

"The divorce papers are being drawn up as we speak."

Anger flashed in his eyes. "Divorced? For what?"

"For what?" I laughed, even though none of it was funny. "You have a child with another woman," I repeated.

"It was a mistake." He dragged his hand over his mouth. "I couldn't exactly say fuck my child once she was here."

"A mistake, Khalid. You fell and tripped into her mommy's pussy?"

He gave me an annoyed look.

"Jenny was some chick from work I was fucking. she got pregnant on purpose and didn't tell me until six months in," he confessed.

My nail dug into my palms. I wanted to hit him so badly. But I restrained myself.

"Cool, thanks for telling me," I got up off the bed again and went and opened the room door. Tears burned the back of my eyes, but I wasn't about to let him see me cry. He needed to leave so I could break down in peace.

He gave me a hard stare. "Cool? That's all you have to say?" He responded before getting up out of the chair he was occupying. "It's cool?"

"Yep. Goodbye." My voice shook. It was taking everything in me not to flip out on him. He sat there and made having a baby with another woman sound like he'd forgotten to pick up milk from the store. I was 50 shades of pissed.

A frown washed across his face. "I'm sorry, Leah, shit got complicated. I was going to tell you. I really was." He shook his head in despair.

I held the door open with my foot and clapped my hands together loudly. He wanted an award for his confession, and I would give it to him. "Oh, you were going to tell me. you want credit for it. you want a fucking cookie." I let the door close.

"Since you refuse to leave and want to talk about your infidelities. I have questions. take a seat, Mr. Benevolent. Mr. I was going to tell you." I said sarcastically.

He sucked his teeth but sat down.

"Suck them mother fuckers all you want, but the moment you don't answer the question I ask, is the moment you can take your punk ass somewhere."

I waited for him to respond.

Whatever

"How old is she?"

Three. He answered.

You love her mother?

"No, I care." He replied, low enough I could barely hear the words coming out of his mouth.

I didn't like that answer. that meant it was just sex. but I moved on.

"Did she know about me?"

He dropped his head as if he were unable to look at me when he said "Yes."

I threw my hands in the air. Of course, she did. These silly hoes always know.

"How many bitches have you fucked since we've been married?"

The tick above his eyes went crazy, which meant he was about to lie. I waited.

"Five."

I choked back anger. I inhaled a breath and held it. I counted to ten to calm myself before speaking.

"So that means somewhere between 10 and 15."

His chin dropped to his eyes.

Dirty dick motherfucker.

I gave myself a mental pep talk. You will not hit him. You will not hit him.

I wanted to bust his ass in his fucking head so fucking badly, but I knew violence wasn't the answer. I tried so hard not to behave, but in the end, I hauled off and hit him upside the head with a closed fist so hard that it had my wrist hurting.

Lying ass, dirty dick Mother fucker. I went to swing again, but he caught my arm. and pushed me onto the bed. He wisely took his ass to the other side of the room, putting the small table between me and him.

"Keep your fucking hands to yourself, Leah. I don't fucking hit you. you don't fucking hit me. I'll knock your fucking teeth out next time." he threatened.

I jumped up. "Nope, you don't hit me. Just degrade me, fuck a thousand bitches behind my back, and donate sperm to bastards."

His nostrils flared. "Don't fucking call my child a bastard," he roared.

"Fuck you. "Fuck her momma and Fuck her." I waved him off.

"You're pushing it, Leah. I understand you're hurt, but don't bring my child up. She didn't do shit to you."

He was right about that.

"You're right, just her hoe-ass momma and her dirty dick daddy were responsible for wronging me".

I started pacing and mumbling to myself. "I wanted to hurt him and knew exactly how to do it."

"You know what. I wish to God I would have chosen Troy instead of you." I turned and stared directly at him. I wanted to see his reaction.

His voice became as cold and sharp as a scalpel. ""What do you say?"

Check and mate. Troy was a sore subject between us because I'd met his best friend a few weeks before him. Troy and I had been fooled but hadn't actually had sex. He was a hoe around campus, so I wasn't pressed when he ghosted me. Then I met Khalid, and weeks later I found out they were best friends. Troy and I agreed not to tell Khalid what happened. Troy and I pretty much avoided each other since there was heavy sexual tension between us—everybody seemed to notice but Khalid. Then we graduated. Troy moved to Chicago for a job opportunity. Everything was good until he visited us in Florida. He got pissy drunk and told me he had feelings for me and that I deserved better than my husband. Khalid walked in and heard part of the conversation, and they got into a fight. They hadn't spoken since.

From that day on, he swore up and down that Troy and I had been fucking the whole time we were in school.

"Repeat that.' He broke into my thoughts.

"That's right. I spent the last four years wondering what if. I almost called his number a few times. I've always been curious to see how a dick with a curve feels."

His shoulders tensed. I could physically see the anger as it rolled off him in waves.

He stalked from around the table. he moved so fast it felt as if time stood still. His hand was around my throat before I could defend myself.

"Stop fucking playing with me, Leah." He squeezed. Eyes narrowed at me the vein in the side of his neck thumped.

A dry cackle like a madwoman's exploded from my mouth, taunting him I choked out. "Maybe I will fuck him now that I'm single. I remember he had a big ass dick. I fingered my pussy at the thought of it a few times." His grip tightened.

I stopped playing when it started to be hard to take a breath. Swinging my left hand out, I caught him above the eye with my wedding ring. the gash began to bleed immediately.

Letting me go, he backed up, shoving his fingers towards my face. "You're going to make me fucking kill your ass in here, throwing that nigga up in my face."

There's the real Khalid.

"What the fuck ever?" I waved him off with one hand and rubbed my sore neck with the other. I was obviously losing my fucking mind. I need him gone. "You said what you had to say, you can go. Get. The. Fuck. Out!"

He turned and went to walk out, but he stopped just before opening the door.

I was tugging at my wedding ring.

"Let me find out you contacted Troy. I'll make your life a living hell." He threatened.

I smirked. "We'll see." As he walked out, my ring flew out the door behind him.

Fuck him and his gaudy of ass ring. He'd spent his first yearly bonus,  forty-five thousand fucking dollars on a simple band with too many diamonds. Always trying to impress some fucking body. Before I could have the breakdown I wanted, there was a knock at the door. "Room service."

I never did contact Troy. that wasn't my brand of petty, but I did file for divorce. Six months after Khalid visited me in my hotel, I sat next to my lawyer, facing the judge, listening to Khalid's lawyer drone on about reconciliations. I wanted to laugh in his face. There was no way in hell I was getting back together with him. What I learned about my husband through a private investigator my father had hired had put my world into a tailspin.

The house I'd caught him at, he owned with the white bitch. he'd lied and said he'd met her at work, but they had known each other long before he knew me. He had a fifteen-year-old son with her, besides the three-year-old girl I'd seen. He was living a whole different life in his free time. Fucking multiple women. He hadn't had a job in eight months. He'd paid his ex-secretary to lie to me when I called. And get this. He'd gotten fired for fucking one of the partner's wives. I tuned everything out until I heard the only words I needed to hear, "Mrs. Davis is being granted her divorce."

I silently whispered, "Thank God."


Introducing  Charmed/ Lucas

Back when I was a young boy, recklessly running the streets, this old head named Buck told me I was the type of nigga who had more luck than sense of self-preservation. Because of that, he started calling me Charmed. At the time, I didn't understand why he considered me lucky when life had given me the middle finger since I was born. Wasn't shit lucky about me. But the name stuck, and I became known as Charmed.

It took me fifteen years to finally understand how lucky I truly was. I was dealt a lot of fucked-up hands, and life hadn't been easy, but I continually came out on top, and now I had really lucked out.

Earlier that day, I'd been handed the deed for a new complex with ten apartments in Tampa, Florida. I'd also paid cash for my dream house—a three-story, eight-bedroom, six-bath mini-mansion by the water. And I still had enough money in the bank to live comfortably for the rest of my life.

"I'm a fucking warrior!" I screamed out loud while banging my chest. I felt really fucking good.

As fucked up as it sounds, I had been prepared to die at a young age or thought I'd, at the very least, end up in prison. Few niggas from where I was from, doing what I was doing, survived even to see their eighteenth birthday. Yet, here I was, three years away from thirty, having made it without becoming a statistic. I'd been throwing bricks and dead bodies at the prison for years but had no record or bodies linked to me. I had never been in anybody's schoolhouse but could read, write, and count my money as if I had a college degree. So yeah, I now count myself as really fucking lucky. I'd made it out alive, and now I could live like a normal person. I craved a simple life where I wasn't always looking over my shoulder or wondering when my luck would finally run out.

As I drove back to Harlem, New York, from Tampa, Florida, to get my girl, my past was all I could think about. I'd been born into a fucked-up existence. My entire childhood had been filled with death and destruction.

My mom's Rose had been one of my dad's whores. I was the result of a failed late-term abortion. My mother died from the beating my father had given her the day I was born. The fuck nigga I hate so much that I refuse even to speak his name became my sole guardian.

I was told by one of the chicks in my pops' whorehouse that my mom had been his favorite, his bottom bitch. He kept her exclusively for himself and his big-money clientele. When she found out she was pregnant with me, she knew I was his because he was the only one allowed to fuck her raw.

She had been scared to death to tell him. He had already beaten two babies out of her by that time. She wasn't ready to go through that again.

She was able to hide her pregnancy from him for six months. When he finally found out, he spazzed and beat her unconscious. Then he proceeded to kick her in the stomach until she bled from her pussy. Thinking he had succeeded in getting rid of me, he took her to the emergency room and dumped her outside like trash. I'd made it. she hadn't. She died before she even got to see me. The only reason he came and picked me up from the hospital was to throw suspicion off himself where her murder was concerned.

When I tell you that growing up with this piece of shit as nigga was torture, I'd be lying. It was worse. He did everything you could think of to let me know he didn't care about me and didn't want anybody else to either. He would beat me for breathing too loudly, and he dared any woman in the house to show me even an ounce of compassion. One day, he had the audacity to tell me that I should be grateful for how he treated me. He called himself making me a man. I guess?

I put up with beatings, being starved half to death, and being talked to like I wasn't worth anything until I was thirteen, and he forced my hand. He called it "ushering me into manhood". he wanted me to fuck with one of his girls. He said I needed to get my hands dirty so I would stop acting like a little girl. Being evil, he chose Peaches, knowing she'd been the closest thing to a mother I knew. She was the only one of his women who had defied him when it came to Me. She'd sneak me food when he wouldn't feed me and bring me toys when I didn't have any. She taught me how to read and write when he refused to send me to school, and she nursed me back to health after the beatings. She had tried her hardest to instill a modicum of self-worth in me. I can still hear her telling me I was good and worthy, no matter what my pops said or did. She was also the only reason I knew what my mom looked like. She'd stolen a picture from my father and given it to me.

I don't even know if she did what she did for me because she felt sorry for me or if she actually loved me, but I loved her with everything in me, and that spiteful Nigga knew that.

Just thinking about that night made my blood run hot. I had been terrified and disgusted when he'd dragged her into my room, naked and bleeding, and told her to fuck me.

His eyes were lit up like the Fourth of July until I refused.

He'd taken the chrome Sig Ruger he always had on his hip and placed it to her head. I'd started coming out of my clothes then, but the look in Peaches eyes froze me. Just from that one look, I could tell she was tired. she wanted to die. Hell, I couldn't blame her. I wanted to die too.

Just before he pulled the trigger, Peaches had mouthed the words "I love you." Then blood was everywhere—on the walls, my pops, and me. Her sweet perfume and the coppery scent of her blood were a visceral assault on my senses, leaving my stomach reeling and my knees weak. I swear, I could taste the iron on my tongue.

I can still remember how empty I felt watching her body fall to the ground in what seemed like slow motion, the time stretching like the laffy taffy she used to sneak me. Then, the world sped up. I could hear someone wailing in agony. It took me a minute to realize the sound was coming from me. There was so much anguish in my chest. It felt like a thousand knives were slicing through bone and tearing at my heart and lungs. The pain threatened to swallow me alive. For the longest time, I just sat there, staring at her body, losing my fucking mind. I could hear my cruel ass Daddy laughing and telling the other girls to clean up his mess. I was shaking and screaming, and I didn't stop screaming until he slammed the butt of his gun down on my head. Something in me snapped that day. I felt it. I heard the tether that had held me together break.

I'd woken up in my room, cold and afraid. I knew I couldn't stay there any longer. If I did, my fate would be worse than death. He would kill my soul. Without even stopping to put shoes on my feet, I'd run. I didn't look back, ever. I knew I would have an easier time surviving on the streets than in that house.

That night had haunted me for years after. I blamed myself for what happened to my mother, Peaches. Some nights, I'd wake up in cold sweats, screaming, or I wouldn't sleep for days, fighting to stay awake so I wouldn't relive Peaches death in my nightmares. I had panic attacks at the most random times, even a few times while pulling licks. If not for Balil, that weak shit might have gotten me killed.

For eight long years, I carried the weight of my mother's and Peaches' deaths as a burden on my shoulders. I believed their blood was on my hands and that they would still be alive if I hadn't been born. My birth felt like a curse, a cruel twist of fucking fate.

There were times when I couldn't bear the pain. I can't even tell you how many times I put my own gun to my head and contemplated pulling the trigger, convinced that death was the only escape from my pain, from the nightmares and memories.

My mind didn't get back to right until I ran into one of Peach's friends from the house one day while I was out shopping. I brought her lunch because she was feeling nostalgic. That day, she told me the whole truth. My pops had planned to kill Peaches, whether I fucked her or not. She had been stealing from him. She was going to use the money to run and take me with her. That made me hate his ass even more. He'd taken away my chance at living a normal life. I wanted to know why. I had to understand why this nigga hated me so much.

That same night, I'd driven thirty minutes to his house. The one he thought nobody knew about. This nigga had a whole family—two sons, a wife, a dog, and a white picket fence in Park Slope. He was living his life as an upstanding citizen by day and a pimp by night. I wondered if his wife knew what a monster he was. Did my older brothers know about me? Did it really matter? Nothing would change the past. I planned just to kill his ass and forget he ever existed.

I sat outside that house for hours, trying to talk myself into knocking on the door. I imagined him opening, and then I'd shoot him in the face. I needed him dead for closure, but I couldn't actually get out of the car for some reason. Something in me wouldn't let me go that far. I called Balil. He had no problem doing it for me. He left me and my siblings fatherless and motherless without remorse. He'd made Daddy Dearest watch him hack his wife to pieces before doing the same to him. I watched without blinking until, just before, all the life drained out of him, and then I looked him dead in the eyes. Let him see the monster he created, the son he'd broken into pieces. The fright in his face had been like a drug. I didn't have nightmares anymore after that night.

Revenge does wonders for your will to live.

My cell phone ringing snapped me out of my thoughts of the past.

Clearing my throat, I pushed down my emotions and answered. "Hello."

What's up, Charmed?" Trey responded.

Trey was a 6'5, 240-pound nigga I called my brother. The females said he looked like Iverson and I had been friends since we were fourteen. The streets had been all I'd known since I ran from my pop's house of horrors, and my nigga Trey had been right there with me. It wasn't surprising that we bonded. His life had been as fucked up as mine. His mom had been strung out during his entire childhood. She was so fucking gone that she once tried to trade him for a kilo of coke. He didn't know who his pops was. He was running wild in the streets, trying to survive like I was. We met on the block one night, and that was it. I had a brother. We did everything together. He was my only family, besides my girl and Balil. Balil was closer to me than Trey was, but being anti-social is fuck. He stayed away until I called. I only called on him when I needed protection or someone to be murdered gruesomely. I met him a few days after I'd run away. his story was similar to mine. He understood me. He watched out for me, made sure I ate and had some money in my pocket, and then he was out.

"Nothing nigga, just finishing down here, ready to return home." I lied about still being in Tampa because I wasn't trying to hit the streets with his ass until I had spent at least a few days alone with my girl.

"That's what's up, nigga. don't let me interrupt you. I was calling to check up on you. Hit me up when you're heading this way." He rasped.

The line went silent. I pulled the phone away from my ear to see that he had hung up before I could respond, but I wasn't mad. that was his MO. Always in a rush, probably chasing after some pussy.

To keep my mind from drifting back to the past, I thought about calling my soon-to-be wife, Janay, and telling her I was 20 minutes away, but I decided against it and turned on the radio. I wanted to surprise her.

She deserved everything I was about to give her.

When I met her, I knew immediately she was the one. I thought a man like me would never find love, let alone settle down. I'd used so many women. It was as if they weren't even people to me. That was until I linked up with Janay. she had a nigga's nose wide open. I brought her a ring in Tampa and planned to ask her to marry me. My whole life was about to change.


Introducing Charmed/Lucas continued…

Life has a way of throwing you curve balls to test your strength, your patience, and your gangsta. Standing outside my bedroom door with my heart in my stomach, I wondered how fucking strong life wanted my ass to be. The sight of my girl Janay laying on my king-size bed with her slim legs spread in a V, getting banged out by my best friend, confirmed to me that the world had it out for me, and it would keep on fucking with me until the day I was dead.

An hour earlier, you could have told me my dad beat me because he loved me, and I would have believed that before I believed that the two most important people in my life were doing me dirty.

Janelle's moans brought me out of my trance.

The sound of her sloppy, wet pussy enraged me. She'd never gotten that wet for me. Never moaned as loudly for me.

I wanted to look away, but I couldn't. I was paralyzed. I couldn't fucking move if I wanted to.

My heart hammered against my chest as I tried to figure out what to do next.

Just as I made up my mind to interrupt them, Trey flipped Janay over onto her knees, forcing her head down. She gripped the pillows under her head as he slid the balls deep. No condom.

My stomach lurched.

Trey didn't give a fuck about his health, and he proved it by fucking anybody. I could be walking around infected with anything. Janay and I hadn't used protection in years because I thought I was the only one fucking my bitch. The blood in my veins turned cold.

This shit shouldn't be happening. How in the fuck did things go so wrong?

I picked well. At least, I thought so. Janay was a good girl. She was in law school. She came from a good family. She was supposed to be better than the average bitch. She was the girl no neighborhood nigga could say they'd ever touched. That was important to me.

I'd been loyal. I kept my dick out of other bitches for her, out of respect for our relationship, even when she was stingy with the pussies. And for a nigga like me, being faithful was more complicated than Chinese arithmetic. I was young, rich, and handsome, standing six feet tall with a brawny frame, deep brown skin, and dark eyes. All types of women threw pussy my way, all day, every day. I literally spent my days working and dodging the pussies I was being offered, and this bitch rewards me by fucking my man?

She was who I was doing right for?

As I looked on in horror, I knew deep down that this wasn't their first-time fucking. They were too comfortable with each other.

How long had they been fucking?

Did I really care for how long? This could be the first time, and it would be one time too many. It didn't take long before my mind ventured to a dark place. I considered killing them both. they deserved death.

But I quickly shook those thoughts away. I wasn't about to fuck up my bright future for them.

I needed to get the fuck away from them immediately.

I took my ass back down the steps as quietly as I'd come up them. I was angry and hurting like hell, but neither of their asses was worth going to prison for. I had a whole new life waiting for me. I could find another bitch. And Balil would never betray like Try did. I was good.

I grabbed my keys and phone from the hallway table and left the door wide open to let them know I had been there. My mind was racing with a thousand thoughts, and I felt a thousand emotions all at once, hurt, anger, and disgust.

I got in my car and drove for about five minutes, silently seething but proud of myself for walking away. The text alert on my phone went off. I checked it immediately out of habit, but the text notification that flashed on the screen was from some random woman's clothing store. I realized it wasn't my phone in my hand. it was Janay's. When the notification disappeared, I was left staring at the last text she'd received from "My Love."

'I'll be there in fifteen, the text read. I realized it was from Trey right after he called me. Curiosity got the best of me. I started scrolling back through the rest of the messages they'd exchanged. One two months earlier caught my attention.

My love, have you taken care of that yet?

Me- Yes. I'm bleeding, but I'm scared. I'm bleeding a lot. I'll never have an abortion again. Not even for you.

My breath hitched, and my heart damn near stopped.

Abortion?

I tried to reason with myself to keep driving. Maybe the baby wasn't mine.

But then Trey couldn't have kids. That nigga had gotten the mumps from living in an abandoned house. he was in the hospital for a week and found out he was sterile as fuck.

This bitch had killed my seed, and this nigga had encouraged her.

Some shit wasn't forgivable. I made a U-turn in the middle of the street,

Beeeep!

Drivers laid on their horns. I swerved to avoid running into a few cars. I laid my foot heavily on the gas. When I pulled up in front of the house, I parked on the street, grabbed my gun from the glove compartment, and jumped out. the door was still open. My fucking heart physically hurt, and I knew the only thing to assuage that pain would be leaving both their assess dead and stinking. I knew there would be consequences. the neighbors would hear the gunshots, and the police would come, but I didn't give a fuck. Let the chips fall where they may.

I rushed into the house, not caring if they heard me, and I took the stairs two at a time. I could hear them scrambling. When I entered the room, Janay was still on the bed, but she had managed to wrap a sheet around her. Trey was picking up his clothes from the floor.

This nigga paused long enough to glare at me with his face all balled up, as if I were the one betraying him.

"Man, I'm not going to apologize for lov-."

I didn't even give him a chance to finish his sentence. Fuck him. Without a second thought, I raised my gun, aimed, and pulled the trigger. I felt nothing as I did it. Half the nigga face disappeared. I didn't need any answers from him. He was a grimy nigga, who did grimy shit, and who'd do anything for some pussy. I knew that. what more could he tell me?

Janay scream hung in the air. “OMG, Lucas, you shot him." She was losing her fucking mind, crying, and bouncing up and down on the bed.

"Shut up, deceitful ass bitch," I snapped, turning the gun on her. My finger itched to pull the trigger.

She froze. Her eyes veered from me back to the body on the ground. She couldn't help herself. She lost it again.

"Oh my god, you killed him." Her eyes flipped back and forth between the gun I was holding and her dead man. Her body was coiled. She wanted to run to him. s She'd regret that shit if she did.

I tapped the gun against the dresser. Drawing her full attention again. Our eyes connected. “How long, Janay?"

"What?" She asked, struggling to comprehend what I’d asked her.

"How long have you been fucking him?"

Her sobs grew louder.

"How the fuck long?" I roared, and she jumped.

In just a few strides, I closed the distance to the other side of the room. Grasping a handful of her hair between my fingers I wrapped it around my fist, getting a good grip I snatched her from the bed. Her nail dug into my skin as she tried to pry my hand away. I pulled harder. She was going to answer my question.

How long?

"Two years," she whispered.

My chest ached. Two fucking years? I let my hand fly. The butt of my gun connected with the side of her head, and at the same time I let go of her hair, she crumbled to the floor.

"Two years!" I said through clenched teeth. The blood in my vein felt like acid.

I took a slow step in reverse to create some distance. I was tempted to punt the bitch in her face, but she was leaking from the head, and I wouldn't disrespect my Jordan's by getting that bitch's blood on them. We'd only been together three years. she'd been fucking that nigga for two of them? Fuck these shoes. I pulled my leg back. my foot connected with her ribs.

I heard a few crack.

She let out a shriek that reverberated through the room before begging me. "Please, no more," Her hands flew up in surrender.

Her whimpers triggered a flashback to my childhood.

I'd seen so many women beat by the time I turned ten that I started to think that's how all people lived. Peaches had taught me it wasn't. I'd promised myself and her that I'd never hit a woman, and here I was.

Look what this bitch has turned me into.

The little voice in the back of my head chided me, "Like father, like son." At that moment, I realized how much I really was like him. I looked just like that nigga, standing six feet five inches with onyx skin, a natural athletic physique, and a chiseled jawline. I even wore the same wavy Caesar he'd always worn. My temper was just like his—quick and deadly. I'd always resort to violence before anything else. But this was different, deceit is a breeding ground for monsters. This bitch deserved to meet the boogeyman she’d turned me into.

"He's trying to kill me. Help me."

Janay's voice broke through my haze. I came back to reality to find her on the house phone. I'd spaced out for so long that she'd managed to crawl across the room to get to it.

I cocked my head and stared at her as she spoke to the 911 operator. Even bleeding, she was beautiful. she reminded me so much of the singer Elle Verne. About a half-shade lighter, I loved me a red bitch. They had always been my weakness.

I knew she was too good for me when I met her, but I had to have her as soon as I'd seen her in the club. She'd been swaying her slim hips when I stepped up behind her. she'd turned and let her eyes roam from the top of my head down to the Gucci loafers. She must have liked what she saw, 'because she'd just smiled, then danced up on me. We'd been inseparable since then. I thought she was the one. we'd been happy, hadn't we?

"How could we be happy? You weren't ever here." And when you were here, you were acting like a fucking maniac.

I hadn't realized I'd spoken my thoughts aloud, but I was glad I did. I wanted to hear what she had to say.

"I’m a maniac?"

She shook her head at me. "There's no way you don't know that you have something mentally wrong with you. Sometimes, you have whole conversations with yourself. You're violent for no reason. Before you left for Florida, you beat a man half to death for simply looking at me, Charmed. He didn't do anything but look. Then you swore I was fucking the man. And you're always so hot and cold. You'll be so intense and in love with me one minute, then nothing. you'll disappear." She croaked out while holding her side.

"Are you serious?" I asked. My voice rose loud enough for the neighbors down the block to hear me.

She jumped nearly a foot in the air.

"Are you really mad at me for protecting what's mine? What type of bitch cheats because her man works hard to give her a better life? That's where I was, working when I disappeared. Not fucking other bitches or ignoring you. I was making the money you ran through like water.

I brought the gun I was holding to my chest, banging it against it. "I was working for us. You didn't have to lift a finger. You didn't want to lift a finger. I didn't ask you for shit but loyalty, and you fucked my mans."

That bitch didn't love you, she never has and would have. You fucked up. The hoes ain't loyal. You supposed to fuck 'em, then get rid of them before they fuck you over. What sounded like my daddy's voice echoed in my head, as clear and haunting as if he were right there in the room with us.

I paused, trying to get myself together. I hated when the past interrupted the present.

Janay whimpered, grabbing my attention. "I didn't ask you for any of it."

I glared down at her. "You didn't turn it down. You took the money, got your hair and nails done weekly, brought expensive shit to floss on the gram with, and bragged about being a Bad Bitch, posing in my Lykan. So no, you didn't ask for it, but you damn sure took it and enjoyed it.

I couldn't believe her fucking audacity.

"It's not just that." She yelled, cutting in.

"It's everything, Lucas. You don't ask my opinion on anything you do. You just do what you want and expect me to go along with whatever it is. You haven't told me anything about your past. When I asked why you occasionally call for Peaches in your sleep, your disrespectful ass told me to mind my fucking business. You're so fucking closed off and mean sometimes. None of that material shit you gave me made up for that. None of it equaled us having a loving relationship.

I paused for a beat to think about what she had said. I didn't care what came out of her mouth. deep down, I knew she only stayed because of what I could do for her. "You know Janay. I never let you in because when I think about it, now I see that I never truly trusted your intentions or that you would stick by me long-term, and I was right."

"I would have stuck by you, Lucas.

I nodded slowly, acknowledging her words. “ I wish I could believe you. I admitted. “I want to believe you.”

“I would have, if you showed me you wanted me to." She sniffed.

I scoffed. then why the fuck didn't you leave?" I spat it out.

She glanced up at me.

"Would you have let me?" She asked, barely above a whisper.

I shook my head. "No." I didn't even have to think about it. In my mind, you hold on tight to the people you love. No matter how flawed that love might be. Maybe I didn't know how to express that love correctly because of my upbringing, but that was no excuse for cheating on me, and it damn sure didn't excuse her for killing my child. She could have talked to me, and I would have tried to change for her.

I spoke slowly. "So that's why you killed our baby?"

She tucked her lips in her mouth and snatched her head in the opposite direction of me, but not quick enough. I saw the guilt in her eyes.

I know she thought she wasn't about to answer me, but I'd beat the answers out of the bitch if I had to. A nigga needed closure. I was going to get it.

She countered every step I took in her direction by dragging herself backward. The look of horror on her face pulled at something soft in me, but I ignored it. Knowing she'd killed my seed was unforgivable. Before I reached her, I heard sirens in the distance, and I knew I wouldn't get the answers I wanted. I'd settle for her life.

Without hesitation, I raised my gun, aiming for her black heart. I pulled the trigger. The resounding bang was deafening. Her entire body jerked when the bullet entered her chest. She fell backward. Ending up draped across Trey's body.

How fucking poetic!

She gurgled as blood spurted from her lips. Watching her die brought me a sense of peace.

There was no way I could allow her to live when my child was dead because of her. My feet carried me past them, stepping over their bodies and heading toward the bathroom. Thinking about what they'd done made me stop to spit on them.

"Burn in hell." Was the last words I ever expected to say to her.

In the bathroom, I locked the door, pulled out Janay's phone from my pocket, and called my lawyer. I knew the number by heart.

Mr. Mack Gregory was the criminal defense attorney I'd put on retainer just in case— five years earlier. He lived in Atlanta but was licensed to practice all over the US. With the life I lived, I knew I'd eventually need a lawyer. The moment I met him. I knew he'd be the one. You could tell he was a street nigga at heart, but he'd made it out.

His demeanor screamed ‘don't fuck with me.’ He was known by name by some movers and shakers, but he could also talk to professionals like he was one of them. I ain't never been a nigga to look up to the next man, because I didn't exactly have any role models, but I'll admit I admired him. We'd become something like friends over the years. I could call him, and he'd listen and give me solid advice. I'd even visited his house in Atlanta a couple of times. He'd been the one to advise me to move away from criminal activities and go legit. He never led me astray before, so I trusted him with my life.

When he answered, I told him what I'd done, leaving out and adding a few details.

"Don't say shit to any fucking body, and I mean any fucking body, Lucas until I get there." He strongly advised, then hung up. I needed to speak to Balil next. He was trying to convince me I needed to let him take the fall for what I did, just as the bathroom door splintered. Two red-faced cops rushed in. I dropped the phone I was holding and slid off the side of the tub onto the floor. I instinctively placed my hands behind my head without being asked. The gun I'd used had been stuffed under clothes in the laundry basket, out of sight. I wasn't trying to get shot.

When the cops started asking me questions about what happened, I kept my mouth shut like I'd been told. The officers handcuffed me and read me my rights, then damn near dragged me down the stairs. Just as I was being pushed out the front door, I heard someone shout from upstairs. "She's got a pulse."

I seethed, curling my fingers into my palm. "Fuck, I knew I should have shot that bitch twice," I mumbled as I was led to the police car. The whole neighborhood was out gawking and speculating. Out of my peripheral vision, I caught a glimpse of Balil in the crowd. I made sure not to turn my head in his direction.


introducing Charmed- 6months later.

I sat inside the courtroom, trying to keep the smirk off my face as Janay's mom read her statement to the judge at my sentencing.

"Lucas Sinclair is a menace. During his relationship with my daughter, he was mentally abusive, possessive, and jealous—he'd lash out at Janay and random strangers for imagined slights. Because of him, my daughter will never walk again, never have children, and never have a normal life.

"Blah Blah Blah.." I thought. Her daughter should have thought about that before she killed my child.

Sure, I had been jealous. Sometimes I took that shit too far, but as far as mentally abusing her? That was bullshit. I treated her daughter like a queen. She had the best of everything.

I tuned that bitch out and turned so I could glance back at her piece of shit daughter, who was seated in a wheelchair behind the prosecutors.

She looked fucked up. she'd lost a lot of weight, her hair had fallen out, and one side of her face drooped from the stroke I'd heard she'd had. I chuckled low, legitimately tickled by her circumstances. That's what she deserved.

Mr. Gregory heard me. Clearing his throat, he brought my attention to him. He shook his head in disapproval. I smirked before letting my face slack and facing the judge.

Janay Momma was just getting off the podium when I did. She glared at me on the way back to her seat. I winked at the bitch. All the blood drained from her face. Her entire body shook. She was livid. Janay's dad was up next. I ignored his big head ass just like I ignored her momma and everyone else that came after them. While they pleaded for me to be locked away forever, I was planning what I'd do in my head once I was out.

I'd sold the condo I lived in with Janay, the three cars we had, and signed everything I owned over to Mr. Gregory. Mack was a virtuous type of nigga. his word was bond. I knew he'd watch out for me and have my best interests at heart while I was away. He'd proved that when he'd gotten my attempted murder and murder charges reduced to manslaughter and assault with a deadly weapon. We'd crafted a tale so intricate that both of us were certain I was the victim. He convinced the judge who would decide my fate that I was an abandoned boy who grew into a broken man who snapped and committed a crime of passion after being betrayed by the only two people he ever loved and trusted. It's a good thing one of those people had a criminal history the length of my arm. Trey's criminal history and Janay's willingness to cheat on an upstanding business owner like myself with a criminal swayed the judge. He'd looked appalled during Mack's closing statements.

The prosecutor wasn't so sympathetic. He was determined to prove I was evil.

But like I said before, I was charmed, and when the judge sentenced me to five years, I almost laughed out loud. I could do that, no problem.

Janay's' mom's theatrical ass fell out on the floor and cried. Her father screamed, "I'll fucking kill you."

Nigga, please..

When the bailiffs were leading me out of the courtroom, I took a moment to turn and look at Janay." There was so much malice in her eyes. I could tell she wished she'd never met me, and the feeling was mutual. I had planned to kill her the day I got out of prison, but living in her now-broken body was a better punishment. I gave that bitch my brightest smile, making sure all thirty of my pearly whites were on display for her. I hoped that knowing I would do an easy five years would cause her more pain than the bullet I'd put in her heart.


Chapter One

The sound of the prison gates echoing closed behind me signified the end of that chapter of my life. Everything that happened within those walls, the fights, the long nights, and the struggles, I erased from my mind. I was done. I wasn't going back, and I wouldn't think about those days again, ever again.

Stepping out of the shade, the sunlight hit me hard. Somehow, the sun seemed brighter and hotter than I had remembered. I closed my eyes and let it warm my face. I pulled in a deep breath, feeling the fresh air fill my lungs. Fuck, I missed breathing free.

When I opened my eyes, my gaze was instantly drawn to the woman standing next to a blue BMW sedan parked near the curb. Her being there signaled the beginning of a new chapter of my life.

"Leah." Her name left my lips without thought.

Leah and had I spoke all the time on the phone, and she wrote me these deep, soul-stirring letters that had me feeling as if I had found the type of connection with a woman that I had only heard about. She had me wanting to be a better person. I told her about my father and all the fucked-up shit I'd done to survive after running away from him. I told her everything except the whole truth about Janay and Trey and the lives I had taken in the past. I'd leave her and her father to think that what happened with Janay and Trey was a once-in-a-lifetime thing. I liked that they thought the best of me.

I knew it was her without even knowing what she looked like. In the nearly five years we talked, I never so much as asked for a description or picture of her. She probably would have sent one, but I didn't want to know how beautiful she was or wasn't.

I had never had an actual friendship with a woman. I didn't want to taint it by adding my dick to the equation, but in the end, that's what happened. After a few phone calls, I started jacking off to just the sound of her voice. The smell of her on her letters. The thought of her. Over the phone and through those letters, we'd become friends and something more.. I hadn't let myself believe that she would actually come pick me up, though.

I scratched my jaw, not sure what to do next. Uncertainty gnawed at me as my heart raced. High key—this was a day I'd been anxiously waiting for since the first time I heard her voice. To meet her face-to-face, outside the prison walls, surrounded by the freedom I'd lost over a bitch who didn't give a fuck about me.

Sometimes, for just a minute, I'd let myself imagine what we could become when I made it out. But then, I'd dismiss the thought. The idea of a happily ever after with her, or anybody else for that matter, wasn't realistic. I was done with that love shit, and if I hadn't been done, was I even worthy of it?

None of it mattered, though. I told myself the lie— that the fact that — she looked nothing like the women I usually dealt with worked in my favor — that it would make it easier to deal with her platonically, even as I found myself thinking very non-platonic things about her at that very moment.

Slowly, I raked my gaze up and down over her. From her pretty round face down her thick thighs to her French manicured feet in sandals that wrapped around her toned ankles.

She didn't seem to mind. She was doing the same to me. I could almost feel her heavy, languid appraisal on my skin. She was heavyset with a pretty face, light brown whiskey doe-shaped eyes, full lips, a head full of thick hair, shaped in a mohawk, and smooth brown skin. Attractive. Very much so. But she's not your type, Lucas. Keep it friendly. I chastised myself mentally, even as I found myself being pulled towards her. My feet moved on their own accord. My pulse ticked up as I got closer.

A big, goofy grin broke out on her pretty face, causing her eyes to crinkle at the corners. It made me smile, too, even though a nigga didn't want to.

"Look at you," she reached out and pulled me into a hug, her fingers lightly brushing against my arm. She smelled edible, like cookies and coconuts. I hugged her back, my hand resting lightly on her back. I fought the urge to press my nose into her hair, to inhale her sweet scent, to tighten my grip on her waist.

Her body was so soft against mine, so unbelievably fucking soft. She felt familiar in my arms. I wanted to tell her I missed her, even though I had never actually met her. We stood there for a moment, holding each other, the connection I was feeling between us undeniable. I was in trouble.

"I'm really glad you made it out unscathed." Her sultry tone in my ear sped my heart up. Too quickly, she let me go, I wanted to hold her a bit longer.

Stepping back and doing a little jig, caused her hair and tits to bounce with her movement. My dick twitched. She wore a low-cut white shirt that exposed the tops of her cleavage. I tucked my lip and averted my gaze to keep from being caught staring, but then she turned and bent over into the car, giving me an even better view. Damn! I was definitely an ass man, and she had a nice one. The skirt she had on fit her perfectly round ass and thick, curved hips like a glove. My body reacted instinctively, heat spreading through my veins. I could definitely envision myself pushing her skirt up around her waist and fucking her hard in fast and nutting in her pussy, right there in the parking lot.

My eyes lingered until she turned back around, tucking a stray lock behind her ear.

"Happy getting out of prison day," she smiled, shoving a Corona with a lime in my direction. Her laughter chimed in the air, light and infectious.

I gave her a half-sided smile, crossing my arms over my chest. Her happiness was contagious. I was smiling more in five minutes than I had in five years.

"I remembered you saying this was one of the things you'd missed the most." She handed it to me, her fingers brushing mine as she did so.

My throat tightened. When she asked me what I had missed most, it had been on the tip of my tongue to say the smell and taste of some pussy, but I didn't think that was appropriate to say to Mack's daughter when I didn't know her like that. Corona had come out of nowhere. I had never been a drinker, but when I did, that's all I drank.

"Thank you. I appreciate you for everything." My words came out sounding more tender than I meant them to, and I quickly looked away, not used to expressing myself emotionally.

Her eyes softened. "You're more than welcome. You're family." She said, her words sounding sincere. She took my hand and rubbed her thumb lightly over the knuckle. I wanted to snatch it away. I wanted another hug. I wanted to say more, but my emotionally corrupted ass didn't even know how to form the words. "Thank you" wasn't even a part of my vocabulary until recently because I wasn't used to people doing things for me without wanting anything in return. But Leah had been doing just that for nearly five years. She and her Pops were my lifelines. They'd come through for me when I needed someone every time.

"Now hurry up and drink it before they arrest and lock you up again for drinking in public," she joked. "Plus, my daddy is excited to see you, and it's a five-hour drive back to Tampa, six if you want to stop and get something to eat. Oh, and we're stopping at the hotel so you can shower and change. Dad has a few friends coming over to welcome you home." She listed out our itinerary, using her fingers, ticking off each thing we needed to do while eyeing my clothes in disgust. I was wearing a prison-issued t-shirt and grey sweatpants, a pair of cheap flip-flops on my feet.

She turned back towards the car, getting ready to slide back into the driver's seat.

I grabbed her hand, feeling the softness of her skin.

"Hold up, I'm driving."

She side-eyed me, her eyebrows raising slightly. "Are you asking or telling me?" She gave me a sidelong glance but handed me the keys anyway.

"I'll remember you like being asked instead of told," I teased.

She rolled her eyes, but she sauntered to the other side and slid into the passenger seat. She programmed the hotel address into the GPS.

I adjusted the seats and mirror and took my time getting reacquainted with a car, which seemed to be agitating her. I cut my eyes at her, a smirk playing on my lips. "What?"

"Can you hurry it along?" she laughed, the sound made my dick twitch again.

My lips turned down. "Are you always this annoying in real life?"

"Yes, when I'm happy, now drive," she said, her thick lips spreading into a smile.

I continued to take my time just to annoy her before pushing the car away. We drove about fifteen minutes in silence before she spoke.

"How does it feel to be out?"

"I haven't been out long enough to answer."

"Are you ready to take over your business?"

"Yeah."

I gave her short answers, hoping she'd take them as a hint. I didn't want to talk. There was a feeling of awkwardness, at least on my part. She seemed fine. I needed a moment. I had to figure out what to say to someone I felt close to but didn't really know. I just needed to get my thoughts and emotions together in peace, but she kept talking and didn't stop until I turned the radio up.

She spoke over it, "Is me talking annoying you?"

I nodded. "Yeah, more than a little." I sounded rude as hell but got her to shut up.

My rudeness was rewarded with silence.

About thirty minutes later, we pulled up to some half-assed hotel. I frowned.

She rolled her eyes.

"You're showering and changing. Not making it your home. Get out." She shoved at my arm until I was out of the car, then she handed me a key. "Room 302."

Halfway across the parking lot, I noticed she wasn't following me. It was hot as fuck outside, too hot to sit in the car. I went back to get her.

"You don't have to wait in the car. Come in," I urged, nodding for her to follow me.

She frowned and shook her head. "No, I'll stay right here."

The look on her face didn't sit right with me, and I immediately became defensive.

"Are you scared to be alone with me, Leah? You know I would never hurt you, right?"

She threw her head back and chuckled, her shoulders shaking.

"You know who my daddy is, right? You're harmless compared to him and some of the men I know. Besides, you ain't got no reason to 'crime of passion' me and..”  She tapped the bag sitting at her feet. "I shoot back," she smirked. "So, no. I'm not scared of you. You just seem to need a few minutes to yourself." She read me correctly.

I cut my narrowed eyes at her. She had a feisty ass mouth. "Thank you," I said instead of engaging her. I nodded and turned back around to head back to the room.

"Aye," she called. I turned around. She had pulled a duffle bag from nowhere and had it sitting in her lap. "There are some sweatpants, t-shirts, Nikes slides, and a few toiletries. I remember you like Gucci Black cologne. there's a gift set in there with body wash and lotion."

This was the second time she'd remembered what I said I liked, and I knew I'd have to do something nice for her – something friendly, so she wouldn't get the wrong idea.

After she handed me the bag, her expressive eyes caught mine. For a minute, we just stared at each other. Something pulsed between us, I wanted to look away, but I couldn't. This was the woman who had held me down without my ever giving her a dime or dick.

She was rare.

She cleared her throat, breaking the tension.

"You can go shopping for more things once you get settled, get a haircut, and whatever else you need."

She diverted her eyes away.

I ran my hand over my prison fade self-consciously. Whatever had passed between us was over.

"Good looking out." I tucked my lips into my mouth and walked away from the car, wondering if I would ever get used to being around her without my emotions raging.

The hotel room was exactly what I expected it to be, dingy, grey, and grimy. But it was better than a prison cell. I headed straight to the shower.

Being alone, finally unraveled me, I was grateful Leah had stayed in the car because I started crying.

I had so many pent-up emotions. Five years in prison gave me way too much time to think and contemplate how fucked up the first thirty years of my life had really been. I couldn't break down in there, though, so I held that shit in my chest, letting it nearly choke me. Now, there I was, crying like a coward in the dark. The water from the shower pelted my skin, washing away years of pain and regret as silent sobs wracked my frame.

When the emotion passed, I washed the smell of concrete and other nigga's off my skin, dried off with one of the towels I found in the duffle bag, tied it around my waist, then lay on my back, across the bed to rest my eyes for a minute. I don't think I slept a full eight hours in prison. The hotel bed mattress was lumpy, and the sheets smelled stale as fuck, but it was a lot better than what I had been sleeping on.

I must have dozed off because I was suddenly shaken awake. Instinctively, a habit born in prison, I grabbed whoever it was, my hand wrapping around the first body part I could reach.

A startled cry, distinctly feminine snapped me back to my senses, reminding me where I was and who I was about to hurt. I opened my eyes just in time to see Leah lose her balance and fall forward. She landed on top of me, her entire body draped over mine.

My fingers found their way to her hip. I grabbed ahold and kneaded the flesh there. I wanted to kiss her, but I wasn't going to kiss her. It took restraint I had never used for me not to. I wondered if Mack would feel some way about me fucking his daughter straight out of prison. I think she would let me, I’d slide her panties to the side and take my time easing in. I could imagine how wet she would be. I bet her cum face was beautiful, and she sounded even better. In prison, I had become addicted to her voice. It had this low, sultry quality that haunted me at night when I'd be alone in my cell.

I really should have put some space between us. The longer I lay there, with her on top of me. The more I felt myself becoming attached.

Instead, we engaged in a heated stare. Our silence spoke volumes, saying what neither one of us should. I found it hard not to confess that she had become so important to me. She ruined the moment by speaking.

"Your dick feels like it's trying to dig a hole in my thigh." She laughed.

My face got hot. Sucking my teeth, and tapping her thigh, I growled, ."Get up!"

Embarrassment gave away to annoyance when she didn’t move fast enough, I helped. I pushed her off of me. I heard the thump her butt made when it hit the floor. I stood to my feet. The towel I had wrapped around me fell to the floor. She laughed harder while staring at me.

What in the world is so funny about ten inches?

I could tell I was going to get fed up with her nonsense fast, but since she wanted to play,

I boldly stepped forward. Placing my very prominent hard dick about an inch away from her plump red lips. She snapped her mouth shut and chewed at her bottom lip as if she were contemplating putting it in her mouth.

Pre-cum leaked from the slit at just the thought of it. I would have done anything at that moment to make love to her pretty little mouth.

My breath was caught in my throat, I was hoping…

She slid backward on her butt.

The disappointment was damn near palpable.

"I'm sorry I had to wake you." She pushed herself off the floor. "I know you were probably having a wet dream about all the women you're about to run through. But we need to go. it's been more than an hour." She sauntered over and took a seat in the chair across from the bed, crossing one thick leg over the other. Her skirt tightened around her wide hips and thighs.

My eyes drifted down over her hips and back up to her face again. "Whatever."

I pulled the jogging pants she brought me from her bag. I was hyperaware of the fact that she watched me the entire time. I knew because, out of my peripheral vision, I was watching her, too. She was bold about it too. She tilted her head and without shame, her eyes surveyed me slowly. Down my chest, over my abs, and lingered on my dick. Every so often, her tongue peeked out to wet her lips. Her audacity had my dick leaking. She was practically salivating. Let me hurry up and get dressed and back in the car, I thought. If she kept looking at me like she was, I would do something stupid.

I pulled on my pants then my shirt.

She finally let her gaze slide upward to my face.

I noticed her nipples were pebbled and straining against her white shirt, the dark areolas peeking through the fabric. Begging to be touched, I had to remind myself that

I raised a brow. "What? You want something?" You can have whatever you like. I left that part unsaid. I shouldn’t have said any of it.

Messing with her would be a bad idea. She wasn't even my type.

That would be my new mantra concerning her. She is not your type, Charmed.

As if knowing she was affecting me, smirking, she ran her tongue across her plump, red lips, "You forgot your underwear." A laugh exploded from her chest.

Her personality was so damn animated it was going to take some getting used to.

I snorted, adjusted my dick, and waved her off before pulling on a pair of socks.

When I was done. I gathered everything but the clothes I'd left prison in and the pill bottle they'd given me, leaving it in the pants.

"Come on, man." I waved her forward.

"Are you driving, or am I?" she asked, standing. She held the keys up for me to take if I wished.

"I got it." I took them from her hand before I opened the door. I stood blocking just enough of it, so we made contact when exiting. I was very aware of my own bullshit. I was saying one thing but doing another.

She rolled her eyes as she slid past me but took her time. Pressing her soft body against my hardness.

Out of my reach, she looked back and laughed as she sauntered towards the car.

I was a whole joke to her. The old Charmed would have made it my business to have the last laugh. I would have hemmed her up and fucked her against the hotel room wall until she thought she loved me, but I wasn't the old Charmed. I followed her with my eyes until she was seated in the passenger side of the car. I threw the room key on the bed before closing the room door and following.

The further we got away from the prison, the better I felt. I suddenly felt like talking.

"So this is you?" I cut my eyes from the empty highway just in time to catch her turning in my direction.

I avoided her eyes, focusing instead on the slight curve of her plump lips.

"Yes, this is me? You expected different?"

"I expected nothing." I couldn't have expectations. Not after everything I'd been through. Expectations were luxuries, and they often led to disappointments. I laid my eyes back on the road.

"Okay, so now that you've met me, what do you think?" She asked.

"I just met you, like, five minutes ago. Give me some time, and I'll tell you. How's your father?" I moved the conversation in another direction.

"Daddy's good. You know his ass is too stubborn to die. Did I tell you he's excited to see you? He's been telling people his son's coming home all week. I think he likes you better than me.” She pouted.

I paused to look over my shoulder and switch lanes before briefly looking in her direction.

"I can see why. you're goofy as hell, and that's annoying."

She reached over and shoved me in the arm. "Shut up. My dad loves me and doesn't find me annoying."

"Are you really thirty?"

"thirty-one, why?"

"Because you act young as hell."

"Well, excuse me. We all can't be hardcore thugs aged by life’s bad decisions." She leaned forward and turned the volume up on the radio.

We rode listening to old school R&B. Life outside of prison was already proving to be very interesting and a lot different from when I went in.


Chapter two

"You've been out for fifteen days, but you haven't ventured out in the real world —outside of buying new clothes and getting your hair cut. You holding up okay?" Mack suddenly interjected, breaking through the background noise of the ongoing ESPN game on TV.

I shook my head in response. "Yes. I'm just trying to get myself acclimated before returning to a world that seems to have changed so much."

"A lot of people coming out of prison struggle to reintegrate into society. Don't hesitate to ask for help if you need it."

"I will," I said, trying not to sound dismissive, but I really had no motivation to leave his place.

His house was nice as fuck. Six bedrooms, six baths, a full dining room, a den, an Olympic-size swimming pool, and a basketball court. Everything was sleek and modern. Leah cooked breakfast every morning and dinner every night. Then I'd sit around with Mack, discussing the direction I wanted to take my life or watching a game. I would have been perfectly fine with things continuing as they had been going. This was why I had taken him up on his invitation to stay at his home for a few months, even though I had a big, fully furnished house of my own a little over an hour away.

"So, when are you getting back out there? What are you trying to do today?"

To appease Mack at the moment, I said. "I want to go watch a movie and eat some greasy  popcorn." I had never been a movie person before prison, but I thought about going all the time while being locked up.

"Leah?" Mack yelled, his deep voice reverberating through the room.

I frowned. Why was he calling her?

Before I could ask, the sound of her footfalls could be heard. She must have been in the kitchen. It was the only way she could have gotten to us so fast.

She walked into the room holding a bottle of water, confirming she had been there. "Yes," her eyes shifted between the two of us but then settled on her father's.

"Take Lucas to the movies." He used my government name like he always did.

I rushed to raise my hand. "It's all good, Mack. I can make it there myself."

He waved me off. "Nonsense, you don't have a license or car, nor do you don't know your way around. Leah's going to take you. She already told me she doesn't have anything else to do. And after the movies, she'll drive you by your place to check out your house. Nobody but the maids has been out there for nearly four years. And she needs to get you caught up with how things work at your apartment complex since she's been handling it for you since my heart attack." He volunteered.

I heard what Mack was saying, but I saw Leah cut her eyes at him. You could tell by the look on her face that she wasn't feeling it, and frankly, I wasn't either. There had been some weird tension between us after that first day. I tried my best to avoid being in the same space with her alone.

I couldn't think of an excuse to get out of it, though, so I nodded at Mack and then turned to Leah.

"You cool with that?" I asked, hoping she would say something different.

She ran her tongue across her teeth, looking everywhere but at me, but answered, "Yes. Let me change, she said, turning around to go do that.

I watched her. Her ass jiggled with every step she took. the tight cotton pajama shorts she wore hid nothing. Her pussy was swole, and I wondered if it was as juicy as it looked.

I really needed some pussy. The problem was that I wanted hers in particular.

Mack speaking, Interrupting my thoughts with a hint of amusement in his voice. I hadn't heard a word he'd said.

"Huh?" I turned and faced him, trying to keep the fear of being caught from showing on my face.

"Getting involved with my daughter. I don't think it's a good idea."

I cocked my head. I was offended, and immediately I jumped to conclusions. Did he think I wasn't good enough for his daughter? Did he think that I would physically hurt her? Why the fuck did he have me in his house then?

Mack chuckled. "Fix your face, son. Don't take what I say the wrong way." He read me.

How am I supposed to take it?" I responded with more bass in my voice than I meant to.

He raised his hands in defense. "I know you two have gotten close over the years. I don't have a problem with that. You are both grown, but I don't see anything working out between the two of you. Both of you have been hurt by the past relationships you've had. You both are damaged and stubborn. it won't end well."

I ran my hand over my mouth and waved him off. "Mack, I ain't even studying your daughter like that. she's like a sister."

A sister I'd fuck the shit out of at least once. I wanted to so bad I'd been dreaming about it, but I wouldn't. I already made up my mind not to go there.

"No need to worry," I said as he stood.

He chuckled and shrugged. "If you say so." He reached out and gave me a pat on the shoulder before he walked toward the kitchen. "Don't say I didn't warn you, and don't expect me to not be on your ass when you hurt her," he said before walking off towards the kitchen. He stopped and turned to look at me. "I looked for your friend Balil to tell him you were getting out and came up with zilch. At this point, I don't really think he wants to be found. I've used all my contacts and all the information you gave me, but I still have nothing except a few rumors. nobody outside of New York knows the man, and he seemed to disappear about the same time you were arrested. The nigga is a ghost. I'll keep looking, though.

I nodded. "I appreciate you looking out for me, but let it go. You won't find him at all unless he wants to be found or he's needed." I shrugged. Either way was fine with me. I was more than willing to leave that chapter in the past with the rest of my old life. Mack gave me a strange look before turning and walking into the kitchen. Leah coming downstairs in some tight ripped jeans and a white v-neck t-shirt erased all thoughts of Balil. Her thick body made simplicity look sexy.

"Let's go." Grabbing her keys and purse from the foyer table, she opened the door and exited. I followed her out, determined to keep my eyes from falling on her ass.

The entire ride to the theater was done in awkward silence. Nearly all our interactions since the day she picked me up have been done in silence. We went from talking about anything on the phone while I was locked up to not being able to find anything to say to each other now that I was out.

I felt some type of way about that, but I didn't know at the moment what to do about it. So, I pushed it to the back of my mind. We pulled up into the parking lot of the theater after a twenty-minute drive. Leah put the car in park and turned to face me. "What's wrong with you?"

I shook my head," nothing," I replied without looking at her. My eyes were stuck on the building in front of us.

She reached over and poked my thigh. "Your legs have been bouncing since we got in the car."

I looked down, and it was. I hadn't even realized, then suddenly I could feel the knots in my stomach. I paused my response to consider why. After a beat, I turned in my seat to face her.

"You know how I got down before prison and the type of people I dealt with. You, Mack, all these new people yall introduced me to—Florida, even going to the movie theater. These are all whole new experiences, and I'm anxious as fuck about them all." I was trying my best to articulate my feelings to her without sounding like a bitch.

I watched her eyes soften. She sighed. "From the other side looking in, I can't fully understand what you're going through because I've never been in your position, but I do know what it's like to start over. Meeting new people, making new friends, finding new family. All of it is hard and exhausting, but my father and I are here to support you. So much so that I'll hold your hand when we walk in here if you need me to. She laughed, ruining yet another moment.

Glaring at her, I shook my head and said, "You just couldn't be serious for an entire paragraph. Get out of the car before I say something to you."

She laughed, "You aren't anxious anymore, are you, though?"

She was right. I wasn't. I shook my head before opening the car door and following her into the theater.

The line was long as hell to just get the tickets. I thought about leaving, and if not for enjoying people-watching, I would have. I hadn't gotten to do much of that in five years.

At that moment, my eyes were on the two chicks in line in front of me. They were doing everything in their power to get my attention, and I was giving it to them. They were too bad not to. Both were light-skinned, with fat asses, cute faces, and a slim waist—just my type, but too young for me to do anything with. But I could look.

The one chick was bold for a young girl. She backed up about a half-inch away from my dick and pretended to drop her bag. She bent over, and her ass was literally in my lap. I grinned when she looked back.

"Excuse me", she smirked.

"You alright," I responded, my teeth sinking into my bottom lip. Leah, who was standing beside me with her arms folded across her chest, mumbled "Thirsty Hoe" under her breath, and I lost it.

What did you say? The girl's friend spoke up in her friend's defense.

You heard me. Leah responded, all nonchalant-like, unfazed by the young girl's raised voice.

"Fat bitch." The girl barked back.

Leah chuckled. "So, I'm fat, and you bitches are thirsty. Now that we've established that, could you turn around and tell your friend to refrain from throwing her rank-ass pussy in the air?"

A shocked expression covered the girl's face.

Leah cut her eyes at me and said, "I hope this isn't the type of company you're planning on keeping. I can't stand a desperate bitch. She lifted her chin and looked down her nose at all three of us.

I threw my hands up in my own defense. "I ain't even do anything."

A few people in the line laughed.

The girl, who'd been bent over, went from shocked to flushing red. She took a step in Leah's direction like she was ready to fight.

"Bitch I'll.." she started, but Leah cut her off by pushing past her and walking towards the front of the line.

"I'll be waiting in the concession line. The air's stale as fuck back here," she snapped while walking off.

The girl and her friend looked hot. I burst out laughing. Leah is a wild girl.

"What the fuck are you laughing at?" The one who had a minute before been trying to give away her pussy replied with attitude.

"I'm laughing at your thirsty ass. Now turn around before you really get more than your feelings hurt." I leaned in and lowered my voice. "I'll strangle you hoes and leave you stinking on your mom's doorsteps." It sounds menacing to my own ears, so I can only imagine how it sounded to theirs.

A sharp gasp left both her and her friend's mouths. They both stepped out of line. I moved forward.

After I got the tickets, I found Leah sitting in a chair in the lobby with a drink in her hand and some random nigga in her face, a light-skinned nigga with wavy hair down his back. Fucking Florida niggas either looked like fucking fools with their wicks and unkempt dreads, or they looked like bitches with their long hair.

I didn't like how close he was standing to her. Trying to keep a sneer off my face, I went over to them. I came to a stop right next to Leah. Like he wasn't there, I asked, "Are you ready?" I realized when I got up close that she was holding a dude's phone.

I removed it from her hand while it was still missing two numbers of her phone number. "Here. This ain't for you, my nigga. Go." I handed him his phone back without sparing him another glance.

Grabbing Leah by the elbow, I pulled her from the chair and walked us around him and in the direction of the theater. She went along for a second. But then, as if she realized what I'd done, she snatched her arm from my grip, looking back at the guy. I stepped in her line of sight.

She tipped her head back to glare up at me. "Why did you do that, Lucas?"

I chuckled. "I ain't like that way that nigga looked."

She sucked her teeth. "I liked the way he looked. You didn't have to do him like that."

I shrugged. "You ain't have to treat that young girl like that, but you did.

"I told her disrespectful ass the truth," she said, and she started walking towards where the usher was standing, taking tickets. I caught up with her.

"How was she disrespectful by shooting her shot? I pushed my hands into my pocket and cocked my head to the side. Waiting for her to tell me the difference when there wasn't one.

She cut her eyes at me. "I was standing right there."

"I still don't see the problem." I rebutted, scratching my head.

"You heard what I said," she looked over and rolled her eyes at me.

"Are you jealous?" I teased.

"I'd have to want your ass to be jealous. I don't. It's the principle. I was standing right there, and she didn't know under what circumstances.. Are you jealous? After your display back there, your accusation feels like deflection."

I was tempted to say yes and see how she responded, but I left it alone and handed the usher our tickets.

After the movies and going around to check on my apartment complex, Leah dropped me back at her dad's house. She seemed like she was still in her feelings about the incident in the theater, but hell, what could I do about it?

When she pulled up at her father's house, she put the car in park long enough to let me out. "Tell my dad that I'll see him later," she requested before rolling her eyes at me and driving off. I wondered briefly where she was going but quickly dismissed the thought, saying it wasn't any of my business. I had a business of my own to take care of, so I pulled out my phone and requested an Uber.

An hour later….

The thick little redhead shaking her fat ass in my face had my dick hard enough to break a brick. I'd been locked away with other niggas for so long that I'd forgotten how pussy smelled. Being surrounded by it had my head swimming and made me remember how much I used to like burying my face between a pair of thighs. As soon as the song ended, the stripper who'd been dancing for me all night turned and straddled my lap, her pussy lined up perfectly with my dick. She smelled like strawberries and sweat.

"You want a private dance?" She leaned into me, her hot breath heated the side of my face as she whispered in my ear. Sitting back, she waited for an answer. Her green eyes were promising me more than just a dance.

"Lead the way." I accepted without hesitation. After all, that was my point in coming to the strip club. She grabbed my hand and led me towards the back. My eyes stayed attached to her ass as she walked. That thing was bouncing with every step she took.

The room she stopped at had a big nigga standing outside. "A hundred to enter," he said in a tone that dared a nigga to cause trouble.

He wouldn't get any from me. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the money. I'd never been one to pay for pussy, but it wasn't like I knew a ton of bitches in Florida to get this first nut off with, and fucking random club bitches could be dangerous. You never knew who was trying to set you up.

"Here, big fella," I handed him the hundred, and he stepped out of the way so he could open the door.

We entered a room that was about as big as a walk-in closet. As soon as the door closed behind us, little Momma turned to me. I had to duck her ass when she tried to put her lips on me.

"Nah. You ain't in the right occupation to be kissing on the mouth." I muttered, eyes narrowed.

Her face flushed bright red. She was a fool if she was expecting a love connection. This ain't no urban fiction—I wasn't about to play 'Save the Hoe' and live happily ever after. She played the hurt off well. She only pouted for a second before dropping to her knees without me even having to tell her. She unzipped my jeans. For a moment, it crossed my mind that I shouldn't be there. My thoughts wandered to Leah. I shook them off.

I wasn't going there.

The stripper's cold hand wrapping around my dick cleared my mind of anything but cumming down her throat. I felt pre-cum slither out of the thick mushroom head of my dick. I dropped my eyes and watched as she stuck her tongue out and licked at it.

"Fuck!" That shit felt good.

"Damn, Daddy, this is dick big," she remarked before swallowing his entire shaft. She had a nigga feeling weak in the knees. I closed my eyes, trying to get myself together before I came too fast, but said fuck it.

I grabbed the back of her head, and she gave me all her throat to fuck. "I'm 'bout to cum, fuck."

She tipped her head up at me and batted her eyelashes, then she swallowed, and my dick slipped further into the back of her throat just as I began to spray. To my surprise, she kept sucking until I was hard again, and my spine was tingling. She turned out to be the best two hundred dollars I had ever spent.

It was after one in the morning when I walked out of the strip club with my dick soft but feeling as needy as when I went in. I didn't want to even think about why. I thought about heading somewhere to get something to eat but decided against it. I needed to take my ass home and shower the smell of stripper off of me. Her cheap perfume was starting to fuck with my sinuses. I needed to go home. To my home, but I found myself entering Mack's address into the Uber app. When the Uber pulled up at his house, Leah was standing outside with some swole nigga. I hopped out of the car and walked up to the door, the whole time wondering who this Terry Crews-looking nigga was and why they looked so cozy.

Stopping right in front of Leah, I purposely stepped in between them, so the dude had to take a step back. "Does your dad know you're out here auditioning for dick this late at night?"

She cut her eyes at me but ignored my comment, then side-stepped me and made her way to the dude's side. His arm immediately went to her waist. He smirked in my direction. My blood pressure spiked.

This is Lawrence, a coworker of my father. Lawrence, this is Lucas, a friend of my father's. She introduced me to the missing ninja turtle. I didn't like him. The mother fuck had smugness written all over him. He held out his hand for me to shake.

I tilted my head to the side, narrowing my eyes at him. "Yeah,  hey." Ignoring his hand and pushing open the door, I made my way inside and directed my attention back to Leah. "Don't be having your ass out here too late, fucking around with the help." I was only half joking.

The following day, I was awakened by movement down the stairs. I knew it wasn't Mack because he had told me the day before that he would be away taking care of some personal business for a few days. So, it could only be Leah. I pulled on a pair of boxers and a T-shirt and went downstairs to see why she was being so loud so early in the morning. When I made it to the living room, she had a whole little setup laid out in front of the TV. Pizza and wings, chips, and soda

She was bent over the coffee table. The fabric of the red sundress she had on had found its way in between the crack of her ass. The way she always looked so sexy without trying kept my mind straying to a place it shouldn't be going when it involved her. I was trying to remain detached from anything other than friendship with Leah, but it was already getting harder and harder to pretend that I didn't want her. I bet her pussy stayed wet. Damn, I adjusted my hard dick so it wouldn't make its way through the hole in my boxers and shook the thought of her and me away. It couldn't happen.

What are you doing? I asked, startling her. Slightly jumping, she pivoted and glared at me.

"Don't slip up on me like that again. Fuck around and get hurt."

I smirked, lifting a hand to stroke my chin. She was adorable when she was pretending to be hard.

"Whatever. What are you doing? It's entirely too early for all the noise you're making."

She frowned.

"Early, negro, it's after one in the afternoon. what did you get into last night that got you not even knowing what time of day it is?" She sniggered.

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her I went to the strip club and got my dick sucked, but I kept that to myself, changing the subject.

"You still haven't answered my question."

She sucked her teeth.

"I was supposed to be coming to watch this movie with my father if you must know. This is our scheduled cheat day. He can eat all the junk he wants once a month. But his ass disappeared without a trace, and he wasn't answering his phone. Do you know anything about that?" She put her hand on her hip and cocked it. I found even that shit sexy too. I was losing it.

I shifted from my right to my left leg. "I don't know where he is." If Mack hadn't told her he had a new lady friend he was spending time with, I wouldn't either.

She sucked her teeth again. ". Sure you don't," she replied sarcastically.

I could tell she was about to ask me more questions. "What movie were you going to watch?" I interrupted before she got started.

"Coming to America."

I nodded. I've heard about it but never seen it. I'll watch it with you."

"Are you asking or telling me?"

I cut my eyes at her. "I'm telling you. Why are you playing?"

She waved me off. "You can stay, but after you brush your teeth and put on some clothes," she ordered more than advised. Her gaze fell to my semi-erect dick and stayed there until I cleared my throat. She quickly swung her eyes up to my face. I decided to fuck with her.

See something you want? A slick smile spread across my face, and then I ran my tongue across my bottom lip. Her eyes trailed it. When she realized what I was doing, she gave me the finger and then her back.

"Nope. Nothing I want at all. Not when it's attached to —" she mumbled the rest as she flopped down on the sofa and picked up the remote.

"Attached to what?" I coaxed

She ignored my question.

After a few seconds of silence, I said, Fuck it. "whatever, Leah. Just don't start the movie without me."

I ran upstairs and brushed my teeth, but I didn't change into anything. I went back downstairs and boldly sat right next to her on the sofa. Our legs touched. Her head swiveled in my direction. She looked at me like I was crazy, crinkling her nose. "You don't believe in personal space, do you?"

"Nope," I grabbed the remote and started the movie. I knew she wasn't about to move. she was going to put on a brave front and act like my closeness wasn't affecting her, and I was going to take advantage of it. I got even more comfortable, laying my hand on top of her bare thigh. I ignored her sharp intake of breath as the movie started.

One moment we were laughing at Eddie Murphy and the next, I was waking up with her lying on the sofa in front of me with her ass pressed against my dick. She felt too good in my arms. I tightened my hold, feeling possessive.

I thought about Mack's warning. Anything between us probably wouldn't work out. I wasn't ready for anything real and probably never would be. Janay was evidence of that, but instead of waking her or removing myself from the situation, I pulled her closer, pressed my face into her hair, breathed her in closed my eyes, and went back to sleep. When I woke back up, it was a bit after ten, and she was gone. For the next two days, she avoided me altogether. When she showed back up, she pretended like waking up in my arms hadn't happened, and I let her.


Chapter three

The last two sleepless nights had taken a toll on me. Haunting memories from my past had resurfaced, clinging to my mind like a deranged monkey on my back, refusing to let go. Images of Peach's bloody and lifeless body kept me from closing my eyes. I thought about making an appointment with mental health and getting back on meds, but as soon as the idea came, I dismissed it. The smell of food in the air meant Leah was home. Being at Mack's house with Leah was better than any medicine. I wasted no time getting out of bed and showering.

After throwing on a t-shirt and basketball shorts, I headed down to see what Leah was cooking and to ask her if she could give me a ride. I could have taken an Uber, but I liked occupying her time, which meant another nigga couldn't. As fucked up as it sounds. I didn't want to want her, but I didn't want the next man to have her either.

I pushed open the kitchen door to find her bent over going through her daddy's vegetable drawer.

Damn," The word slipped from between my lips before I could reel it back in. All her assets were out. The urge to reach out and grab a handful made my fingertips tingle. "

"Stop looking at my ass, Lucas." She righted herself, and her titties bounced.

I groaned inwardly. She was too much temptation. I blew out a puff of air. "What are you wearing?" She had on some nineties-style bicycle shorts. They were squeezing the fuck out of her thick thighs, and her titties were sitting snug in a sports bra. My eyes involuntarily fell on her pussy print.

She glanced down at herself, missing that I was staring a hole into her middle. "Workout clothes. I used Daddy's Gym downstairs. You want an omelet?"

Yes, I wanted an omelet, but I wanted her to make it after I fucked her on her daddy's kitchen counter.

I cleared my throat. "Yeah, I do."

"Coming right up." She fluttered over to the stove. At this point, I was just punishing myself by looking but I kept looking.

She was speaking, but I wasn't hearing anything she said, I think she was explaining her recipe to me. She didn’t seem to notice I was watching the way her lips moved, imagining how her mouth would taste. I ran my tongue over my lips, wishing they were hers.

Lusting after Leah was for the birds because I knew I couldn't have her. I forced myself to focus on the spot above her head until my dick went down, only then did I remember what I'd come downstairs for.

"Hey, can you drive me to the mall and help me pick a few things?"

She stopped chopping and eyed me for a few seconds before continuing. she spoke over the sound of her knife hitting the wood-cutting board.

"You stay in the stores. What do you need now?"

"I have a thing with this girl I met," I said, averting my eyes, feeling guilty when I shouldn't have.

She didn't seem bothered at all.

"Oh. I see you. You're finally trying to get some semblance of a new life started. I'll take you. I can also take you Monday morning to get your driver's license situated." she sassed.

I sucked my teeth. "Are you trying to say you're tired of driving me?"

"Yeah! You got me chauffeuring you around everywhere, and every time we go out, these bitches are really disrespectful, trying to get your attention. I don't need to be fighting over a negro that I'm even trying to fuck with."

I chuckled, even though I wanted to rub my chest, right above my heart to get rid of the sting caused by her rejection.

"First of all, nothing those women do is my fault. Second, they'd be insane to try to fight outside of their weight class. The insult was bitch-level petty, but I could not help myself. Whenever I felt I was losing with her, I said something to make her feel insecure.

She cut her eyes in my direction. "Excuse me?"

I threw up my hands. "I didn't mean it like you taking it. You're always taking my words wrong," I was gaslighting the fuck out of her. I was salty and digging at her. I knew she was low-key insecure about her weight, so I talked about it to make her angry.

"Yes, you did, and no, I don't take shit wrong. You very clearly expressed yourself, meaning every word," A dismissive snort escaped her lips. Giving me her back, she turned to face the stove, mumbling under her breath.

"You mad?"

She looked over her shoulder at me. "Mad at you calling me fat? Nah, why would I be mad?" Her tone dripped with sarcasm.

"I told you I ain't mean it like that," I tried to backtrack.

She waved me off. "Like I said, whatever, Charmed." She called me Charmed when she was mad.

"You're tripping," I rebutted.

"Leave me alone to trip by my damn self then, and while you're at it, call somebody whose body size is more to your liking and have them come take you to the mall and cook this omelet you want." She dropped the spatula and removed the pan from the stove.

"Here we go." I rubbed my neck, wishing I had a time machine.

I approached her from behind, my hands resting on her hips.

"You know I don't mean it like that."

She sidestepped me until my hands fell away from her skin.

I gawked at the back of her head. "So you're really mad?"

"Yes, stupid." She spat back.

"Fuck it," I threw up my hands.

She must have thought I would walk away because she took her place back in front of the stove.

I reached out and let my fingers dance across her exposed back and hips. I had found out by mistake how ticklish she was. You barely had to touch her and it worked anywhere below her neck.

She threw her elbow back, missing me. "Stop, Charmed!" Her voice bubbled with laughter as  she tried to get away.

"You've got to forgive me first. You know your family and I ain't meant no harm."

"Ok, just stop," a giggle spilled from her mouth. I swung her around and pushed her back against the stove, boxing her in and invading her personal space, getting close enough to breathe the same air. I could feel her heart beating as fast as mine. "You forgive me?" She peeked up at me. Our eyes connected. The smile fell from her lips. I watched her pulse quicken under her smooth skin. I knew she could feel my hard dick pressed up against her stomach, and I wanted her to.

She slid her tongue across her teeth. "Yeah, I forgive you. now get off me!" She shoved me so hard that I had to scramble to keep from losing my balance. When I righted myself and reached for her, she cackled, shaking her whole body. She quickly dodged my hand. I moved to reach for her again, but she grabbed the spatula she'd been cooking with. She held it out in front of her as a weapon. "Don't play! My big behind," she said, using her free hand to make a quotation mark, "will hit your ass with a hot skillet if you tickle me again. I told you I hate that shit."

I backed away. "You're too fucking theatrical and overly dramatic. I'll be back, and I want my omelet when I do get back." I turned and left the kitchen, heading to my bedroom. I needed to change shorts. Pre-cum was staining the ones I was wearing. I couldn't believe she had me acting like some fucking teenager who ain't never had no pussy every time I was in her presence.

I threw on a new pair of joggers, then went into the bathroom to freshen up. As water dripped down my face, I met the eyes of a changed man in the mirror and thought about how far I'd come.

I'd gone from slanging dope and facing murder charges to spending five years in prison to living in a big house with a man who saw something in me that no one else saw, a man who had been better to me than my own damn father. I was thinking about building something with a female who wouldn't have looked in my direction if she knew me in the past.

It sounded crazy and fucked up, but shooting Tre and Janay was the best thing to happen to me. A smirk formed on my lips. 'What a fucking difference five years make. This was the life I'd daydreamed about as a child.

When I reached the kitchen again, Leah had already set my plate on the island. Her own plate was across from mine. She was ignoring her food while texting on her phone. She didn't even glance up as I approached.

I cleared my throat, wanting her to join me.

Her eyes drifted to my shorts.

"Why did you change?"

I pulled out a chair and sat down before rebutting with, "Why did you notice I changed?"

She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped and waved my question off. "Whatever, eat, so we can go."

I dug in. Leah was quiet, which was unusual. she was always running her mouth, but her phone seemed to have her undivided attention that day. She had all thirty of her pearly whites on display and kept giggling like a young chick.

"Who's holding your attention?"

"Mind your business," she responded without giving me the courtesy of even lifting her head. I didn't like that. I reached across the aisle and snatched her phone from her hands.

"What the fuck, give me my fucking phone, Lucas!"

Ignoring her, I read the text aloud. "I miss you. I can't wait to see you."

She was talking to that lame nigga, Lawrence. He was pouring out his heart. Lame ass nigga.

She got up, came around the island, and tried to snatch her phone back. I held it out of her reach. "Give me my fucking phone, Charmed." She was big mad, and that amused me. She mushed my head. I reached around her with my free hand and smacked her on her ass, making sure to cup the cheek. Her ass was softer than a bag of flour.

She paused to gawk at me. "Did you just hit me? On my ass, no less." She asked in disbelief.

"Your ass stinging, ain't it?"

"Why would you hit me?"

"Why you hit me? You put your hands on me first."

She sucked her teeth. "I didn't."

"You going to pretend you didn't just push me upside my head?"

"You gonna pretend you didn't snatch my phone?"

"Are you going to pretend that's the same as me putting my hands on you?"

I waited for her to answer.

Finally, she rolled her eyes. "Just shut up and give me my phone."

Smirking, I held her phone out to her. "Gimme a kiss for it." The request slipped.

"No." She didn't even consider it. She snatched the phone from me and warned me, "Don't put your hands on my ass again, Charmed.

Our petty argument was turning me on more than it should've. I leaned back in my chair.

I took her hand, my thumb gently caressing the length of her index finger, tracing its curves and contours.

She glanced down at her hand, and then her gaze met mine.

"I'm forreal, Leah, give me a kiss?"

Something fleeting danced in her eyes before she snatched her hand away like I'd burned her. Looked like lust to me.

"You clowning today." She rolled her eyes and then walked off. 'I'm going to get dressed. You put the dishes in the dishwasher,' she threw over her shoulder before leaving the kitchen. I emptied the plates, put the dishes in the dishwasher, and went to watch ESPN while I waited.

'Bring your ass on.'

I hadn't even heard her come downstairs, so I clicked off the TV and turned to face her. She wore the tightest pair of  jean knee-length shorts I'd ever seen on a woman. They had strategically placed rips on her thighs. She was also wearing a fishnet hoodie that stopped at her hips and some flowery-looking bra under it. On her feet were the white Nike slides I bought her to match mine, which I was also wearing. She didn't have on a stitch of makeup but was glowing. How good she looked didn't even make sense to me.

I watched as she pulled her wild hair into a bun on her head.

"Are you going to stand there staring at my big ass,' she emphasized 'big' and 'ass,' 'or are we going to the mall?"  Just like that, my trance was broken. Shaking my head, I chastised myself. Get it together, Lucas.

I sucked my teeth.

'You've got a smart-ass mouth, and I see you're not going to let that go, are you?'

'Nope. You wanted to get under my skin, now I'm going to make you regret it,' she cackled before walking out the door.

"What a freaking nut."

I followed her lead, locking the door before jogging to her car."


Chapter four

"You say you've got a girl.

And how you want me

How do you want me when you get a girl?

The feeling is reckless.

Of course, you're selfish.

I frowned over to Leah. This tone-deaf ass girl. She was singing loud as hell, giving me a fucking headache. I reached over and turned off the radio.

She shouted, 'Hey!' and reached to turn it back on. I smacked her hand away. She turned away from watching the road while she mugged me, and the car swerved.

'Watch the fucking road,' I barked, gripping the dash.

She glared at me for a beat longer before following directions.

'Why are you playing with my radio, Lucas?'

'Look, man, your ass can’t sing. Turn that shit on when I ain't in here.'

She chuckled. 'You've got a lot of nerve for a negro who isn’t driving in his own car.'

'You're the one with the nerve, slaughtering that woman’s song. Let her sing that shit.'

'Mean ass,' she mumbled under her breath before getting quiet.

'Why you ain't got no man?' It was out of the blue, I know, but I had been holding onto the thought for a while. She never talked about a man in her letters, and considering how she looked, she could have definitely had one if she wanted. She wasn’t a ten, but she was damn close, and she was smart, had her own money, and she could cook. And without even second-guessing it and with no evidence, I knew her pussy would be fire. She was wife material as far as I was concerned.

'Why do you figure I don’t have a man? You haven’t been around long enough to be privy to what’s going on in my personal life. Or maybe I don't have one because you cock-block a lot. Remember the theater, and several others in the mall?'

I rolled my eyes. 'First.. Don’t say cock unless you're talking about a white man. Black men got dicks. Second, you weren’t entertaining the lame people that approached you. You're one of those nice women who don’t know how to say no. You probably wouldn’t have even picked up if they called. Third, you never mentioned one in your letters or over the phone. If you're not at your dad's house, you’re at work with him. I ain't seen no nigga yet with you, except that square-assed nigga, Larry. And I know you ain't fucking him, and you don’t seem like you want to be fucking him. So he don’t count.'

'"Lawrence," I corrected.'

'"Leroy, whatever. "I didn’t give a fuck what that nigga name was.

'You seem like you’re fine with waiting around for some perfect nigga that doesn’t exist to come save you from loneliness.'

I watched her cute little button nose wrinkle. "So you're telling me how I feel, Charmed?"

I noticed that when she was pissed with me, she called me Charmed, and Lucas when she wasn't.

'Why are you mad, Leah?'

She shook her head. 'I’m not mad.'

'Okay, if you say so. I don’t know how you feel, but I know what I see with my own two eyes. And I know you don’t want anything to do with Leroy and only keep him around because of the attention he gives you. Remember, I just read your text messages. This nigga is talking about "I miss you, I want you," and you're sending him back "OK" and smiley faces. You ain't trying to fuck his swole ass,' I predicted. '"And you ain't trying to find anybody either. Who are you waiting for, Leah??"

We pulled up to a red light, and she turned to look at me.

I watched as she trailed her tongue over her bottom lip. that shit made my dick twitch. Leah had some plump lips. She glared at me for a second, and I just knew she was about to curse me out. But she didn’t. She pressed her lips together for a beat before she fixed her eyes back on the road.

'Honestly. He’s okay—better than okay. A good man, actually, but you know what went down with my husband. Unlike you, I didn’t get to shoot him in the face for his transgressions against me and get over it.'

I piped in, 'Oh, you want that nigga dead?'

She chuckled, laughing off my question, but I was dead serious. I’d take that nigga's head off his shoulder if she told me to.

Ignoring me, she continued, 'And I’m not set on hurdling myself back into the direction of sex and love until I’m sure I found somebody who’s worth hurting over when it all falls down, and Lawrence don’t seem worth it.'

I frowned. She sounded as if she regretted the way she felt. If she didn’t want to chance the heartache, she shouldn’t. Fuck what I, or anybody else thought. Women make shit too complicated.

I nodded my head. 'You know my story. My past is so tainted with hate, bloodshed, and disappointment that I understand why you don’t want to be bothered. That's love shit for the birds.' I ended my rant. 'The lights are green."

She pivoted back in her seat and started driving.

"But what do you do when their pussy gets hot and wet?'"

She coughed and sputtered out, 'You let any old thing come out of your mouth?'

'Yes. Now answer my question.'

'I don’t currently have sex.'

'Why not? Use Leonard. Let him suck your pussy for you, but keep it platonic, or pick a random nigga to fuck. You're so cute. finding some dudes will be easy for you.'

'You’re fucking nuts,' she laughed. 'But no. Lawrence just doesn’t do it for me. I’m not trying to deal with him on that level, and I don’t do random.'

'What does it for you, Leah? Maybe we have something in common, and I can help you.' The sexual innuendo was loud and clear. She heard it. Her fingers tightened around the steering wheel, but she pretended not to.

'Why are we talking about me when your life is far more interesting? You need me to help you start your search for the perfect, light-skinned you've always wanted? When are you going to start going out and making friends?'

I ignored the first part of her question. She wasn’t dragging me down the rabbit hole of colorism vs. preference again. I've got friends— you and your daddy. And when would I have time to find a woman when I’m always trying to be around you? Now answer my question."

She slid her tongue across her teeth. 'So you’re insinuating that I’m not a woman?'

I cut my eyes at her. "Them big ass tits under your neck is proof you're a woman. Answer the question?'

Dramatically, her head fell back against the headrest as a wide smile brightened her beautiful face. 'You’re very insistent and getting real personal today.'

'You’re right.' Now answer my question.'

She opened her mouth to speak.

I sat straight up in my seat, all ears. I was really interested in what she was about to say.

'We’re here.' She sang, sinking my expectations. And had the nerve to laugh.

I looked away from the side of her face, and we were in the mall parking lot.

'Saved by the motherfucking bell, this time.' I declared.

She batted her lashes. 'Yep,' she responded with a grin as she got out of the car. I got out of the car and followed close behind.


Chapter five

"Oh, bitches are really disrespectful," I spat. I was mad as hell.

We were sitting in the food court at the mall, and some skinny, half-dressed bitch walked up, cheap weave hanging down to her bony ass. Interrupting my lunch, she started talking to Charmed like I wasn't sitting there. It's a fact he isn't my man, but she didn't know that.

I was reading that bitch for filth when Charmed blow-pop head ass started pulling me towards the exit. He had me in the parking lot at thirty eight hot.

I snatched away from the grip he had on my waist and started stomping towards my car.

I could hear his footfalls behind me. "Man, you're making a big deal out of nothing. She didn't do anything."

"Was I not sitting there when that bald-headed hoe walked up to you?" I yelled over my shoulder.

"Yeah, but why would she automatically assume we were together? Plus, you didn't see me tripping when I walked out of the bathroom and caught that one nigga beaming in your face." He was referring to a man who approached me in a Footlocker.

"You stared him down until he left."

"That wasn't me tripping," he claimed.

"What was it then?"

"What's with you and swole niggas anyways?" He snapped, ignoring my question.

For a moment, it sounded like he was jealous, but that couldn't be it, so I shook the thought away.

I came to a halt and turned to face him. "First of all, he didn't approach me while you were standing there. it's not the same thing. And why wouldn't she think we were together, Lucas?" I used his government.

The question sounded irrational to my ears, but I was still in my feelings about his fat joke from earlier.

"Here you go." He shook his head.

"Tell me, Lucas. Be truthful." I folded my arms over my breasts, cocked my hip and waited for an answer.

He twisted his lips before finally speaking. "You were on your phone, sitting halfway onto the next table. You weren't paying any attention to me, not like a woman does to her man. females notice that, especially when the man looks like I do." He had the nerve to let a cocky grin slide onto his handsome face.

I rolled my eyes. He was so obnoxious.

"But your ass ain't that damn cute though." I waved him off.

"Ole girl thought I was cute enough for her to step to me while you were sitting there." He smirked at me like the stupid shit he'd just spit out was clever.

"Eww. I can't stand your overly overconfident ass." Pivoting, I resumed my fast pace walk toward the car, wishing I hadn't parked so far away. Why did I even agree to take his ass to the mall? I swear we couldn't go anywhere without it turning into some bullshit. First the movies, then the grocery store, and now the mall.

"Besides, we don't look compatible as a couple," he said, walking up behind me. I stopped and swung around so fast I'd be surprised I didn't get whiplash.

"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" I shouted in his face, all while wondering why it mattered while knowing why it mattered. I wanted him to want me.

"Look at you, then look at me."

Okay, so he was going there again. Sometimes it felt like he was intentionally trying to hurt my feelings because I didn't gush all over myself at the fact that he wanted to fuck me. He did not do as good of job of hiding his attraction as he though he did, and on some occasions, he was blatant about it. If I didn't respond in kind. he got salty and would lash out. I was tired, so fuck him. I went for his jugular.

"It ain't like you're my type either. Who is trying to fuck with a nigga fresh out of prison for murdering his best friend and attempting to murder his girlfriend, all because she didn't want his ass anymore. Did your best friend look better than you? Was that why your girl was fucking him?"

The words had left my mouth before my brain had time to process them.

He flinched. I watched the cockiness drain out of him. His jaw ticked. I'd managed to fuck with his ego and piss him off in less than a paragraph, which I felt good for about a half-second. Until I noticed all the people crowding around us. I was making a scene in public. I didn't do public scenes. Everybody was oohing and ahhing. Suddenly, it crossed my mind that I might have gone too far with the comment. I was about to apologize until he spoke.

"You're just mad. nobody wants your fat ass." He barked, glowering at me.

I threw my head back and laughed at that, though there wasn't anything funny about the words he'd used to insult me. But I wasn't insecure enough to believe them. I knew I looked good.

"Really? Earlier, I looked good enough to get a man. now I'm too fat to find one? You're funny," but he really wasn't funny at all. Before he could respond, I took the two bags I'd been so graciously holding for him and chucked them at him. His brand new, crisp white Nikes fell to the ground.

Fuck him, his feelings, and his shoes.

"Call a fucking Uber while I take my fat ass home." I snapped at him before I turned and stomped off to my car. I got in, took several deep breaths to calm myself, and then I peeled out of the parking lot, leaving his stupid ass there looking stupid. It took me twenty minutes to get home, and that gave me enough time to think about what I'd said and to regret it. I didn't have to tell half the city his business, but I was tired of his little snide remarks and comments about my weight.

"You were still wrong as fuck," my conscience added her two cents.

I drove to my dad's house and made my way upstairs. I lay across the bed and pulled out my phone. I texted Charmed.

"I'm sorry."

He responded right away.

Meet me downstairs in fifteen minutes.

I wondered why but didn't ask.

I waited, lying in bed, until I heard the house alarm go off. When I got up and made my way downstairs, I found Lucas in the kitchen. There was no emotion on his face, so I couldn't tell how he was feeling. I didn't know what to say.

He acknowledged me by telling me to sit down.

The microwave went off, and he pulled out two food containers.

"You didn't get a chance to finish your lunch. I went back in and got you fresh food." I knew this was his way of apologizing. "Teriyaki chicken with shrimp, fried rice, and vegetables with sauce on the side, right?" He recited my order word for word.

Impressed, I nodded as he sat the container in front of me and took a seat across from me.

We ate in silence, lost in our own thoughts.

Just when the silence was becoming uncomfortable, Lucas reached across the kitchen island. He gripped my chin gently, bringing my face close to his, and ran his thumb languidly across my lip. He stared at me as he brought his thumb to his mouth, sucking it between his plump lips, then he set it back in his chair

"You had sauce on your lip." His voice had dropped an octave.

"Oh, ok, than-thank you." He had my ass stuttering and my pussy hot.

I cleared my throat. "I'm going to bed."

Lucas smirked and brought his watch up to look at it. "It's only three thirty, so soon?"

"I'm going to bed." I blurted it out again before walking away.

Whatever it was between Lucas and I was going to drive me crazy. Neither one of us was going to act on it, and it was going to grow until it turned into some messiness. That though had my thinking that maybe I should take his advice and give Lawrence a chance. I thought. He would be a good distraction.


Chapter six




The restaurant was crowded and loud as fuck, but I spotted Nikki right away. I was about thirty minutes late. My fallout and reconciliation with Leah had fucked up my schedule, but I had called and warned Nikki. I spotted her as soon as I entered the restaurant. She was sitting about twenty tables from the door, sipping on something red and didn’t see me when I entered.

How many, sir?" The hostess eagerly greeted me. she was smiling as hard as hell, and me simply smiling back had her looking like she was ready to pounce on me. Although she was cute, I didn't mess with white girls. Too many niggas ended up in prison behind them.

"I'm good, ma. I see my date." I pointed as I walked past her. I was halfway across the restaurant before Nikki spotted me. she stood.

"Hi, how are you?" She asked shyly with her eyes downcast, contradicting how she acted the first time we'd met when she'd been the one to approach me. But I didn't think much of it. I took time to admire how she looked in the white dress she'd chosen to wear. it fit her body like a glove and showcased all the best parts.

She leaned in for a hug, which I returned, then I pulled out her chair for her to sit on some gentlemanly type shit, and I took my spot across the table from her instead of sliding in next to her.

"What's good, beautiful? How are you feeling?"

She grinned. "I'm good. Long day at work." Her voice was really soft.

I half-listened to her as she told me about the craziness that happened in the ER where she worked. She talked for at least thirty minutes nonstop, and then it was my turn. The way her eyes lit up when I told her I owned an apartment complex should have worried me, but I was distracted by her tits and pretty face. After that, the conversation flowed, and I stepped out of character and had a few drinks. I was feeling loose by the time the check came.

"You want to head to my house for a nightcap?" The way she said "nightcap" let me know I was getting more than a beverage. She confirmed she was down to fuck when, under the table, she ran her nails up my thigh, causing my dick to jump. My mind drifted to Leah for a second, and I was tempted to go lay up under her and just watch some movies. Which probably meant I should do the exact opposite. It was already too hot between us.

After we paid and I told her I'd taken an Uber, she led me out to a red Fiat Spider. "I'm impressed. I see you." She blushed, turning red all over.

"I work hard, so I treat myself. Get in." The ride to her house was less than fifteen minutes, and when we got there, I didn't even get to see the inside. she led me straight to her bedroom. She undressed me, her earlier shyness nowhere in sight.

Not long after she swallowed my whole dick down the back of her throat, she ended up on her knees getting fucked from behind. The sex was satisfying but not good enough to spend the night. I crept out of her bed as soon as I was sure she was sleeping, grabbed my clothes, and waited outside for my Uber.

I couldn’t tell you why I went back to Mack's house instead of my own, but I ended up there. I had to pass by Leah’s room on the way to my temporary one. her door was cracked. Without even having to walk right up to it, I could see her laid out on the bed. She was on her back, and her nightgown had crept up her thick thigh, exposing the tiniest pair of red panties. I literally drooled on myself. It made no sense at all that, after Nikki had drained me, just looking at her had me standing there, my dick rock hard. I was so tempted to creep in and bury my face between Leah’s thighs, wondering if she would taste as good as she smelled. I stood there for about ten more minutes, just watching her. I knew I should have taken my ass home.

I made myself walk away from the door. I went into my room, sat down on the side of the bed, and scrubbed my hands down my face. "What the fuck are you doing, Lucas?" I was playing a dangerous game. I had to admit to myself that I was feeling Leah a lot more than I wanted to. if I were to be truthful, I’d tell the whole truth and admit I was damn near in love with her, but I couldn't go there. Her and Mack were my pseudo family. The only people I could trust was them, and if I fucked it up, I’d have no one. I decided then that I’d call Nikki the next morning. she had been a good distraction. I was determined to keep my thoughts and feelings to myself where Leah was concerned.


Chapter seven

I woke up in bed at my father's house twenty minutes after nine, which meant I was running late. I needed to get dressed and make an hour-and-a-half drive to Orlando. I pulled out the clothes I'd already picked from the closet. A red bodysuit, a black leather midi skirt, and a pair of nude stilettos that cost an arm and a leg. I barely wore them because they hurt my feet if I walked too long in them, but I wasn't about to be walking. they were for looking cute.

After showering and lotioning my body, I lined my lips with Mac Night Moth and filled them with liquid lingerie. I pinned my hair into a faux hawk and was done. I had never been one to put too much time into getting dressed, and men had always found me sexy without makeup. Speaking of men, my mind drifted to Charmed, and I wondered what he was doing. He'd been absent from my and my father's house since finding me with Lawrence, but I didn't dwell on that thought for too long. If I did, I'd have to consider why his absence mattered. I grabbed my purse, keys, and cell phone and headed downstairs.

Speak of the devil. As if I'd conjured him up, I ran smack dab into Charmed.

He caught me by my hips, his blunt nails biting into my flesh. "My bad."

"Damn," he stepped back and eyed me from head to toe, then twirled his finger, signaling for me to do a spin. I did a complete turn, earning a whistle from him. "I see you looking good and smelling good. Where are you going?" His eyebrow rose.

"To this club," I answered, glowing under his praise.

"You must be trying to get fucked." He frowned.

I rolled my eyes. "You're obnoxious, but you're not looking too bad yourself."

I let my gaze run over him. He wore dark wash jeans joggers, a white button-up, a dark grey vest, and a pair of black and grey Louis Vuitton sneakers.

I cocked my own brow. "Where are you going?"

"I was going on a date, but she called off at the last minute, so I'm about to change and go to bed."

A little devil on my shoulder popped up.

Charmed had asked me before what I was into. I could show him better than I could tell him.

"Come take a ride with me." I offered.

Without hesitation, he agreed.

"So what type of club is this?" he asked when we'd been driving for about thirty minutes.

I wanted it to be a surprise. "Don't worry, just ride."

"Ok," he turned up the radio and sat back.

I grinned. That's what I liked about Charmed. He was easygoing and didn't get annoyed with me. I usually got on most people's nerves because my mouth was too big.

When traffic on the interstate stopped flowing and backed up, I looked and found Charmed sleeping. I took a second to study his face. He was nice-looking, but I'd be damned if I told him that and fed his too-big ego. I pulled out my phone and called ahead to the club to let them know I'd be bringing a guest, and after that, I called a friend from the club. I had a nice little surprise for Lucas. I grinned widely when my friend agreed to participate and hung up. It was another hour to the club. After parking the car, Charmed didn't stir. "Wake up, man," I shoved him a little too hard. His head knocked against the window.

He sat up all flustered, looking around, saying, "What the fuck, Leah? Did you hit me?"

I cackled. I took a wet wipe from my purse and chucked it at him. "We're here. Wipe your mouth." He glared at me, picked up the wipe, and wiped his mouth. I got out first. he got out and looked up. "Inferno?" He read the sign on the warehouse and then threw a 'What the fuck' look my way. "Sounds ominous."

The club I had taken him to was in an old warehouse where they'd made cigars in the fifties. You had to drive through a maze to get to the entrance. It was secluded and ominous on purpose. It kept away the riff-raff. And because of the clientele, you had to pay ten thousand dollars just to be considered for membership. Nothing but expensive cars sat in the parking lot. I found out about the place not too long after I got divorced. One of my father's clients was a girl charged with manslaughter when one of her subs choked to death during a BDSM scene. I had gone to meet with the owner in place of my father. He'd shown me around and invited me back.

"It's that way on purpose."

He narrowed his eyes in my direction. "What are you about to get me into, Leah?"

I grinned and said, "You'll see."

He looked hesitant. "I don't know about this. this shit looks like where you take people to make them disappear."

I rolled my eyes, grabbed his hand, and damn near had to drag him to the door. I let his hand go when we stood directly in front of the door. I knocked three times.

"Who is it?" came from the loudspeaker.

"Leah Gregory," I gave my name, "plus one," I added.

A few seconds later, the door buzzed, and I pulled it open. I grabbed Lucas's hand and pulled him inside. I laughed hard when I heard him gasp behind me.


Chapter eight

I glanced around the building in awe. There were literally buck-ass naked bitches in cages hanging from the ceilings in cages hanging from the ceiling. In fact, damn near everybody was naked. I had so many questions I wanted to ask Leah, but I doubted she’d be able to hear me over the loud music, so I just let her drag me along while quietly taking everything in.

I know I looked lame as fuck, with my mouth half open and my eyes darting all over the place, but I couldn’t help but look—I had never seen anything like I was seeing, ever before. Right there on the dance floor, people of all sizes and races were fucking. They were fucking on the stage, fucking at the bar, standing up fucking, fucking everywhere. Men were leading women around with dog collars, amongst other weird sex shit.

The sight of it all, the musky scent of sex and expensive fragrances permeating the air, combined with the music and sex noise, had a nigga's head spinning from sensory overload.

So Leah was a freak?

Now don’t get me wrong. I’m a nasty nigga myself, and I had no qualms about it. I’d seen things. Hell, I’d done some things, but I was really out of my element at the moment. Leah seemed comfortable as fuck. I was out of my element. There were things I would have never expected from Leah, and this was one of them.

We walked up a set of stairs. I took a glimpse into every room we passed. I paused at one where a black girl danced on stage. She was bad, though she was on the thicker side. The fact that these white men were staring at her like she was the only person in the room caught my eye.

I didn’t like the vibe coming off him. I took a step towards him, feeling compelled to say something. Leah grabbed my hand, stopping me. I glanced in her direction at the same time I heard, "A round of apologizes for Eve, everybody." When I looked back, the guy was gone, and I thought maybe I imagined him.

Leah dragged me forward by my hand. After what felt like forever, she stopped us at an empty table that had her name on a plaque in the middle of it. My attention was immediately drawn to the booth next to us, where there were at least 10–15 nude bodies entangled together. I couldn’t stop watching.

This is us. sit down. Leah yelled next to me, drawing my attention, before sitting and crossing her legs. I hesitated, looking at the seat next to her and wondering how many people had sat right where I was about to. I wasn’t feeling it, sitting in random people’s bodily fluids, but then again. I went to the strip club all the time. why act brand new? I sat down. Seconds later, a server popped up out of nowhere with a bottle of expensive scotch. Leah took it from her hand with a nod of thanks, opened it, poured herself a glass, then offered me another. I waved her off. she knew I didn’t fuck with hard liquor. "Trust me, you’ll need it, I got you," she smiled, but it was wicked as fuck and had me wondering what the fuck was about to happen, but I trusted her. I took the glass and took the liquor to the head. She poured me another. I drank it, then another. immediately I felt relaxed. by the sixth glass, I was feeling really nice, so nice that I stopped speculating on what was about to happen and just waited.

"Watch." Leah whispered in my ear and directed my head to the stage.

Just that second, all the music in the club stopped, the lights lowered, and a couple, a petite Asian lady who had no ass or tits to speak of and a white guy who was in pretty good shape for a visibly older man, walked out onto the stage that sat in the middle of the floor, both of them naked. I could swear one moment they were standing there just touching each other, and then I blinked and they were fucking. I’m talking about some sensual loving making type shit, caressing, and kissing. I turned to observe Leah, and she was damn near salivating. Interesting. I had questions, but I didn’t want to ruin her good time, so I turned my attention back to the live action porn.

By the time the couple left the stage, my dick was rock hard and leaking, and I was ready to fuck something. All the blood from my brain was probably in my dick, ‘cause I couldn’t formulate a thought. "So," I said, feeling awkward. I couldn’t even bring myself to look at Leah.

Leah Grabbed my face and turned my head towards her, then busted out laughing at my expression. "You look shaken," she joked, but sobered quickly. She searched my eyes for something. Acceptance? If she was waiting for me to judge her, she’d be waiting forever. She was grown as a fuck. What would it look like if I told her what to do or even commented negatively on what she liked?

I couldn’t have said anything anyways. I was still speechless and trying to wrap my mind around what I’d just watched when, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a white lady with big ass fake tits holding hands with some jolly green giant-looking Nigerians. Instinctively, I knew they were heading our way. I glanced at Leah. she shrugged and winked. My heart sped up. What the fuck was about to happen? The couple drew my attention back to them when they stopped in front of us like I suspected they’d do. The lady bent down right next to me.

"Your woman said I had permission to taste you," she hissed like a snake into my ear, then her tongue traced the outer rim of it. My nervousness and the sensation that crept up my spine nearly caused me to jump up out of my seat. I turned to see if Leah had heard what she had just said and was surprised as fuck to see the white chicks man on his knees in front of Leah. He kissed a trail up her leg, and with every kiss he slid her dress higher up her thigh. He sucked her pussy lazily, lapping at it like he was savoring it. I was so distracted by what he was doing to Leah that it barely registered that his girl was still right up on me until I felt her grab my belt buckle. She tugged. I caught her hand. Aye, I protested. Was I really about to get my dick sucked in the middle of a club, in front of random people, in front of Leah?

Before I could contemplate why it mattered, Leah grabbed the hand I was blocking the lady with. "Just go with it, Charmed, "she moaned, intertwining our fingers. immediately, the chick expertly unbuckled my belt, slid my dick out, and swallowed it down the back of her throat. I had to fight the urge to close my eyes. I sat down. I let my head rest on the back of the sofa and turned so I could watch Leah. I wanted to see her come undone. Her sex faces alone had me ready to bust into this bitch mouth. She moaned, and her hand tightened around mine. Her body bucked forward, and then her gaze found mine. Damn, she looked so fucking sexy. Suddenly I had the urge to tell Dude to move so I could be the one giving her pleasure, but I had to remember she was off limits. I didn’t even want her. I lied to myself. Closing my eyes to break our connection did nothing. With them closed, I could easily imagine it was Leah with her lips wrapped around my dick. It took everything in me not to moan her name out loud. But that didn’t stop her from groaning mine. I could swear I heard her call my name as her fingers tightened around mine. I was probably imagining it, but it wasn’t enough. I grabbed a handful of the white chicks hair and pushed her head further on me. she didn’t even gag as I exploded down her throat. She swallowed and cleaned after herself too.


Chapter nine

The ride home was a quiet one. I don't think Leah had ever been so silent in her life, and I was just as lost for words as she was. What was I supposed to say? Thank you for the nut?

When she pulled up in her father's driveway, I waited until she got out of the car and followed her, our footsteps echoing as we made our way to the front door.

What happened next? That was all that kept repeating in my mind. There was obviously no going back to pretending there wasn't something between us now that we had cum together.

She waited until she unlocked the door and was halfway to the kitchen before finally speaking. "You want something to drink?" She tried sounding like her usual self, but her voice had a hitch.

Nah, I'm good." I didn't want shit to drink. All I wanted to do was go upstairs and beat my dick to the memory of her cum face. No, what I really wanted to do was see her cum face again. I followed her to the kitchen.

Sitting at the kitchen island, I watched her get a cup and pour herself a cold drink. She leaned against the refrigerator and took a sip. She did everything she could to acknowledge the feeling of my eyes burning a hole in her face. I had so many questions about what had happened in that place, but I wasn't about to make her talk, so I opted to take my ass upstairs. It was safer—being in a room with her at that moment felt dangerous. Still, I didn't move. I watched her as she closed her eyes and ran the cool glass over her neck and cleavage, and suddenly, I was really thirsty, and I knew only a taste of Leah would quench it.

Like a moth to the flames, I found myself moving in her direction. I stepped right up on her, invading her space. Her body tensed, but her eyes remained closed until I took her glass from her hand and sat it on the counter. Her eyes popped open. She stared at me with this look in her eyes. It was hunger. She was begging me to fuck her. I wet my lips. Mack would have a fit if he caught us. But she had me ready to say fuck it all and bend her over her daddy's counter and break her back. I leaned into her.

"Lucas, what are you doing?" the question came out all breathless.

"Kissing you." I stepped even closer, filling the remaining space between us. I pulled her face to mine and tasted her mouth. Her breathing was rapid and inconsistent.

"We shouldn't," she protested against my lips, all while fisting my shirt and pulling me closer. She was the one to deepen the kiss. Her tongue snaked out from between her lips. I sucked it into my mouth and kissed her like she belonged to me, exchanging energy.

I teased her when we broke apart for air. "I thought you said we shouldn't."

"We shouldn't," She kissed me, this time more aggressively, her soft finger sliding across my cheeks.

"You taste good." I groaned into her mouth as my hand inched up her thigh, stopping when I reached her middle. Her pussy was bare, as I suspected it would be. I knew she hadn't returned to her panties after cleaning up in the club bathroom. Her sticky wetness coated my hand. Scissoring two fingers, I slid them between her wet folds. Her head lulled back, and I found my way inside of her.

"I want nothing more than to fuck you right now," I confessed before smashing my mouth against hers again.

She pulled away, casting her eyes up at me. "We do not need to cross this line." She groaned, but her thighs spread further apart, giving me easier access.

"Too many mixed signals, baby. You're going to have to make me stop." I suggested while sliding another finger into her tight pussy.

"Stop!" she managed to groan. I wished she would make up her fucking mind. Not a half second passed after she said stop before she was fucking herself on her fingers. Her pussy walls clenched then unclenched. I wanted to feel that on my dick so bad it hurt. The only thing stopping me from fucking her right there was the thought of disrespecting her daddy's house. Mack would kill me if he walked in and found me fucking his daughter on his kitchen table, where he ate. "Let's go to your bedroom or mine." I urged

That sobered her. She shook her head. "No, I'm not doing this with you," she claimed while halfheartedly pushing at my chest but making no effort to move.

Her back and forth was getting on my nerves, prompting me to lash out. I used my free hand to grip her neck, flexing my fingers. I tightened my hold on it to let her know how serious I was. "Stop fucking denying us both what we want, Leah," I said, squeezing tighter. Her head fell back, giving me better access. Unsurprisingly, she seemed to like the rough shit. She moaned my name real prettily, causing deja vu. At that moment, I was positive that earlier hadn't been my imagination. It was me she was thinking about when she came.

"Lucas, please."

I drew in a staggered breath and closed my eyes. "Please, what. What do you want from me? You're killing me right now, Leah."

"Stop, please."

"You sure?"

"Yes," she moaned out. She could be a case study in contradictions.

"Then say it like you mean it," I flicked her chin.

I felt her legs shake

"No," she whimpered and leaned into me. I meant "yes. Stop! She pushed at my chest again.

"Fine," abruptly, I removed my fingers from her and let her neck go. It took all my might, but pivoting, I walked away from her and out of the kitchen. I could hear her mumbling something. Vexed, I turned and headed back towards the kitchen.

"Speak up." I challenged her.

"Fuck off, Lucas." She flipped me off.

I covered the distance between us so quickly that she didn't have time to react. I wrapped my hand around a fistful of her hair and snatched her head back to look up at me before I could stop myself. Using my body, I blocked her in. The sharp gasp that left her mouth was mixed with pain and pleasure. Tucking her lips into her mouth, she glared at me.

"A second ago, it was, please. Now it's fuck off? I chuckled, but it wasn't shit funny. "You're going to stop playing with me and my fucking emotions, Leah. You brought us to this moment with the shit you pulled at the club. Hell, by just taking me there. You knew what you were doing. Now you're playing like you don't want me. You scared? Say you're scared."

With low-set eyes, she said nothing. Her silence pissed me off more than her denial.

"Say something," I hated the way more voice rose.

"Fine," She spat. I'm not scared to fuck you, Lucas. I just don't think it'll be worth the repercussions.

"Well, fuck you too then, and leave me the fuck alone with this back and forth. I'm gone." I let her go. She slumped into the refrigerator as I turned and walked out, this time without looking back. Fuck it. I wasn't going to beg her ass.

Was I mad? Hell yea! She opened Pandora's box by taking me to that club and showing me another side of herself. Before that, it had been easier to pretend not to want her. Even if I couldn't box away all the feelings I'd developed for her over the years, I had them under control. I had excuses to fall back on for why anything between us wasn't a good idea. Her dad, my attitude, her weight, my ex

Well, my ex wasn't exactly an excuse. After what happened with Janay, I wasn't trying to fuck with love again. It made me volatile and dangerous. I was very aware of my own toxicity regarding what I consider mine. I was jealous and possessive, and I knew Leah would bring the worst out of me. I hadn't even tasted the pussy yet, and I'd already considered burying one nigga behind it. I hated even seeing that ninja turtle-looking nigga talking to her.

It wouldn't work out. She didn't even think I was worth trying with. Logically, I knew we would end badly, but fuck logic—there was no going back from what happened. I felt like a bitch lying in bed that night, pouting. I was so in my feelings that I knew I was about to make bad decisions.


Chapter ten

Walking into the cafe, Lawrence immediately stood up and waved me over.

"Hey, baby," he drawled, reaching out and pulling me into a hug. I had to crane my neck to look up at him.

"You smell good," I complimented him. Lawrence always smelled good as fuck. He looked good as fuck too, dressed in a tailored navy three-piece suit, vest and all. A big, dark-skinned man in a suit should be considered an aphrodisiac.

"Thanks," he replied, pulling out my chair, he waited for me to sit..

"How are you?" he asked as he took his seat.

"I'm good. How about yourself?"

"I'm good now that I'm looking at your beautiful face."

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Lawrence tended to lay it on thick with the compliments. it was sweet, but not my style anymore. He reminded me too much of how Khalid, my ex-husband, had been in the beginning, and how that had ended terribly.

"Thank you," I responded, just as the server walked over.

"How can I help you?" the petite blond asked, saving me from any more Lawrence compliments.

We placed our orders and engaged in banter while waiting for our food to arrive.

Then, we started discussing the reason we had met, Lawrence seeking my father's help on a case. Since my father seemed preoccupied with his new girlfriend, Joy, he had sent me instead. I had dreaded meeting up with Lawrence, fearing that things would be awkward after the night we had spent together. However, it seemed that he understood that our connection was only friendship, despite the fact that I had nearly smothered him with my thighs. At least, I hoped he understood. I was too scared to ask him directly.

"Isn't that your father's friend?" Lawrence asked, noticing Charmed's presence almost simultaneously with me.

I dropped my gaze. "Yes, he must be here for lunch," I said, hoping it was a coincidence, but knowing deep down that it wasn't. My eyes shifted to Charm, his face was all balled up and he was wearing a simple white t-shirt, grey joggers, and white Jordan slides on his recently pedicured feet. It was clear that he had left the house abruptly. Charmed never went anywhere without being fully dressed. So, he wasn't there for lunch.

I shifted in my seat, hoping that maybe he hadn't seen me. But that was wishful thinking. He had probably already spotted me. I tried to resume my conversation with Lawrence, but it became apparent that he was unable to focus. When a scowl replaced the smile on his face, I groaned inwardly. Lucas had made his way over to our table.

"So, this is why you've been avoiding me?" Charmed barked at me. I wanted to shrink away and hide. I knew he was about to cause a scene. After the incident at the sex club and in the kitchen, he had called me multiple times, but I had ignored every call. I thought that my absence from my father's house, not answering the phone, and avoiding him for almost two weeks would be a clear indication that I didn't want to see or talk to him. That night was a mistake that didn't need to be repeated.

"Please, Lucas, not now," I pleaded, feeling embarrassed. My head was almost buried in my plate.

His eyes narrowed to slits. "Then when?"

"Later," I replied through gritted teeth.

"Nah, step outside with me now real fast and talk to me. I know 'later' won't come. Stop playing games."

He looked away from me and addressed Lawrence. "You don't mind, do you?" A smirk formed on his thick lips. He was taunting Lawrence.

"Actually, I do mind," Lawrence responded.

Lucas waved him off. "Too bad. Get your ass up, Leah, before I cause a scene."

"Like you haven't already," I muttered under my breath, aware that the other customers' eyes were on us.

"Oh, I haven't caused a scene yet, but I can," he directed his words at Lawrence. "Did she tell you that I fingered her against her daddy's refrigerator, and she loved it? This happened not even a month after she was feeding you pussy."

My mouth fell open in shock. I knocked my chair over as I stood up abruptly. Charmed had lost his fucking mine, and we hadn't even fucked yet. I couldn't imagine what would happen if we had. All the more reason not too.

"I can't believe you just said that," I managed to utter, though deep down, I wasn't entirely surprised.

I grabbed Charmed by the arm, digging my nails into his flesh, and forcefully pulled him towards the exit. All eyes were on us, and embarrassment made my skin crawl.

"I'll be back," I threw over my shoulder to Lawrence.

“No, she won't," Lucas yelled before I could fully drag him out of the restaurant.

I didn't release his arm until we were outside, away from prying eyes. We walked to the corner of the restaurant where no one could overhear our conversation. For a few moments, I simply stared at him, wondering what the hell type of crazy he really was. There had to be a name for it, he was on somebody spectrum.

"Fix your fucking face. You have no right to be mad after you've been avoiding me," he sneered.

I sucked my teeth and said, "Ain't nobody avoiding your ass," lying to his face.

"Man, whatever. You haven't even been visiting your—"

"Is everything okay?" I shifted to the side and saw Lawrence standing behind Charmed.

I groaned inwardly. Here we go. I wished Lawrence had stayed inside.

Charmed turned around to face Lawrence. "Yeah, everything is fucking aight. Now take your giant ass back  the fuck inside and wait like she told you to."

Lawrence sniggered under his breath and took a step towards Charmed. I tried to step in between them, but Lucas pushed me aside and positioned himself in front of me.

Throwing my head up towards the sky, I silently prayed for strength.

Lawrence stood toe-to-toe with Charmed, matching his aggression. He leaned down to meet Charmed at eye level. "I think I may have given you the wrong impression, Lucas," he said using Charmed government. "You see these glasses, this suit, and this tie, and you assume that I'm scared of you just because I haven't engaged with your provocation. Let me make it clear – you don't affect me. You don't inspire me to step out of character. I'm a grown, successful man. You're just a lowlife trying to reach my level." Lawrence's tone was deathly calm. His response didn't surprise me. I knew some of Lawrence's backstory, and it paralleled Charmed in certain aspects. They both grew up rough and had bodies.

I sensed Lucas tensing up in front of me, and I knew he was about to act a fucking fool.

"What the fuck did you just say to me?" Before I could stop him, Lucas reached out and shoved Lawrence.

Like an idiot I quickly stepped in between the two scowling men, hoping to prevent a fight from breaking out, knowing it wouldn't really matter, I wouldn't be hard to move.

I turned to face Lucas. "Meet me at the park down the street, please," I pleaded with him, but he paid me no mind, his gaze was locked with Lawrence's as anger burned in his eyes.

Desperate to redirect his attention, I grabbed his chin and physically turned his face towards me, away from Lawrence. "Please, meet me at the park."

I saw his face soften slightly, though not entirely. He snatched away from my grasp and walked around me, bumping into Lawrence as he did so.

He tossed a threat over his shoulder. "Don't make me come looking for you again, Leah. Next time, I won't be civil." Charmed's voice dripped with menace.

This is what he called civil?

" Don't fucking talk to her like that," Lawrence defended me unnecessarily. I knew Lucas was all talk. I wasn't worried about him laying a hand on me.

Lucas spun back and retraced his steps, stopping on the other side of me. I let out a frustrated groan.

"You big, thick-necked motherfucker, if you don't like how I'm talking to her, then do something about it. But before you do, make sure you call your pit bull of a mother and let her know to buy her black dress."

This time, I faced Lawrence. "Please, just don't say anything to him. Let him go."

For a moment, they stood there, staring each other down, their scowls locked in a battle of wills. Lawrence was the first to look away, seemingly for my sake.

"Thought so. Now go find something safe to do. That's a threat, nigga," Charmed taunted before walking off.

We watched in silence as Lucas retrieved his car from the valet and drove away. I regretted encouraging him to get his license back earlier that month.

"I'm sorry," I turned to Lawrence as Charmed's car turned the corner.

Lawrence shook his head. "You don't have to apologize for him." The scowl was replaced with a goofy grin.

That's why I liked Lawrence. he remained calm until pushed, and he was right when he told Charmed not to underestimate him based on his appearance. Lawrence, like Lucas, had been one of my father's clients, growing up on the south side of Chicago. While I didn't know all the details of Lawrence's past, I knew he wasn't the weak pussy Charmed tried to make him out to be.

"I feel like I should apologize."

"No, it's okay, beautiful." Lawrence leaned in and pressed a kiss to the side of my mouth.

"I'm going to let you go. I don't want your father's friend," he smirked, "coming back and forcing me to beat his ass." He kissed me on the forehead.

"Call me later, and I'll take you to dinner tonight. Maybe we can finally finish what we started." He walked back towards the valet, then stopped and turned back. His expression turned serious. "Be careful with him. I know he's your father's friend and he's considered family, but trust me when I say that guy isn't playing with a full deck. I grew up with dudes like him. Walking time bombs." He offered a warning before continuing to his car.


Chapter eleven

"I’m here now. Are you going to sit there and look at me, or are you going to talk?" Leah had the nerve to huff at me.

I rolled my eyes. "Lose the attitude, Leah. You know me better than most, so you should have known I would eventually confront you after weeks of avoiding me."

The whole time, I fiddled with the hem of her skirt, not exactly sure what I wanted to say. I just knew that being ghosted had messed with my head. I missed her mean demeanor.

She shot me a glare and swatted my hand away. "Stop! How did you find me, anyway?"

"Simple, I used the 'Google, locate my phone' feature," I replied, shrugging without shame.

She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. "And how did you gain access to my Google account?"

"You logged on from my phone one night, and I just never logged you out." I had her Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, and TikTok accounts on my phone too. I gained access to those by using her phone to find out her saved passwords on Chrome.

Scowling at me, she held out her hand. "Give me your phone."

I pushed it away. "That’s not happening. you might as well move on."

I watched her cross her arms over her chest. "That’s fine. I’ll just change all my passwords," she snapped.

"First of all, lower the tone of your voice before I lose my temper."

Her eyebrow rose at that. "Are you threatening me, Lucas?"

"Relax, Leah," I waved her off. "You know damn well I’m just venting. I wouldn't physically harm you out of anger."

"Whatever. Just say what you need to say so I can go," she snapped.

I decided that blurting out my thoughts was the best approach. I wouldn't be able to find a way to make it sound poetic or romantic like that guy Larry she was involved with. Being straightforward was best for me.

"All those months we talked on the phone. Did you ever think about us?" I asked.

A moment of silence passed before she responded.

"Seriously? That’s the question you're asking after the scene you made in the café? You could have texted me that."

Sighing heavily, I admitted she was getting on my nerves. Why did everything have to be so difficult with her? With any other woman, I would have given up, but she had me trapped in this weird limbo I couldn't escape.

She sucked her teeth. "Sure, I thought about it, but not seriously. If we were to get intimate and it led to a fallout, then what? My dad loves you like a son. That means I'd have to sit across the table from you, feeling all awkward, at family get-togethers for the next fifty years. No thanks." She said as she got up from the bench.

"You'll pass, huh?" I got up too and invaded her personal space. We were standing so close that I could feel her nipples pressing against my chest. I reached in between us and boldly pinched the right one.

"Stop!" she whispered and swatted my hand. "Didn’t I tell you to keep your hands to yourself? Unless you want me to grab you."

I lightly chuckled. "They wouldn’t be so hard if you didn't want me touching them. And as for you touching me, not a problem." I took her hand and guided it into my sweatpants, down to my erection. I expected her to snatch her hand away, but instead, she traced the length of my shaft, and it responded by growing harder in her hand. She licked her lips, as if she could already taste me. "Damn, that’s hard," she moaned.

"You did that to me, baby." My arm snaked around her waist. I grabbed a handful of her soft ass and pulled her against me.

"We can't do this," she claimed, repeating her same old song, but her hand never left my erection.

"We can do whatever we want. we're grown," I coaxed.

Then suddenly, I understood her perspective. She wanted to have sex with me just as much as I wanted to have sex with her. She just wanted me to convince her, so she could solely blame me if things went bad.

If that's what I had to do, if that's what it took, we'd be fine. We were already friends. I was sure we could find our way back to that after satisfying our desires.

"I know that your pussy is wet. My dick is hard, as you can feel," I leaned in and ran my tongue across her plump lips. "Let’s just do it to say we did it, and if it feels as good, real good, as I know it will, we can do it again, “I coaxed. "Take a risk, baby." I drew her bottom lip between my teeth, slightly bit down and let go.

She hissed. "Fuck."

"You said I wasn't even your type," she continued to try and talk herself out of what was about to happen.

"Excuses, we both made them," I dismissed.

"Don't make me do this," she whispered.

"I'm not making you do anything you don’t want to do."

To prove my point, I loosely intertwined our fingers and started walking in the direction of a group of trees that would hide us from prying eyes. Even though it was getting dark and the park was pretty much empty, she let me lead her without question. When we were sufficiently concealed, I pushed her back against one of the trees.

She gazed up at me.

"Can I kiss you?" I asked for her consent. I wanted her to be fully involved in what we were about to do.

Her eyes met mine, cautious but nodding in agreement.

In the shadow of the trees, I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. I kissed her passionately, exploring her mouth with my tongue as I traced down her side until my hand rested at the curve of her ass.

My heart started to beat erratically.

Her mouth tasted like caramel and coffee. I savored the flavor.

Her hand found its way back into my pants. Wrapping my dick in her grip. She panted into my mouth, spurring me on. I helped her, guiding her hand, showing her how to stroke me, never breaking the kiss.

I inched her skirt up her thighs. She lifted her leg, wrapping it around my waist. I shuddered when my dick made contact with the sticky wetness of her pants. They were the only thing stopping me from sliding right in. I had to feel that shite. Pulling away and falling to my knees, I worked on removing the barrier that kept me from what I needed, sliding her pants down her thighs. I urged her to step out of them. I pressed the wet fabric to my nose and inhaled the sweet, musky scent, then I stuffed them in the pocket of my jeans.

I urged her legs to open further. Her pussy and upper thighs were glistening. "Damn this pussy, ma. All this for me?" I slicked my fingers through the thick cream. What a beautiful fucking mess we had made.

I wanted to put my face in it and drown, but I was too anxious. The first time she came for me, I wanted it to be on my dick.

Standing, Leah wrapped my shirt in her hand and dragged me flush against her.

Both of us were panting hard. Staring at each other in the eyes. The way she was looking I knew what she wanted from me, but I wanted to hear her say the words.

What do you want, Leah? No, to appease my own insecurities after all the games and stalling, I needed to hear her say it.

"Fuck me, "Fuck me, please, Lucas," she whined, pulling a chuckle from me. After all the resistance,

She slid her hand under my shirt and then dragged her nails down my abs, marking me.

"Fuck me." This time she all but demanded me to put both of us out of our misery. Completely forgetting where we were, I pulled my dick from the waistband of my sweatpants, lifted her upward, holding her weight, and slid her down onto my dick, stretching her and pushing deeper until I bottomed out in her pussy. She had the hottest, wettest pussy I've ever been in, and I know fucking just wouldn’t do.

With her legs wrapped around my waist, I started slowly moving in and out of her. Her pussy was so wet that my dick felt like it was encased in satin. Keeping my eyes on her pretty face, I watched her mouth gape open. no sound came out. I gritted my teeth. Her pussy was so hot and wet and gripping my dick so tightly that I nearly moaned like a bitch. I wanted to move faster but I stuck with timing and measuring my thrusts because if I didn’t I’d bust quick as hell, but that wasn’t working for Leah.

She took charge. Used the tree as leverage to throw her pussy at me. undulating and whining her hips, she fucked me. I pushed deeper but let her control the movement. Closing my eyes, I blocked out the intoxicating sight of her. I couldn’t take it. Not with the way her pussy was milking me, and she sounded so good moaning for me. Groaning, I dug my nails into the pliant flesh of her ass and trusted my hardest not to bust. She sped up, fucking me faster, working for her nut.

I thanked God when every muscle in her body tensed because I was on the verge of embarrassing myself and Nutting before she did. I'm about to cum, she moaned, "Me too. I can barely hold this nut in. This feels too good," I admitted. "You gon’ let me cum in my pussy?" It was more of a warning than a question. I was most definitely about to nut all in her pussy. it was officially mine. Why not? Her walls tightened around my dick. Fuck. I dug my nails into her thighs trying to wait for her, and when she cried out, I let go." I watched her face contort. the memory of us there will forever be etched in my brain.

I waited until she caught her breath to ease her legs down. While I was contemplating lying in the grass and taking a nap, she was hurriedly fixing her clothes.

"You heading back to the house?"

Instead of answering me, she turned to walk away as she smoothed her hand over her hair.

I reached out and grabbed her by the back of her shirt, stopping her forward motion. Leah, you don’t hear me talking to you? She tried to snatch it away, but my grip was too tight.

She shook her head. "We shouldn’t have done that."

I laughed despite the fact that there was nothing funny about it, "That was inevitable. next time will be too." I let her shirt go. Circled her until we were face to face.

She dropped her eye. There won’t be a next time." She shook her head.

"If you say so," but I knew better. The little bit of pussy she’d given me hadn’t done anything but make me want her more. I don’t know what it was about her, but I couldn’t get enough.

Tired of fighting with her, I released her and let her walk off. It was nearly dark out, so I followed close behind until she reached her car.

When she got behind the wheel, I kept her from closing the door by stepping in front of it. "You heading home or to your daddy's house? I asked again.

"Why?" She cut her eyes at me.

"Because we need to talk about what just happened."

"I don’t think we need to talk about it, but since you do, we can. it’ll just have to be another day. I have a date.”

"A date?" My ass got hellishly hot immediately.

"Yeah, with Lawrence," she answered, all nonchalant like we hadn’t just been fucking less than five minutes earlier.

"With Lawrence, after I just busted a fat ass nut in you?" I pointed towards the trees. I swear I was a minute away from shaking the fuck out of her ass.

She rolled her eyes. "What happened back there isn’t stopping what I've got going with Lawrence, besides what I already promised him."

"You fucking that nigga?" It took everything in me not to reach out and shake her ass.

She sighed and shook her head like I was annoying her. "Please move. Lucas"

Bending I grabbed her chin and forced her to face me. She went to snatch away from me, so I tightened my grip on her jaw.

She glared at me like I gave a fuck about her being mad.

"You are truly a piece of work. You can't call me back as you promised, but you can meet the ninja turtle with my nut dripping out of your pussy, because you promised? You’ve lost your whole fucking mind if you think that is acceptable."

She smirked and jerked out of my grip. "I do plan on washing my pussy before I go."

Mind-fucking-blown. I couldn’t do nothing but shake my damn head and stare at her ass in disbelief. The respect I had for her daddy was the only reason I didn’t flick her in it.

"You know what." Fuck you! "You play too many fucking games."

Standing, I backed out of her car and slammed her door.

She shook her head at me and chuckled. She thought she had won her little game, but I’d be damned if I was going to let her keep disregarding my feelings or go anywhere with that strong-neck nigga.

I stood there, watching her drive off. I waited until she turned the corner to get in my own car, then followed her to her house. I waited a good ten minutes before getting out. Like I knew it would be, the door was unlocked. I pulled her pants from my pocket and tied them to the outside door handle. If the man with the thick neck didn’t understand the implication, I had no problem explaining it to him. Snickering, I closed the door and headed in search of Leah. Taking the steps two at a time When I made it up to her room, I found her fresh out of the shower in nothing but a red lace thong, bent over in her walk-in closet.

I snuck up behind her. Raised then brought my hand down on her exposed ass cheeks.

She squealed.

She had to know I wasn’t going to let her disrespect slide.

She swung around her first ball, ready to fight. Catching her in a bear hug, I pulled her flat against my chest, pinning her arms to her sides.

"What the fuck you are doing in my house, Lucas, and more importantly, Why in the fuck did you hit me?"

"Because you deserve it." "You know me well enough to know I wasn’t about to let you get away with the bullshit you pulled in the park."

"Let me go, asshole." She thrashed, trying to get out of my grip.

"You obviously like it when I’m an asshole since you’re always making me act like one. Now stay still. I tightened my grip, restricting her moment even further.

She growled. "Lucas I’m not playing with you. Let me go."

"No. I said I wanted to talk, and we were going to talk. Even if I have to hold your fluffy asses just like this to do it."

Instead of being mature She yelled out in frustration and renewed her effort to get away. when that didn’t work, she leaned over and bit into my shoulder. I’m sure she didn’t do it to make my dick hard, but that’s what it did. I ground into her middle.

She stilled. Tilting her back, she looked up at me with her face all balled up. "Are you serious? That made Dick hard? "

Leaning, I pulled her plump bottom lip between my teeth, then let go and traced them with my tongue. "It’s your fault. You’ve taught my dick to respond to you being mean to me," I chuckled against her mouth.

"Let me go Charmed," her voice had dropped to a husky tone, and I knew she was turned on.

"Are you going to behave so we can talk?"

Yes," she responded too quickly, and I knew she was lying, but I let her go anyway. Immediately, she swung off at me. I caught her arm, turned her, and pushed her forward, her back to my chest, trapping her between her vanity and me. She had no choice but to brace herself with both hands on top of it, eliminating her chances of fighting me.

"Stop fuckin around!" She started, her voice booming.

Splaying one hand across her back to hold her in place, I used the other to snatch the flimsy piece of fabric she called panties from between her thighs, and I shoved her head forward. "Shut up," I ordered, cutting off her admonishment.

"What are you doing, Charmed?" I noticed she wasn’t using my government anymore, confirming she was no longer mad.

"I’m about to fuck you, then we are going to talk."

Charmed, get the fuck off me," she didn’t sound very convincing, especially not while pushing her ass back into my pelvis.

"Arch your back, Leah."

She refused, but I pressed on, knowing I would get what I wanted eventually.

I tsked. “You keep wasting time. Now I have to manhandle your stubborn ass when we could have been having a nice dinner and talking about our new relationship like two mature adults.”

"There is no relation." Reaching around and pinching her nipple cut her sentence in half.

"Didn’t I tell you to shut up and arch your fucking back?" Using my knees, I spread her thighs for her, reached around her body, and found her clitoral area. She moaned deep in her throat.

"Please, Charmed?" I noticed all the attitude in her voice had dissipated. I twirled my finger in her juice. She moaned real pretty for me. "I see when your pussy on fire you’re docile as fuck, I’mma file that information away for later."

Dropping my basketball shorts, I slid my dick between the folds of her sticky pussy, but I didn’t slide in. she wiggled her ass trying to direct me inside.

Gripping a handful of her locs, I used them to snatch her head back. I pressed my lips to her ear.

"You need to apologize for that bullshit you pulled in the park."

No, she whined and wiggled against me.

"You’re ready to fuck me, but you can’t apologize to me?"

"I didn’t do anything to apologize for.” she protested

"You did and —." The doorbell ringing changed my game plan. Fuck an apology. pussy would suffice.

"I need to get that," she whined as she tried to free herself from my grip.

In response, I pushed all my dick inside her as deep as it could go.

She cursed. Her head lolled forward.

"Stop Charmed. "I gotta get the door."

Whap," I brought my hand heavy down on her ass. It rippled like an ocean wave.

"Mm-hmmmm," she whimpered. Her pussy wall flexed around my dick.

I gritted my teeth. Her pussy was so good, I wanted to fuck her hard and deep, but I was trying to make a point that only slow and steady could emphasize. I wanted her to feel it. "You thought I was going to let you go somewhere with him?" If anybody answers the door, it’ll be me, buck-assed and naked, with your pussy juice dripping from my dick. You want me to come and answer the door, Leah, or you want me to fuck you? I taunted.

Without hesitation, she responded. "Fuck me," she moaned,

"Then shut the fuck up talking about that nigga. Fuck me back."

Her head dropped all the way forward, and her ass rose. Popping her ass, she pushed back into me. "Good girl." Her thick juices started to coat my dick. That’s it, baby. Spin the silk all over your dick. Her whimpers had me leaking inside her, so I pushed deeper. "Keep fucking me like you are, and I’m going to cum all in the pussy. You want me to come in your pussy.

“Yes," she whined.

I watched her ass shake and wiggle as I plowed into her. My stomach muscle tightened, and my face went hot.

The doorbell rang twice more, but I don’t even think she heard it. As far as I was concerned, that was the last we’d seen of Lawrence.


Chapter twelve

I woke up, and the first thing I did was reach for Charmed. My hand met nothingness. He had only been sleeping beside me for two weeks. The implications of him being the first thing on my mind when I woke up were scary. I knew I was setting myself up for heartache, and I was trying my hardest to stay detached from the situation we were in. But now that whatever we had started was in motion, I didn’t know how to stop it. If I was being honest, I didn’t want to. Being with Charmed made me feel good.

I rose to my elbows and switched on the light on my nightstand.

I found Lucas sitting in the corner of my bedroom, his head in his hands, naked.

“Cut that off, please," he said without looking up. His tone made me do as he said.

I clicked the light off again, bathing the room in darkness, before asking him, "What’s wrong?"

"I couldn’t sleep," he mumbled.

"Why not?"

"I was just thinking I should just kill myself right now."

I frowned. "Why would you even think something like that?"

He sighed long and hard. "I finally got everything I wanted. Things between us are good. Business is good. Everything should be fucking grand, but then this motherfucker who raised me pops up in my head and I feel like I'm in that room with him and Peaches again and everything is about to be snatched from me."

He cleared his throat. "The possibility of that scares the fuck out of me, why not end it now, while I’m happy."

My chest tightened. My heart ached for him.

"You don’t actually want to kill yourself, Lucas."

He spat, "I don’t?"

The conviction behind his words made me uneasy. I kept my tone even. "Listen." I slowly rose from the bed and approached Lucas in the corner, the darkness hiding his face. "Lucas, what you're feeling right now is raw and real. But ending your life is not the solution."

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with pain and vulnerability. "What if I lose everything? What if I can't escape the past?"

I knelt down beside him and took his hand in mine. "You already escaped the past. You're living now. stay in the now and if you lose everything, you can get it back. Material stuff is easily attainable. Hell, I’ll buy you another house, car, even another apartment complex, but your life can’t be bought or sold. You know my daddy got you. You have me. We can face whatever comes your way together."

"You promise?" He sounded so defeated.

I squeezed his hand gently. "I promise. You're not alone, Lucas. You're family. Come here." He tugged on my arm.

When I was standing in front of him, I raised my hand and caressed his cheeks, smoothing away the worried lines. He gripped my hips and pulled me closer.

"I’m serious, Lucas. Don’t let your dead father take your life."

He buried his face in my fleshy stomach and pressed tiny little kisses there, inhaling as he dragged his finger up my inner thigh and cupped my pussy. "How about you help me take my mind off him and let me put this cat on my tongue so I can clear war from my thoughts? I know you want me to suck it for you."

I was not in the mood for sex. I was sad for him, but if sex would get his mind right, I was willing.

"Whatever you need, baby." I raised my leg, draping it over his shoulder. He pressed deep kisses on the inside of my thigh, then slicked his tongue in one languid motion from the back of my pussy to the front before drawing my clit between his lips. He sucked it until my legs were shaking, then spread my pussy lips open and used his tongue to fuck me until my legs felt like heated rubber, and I leaked all over his face.


Chapter thirteen




"So, when are we telling your pops about us?" Charmed asked out of the blue, while I was sitting in the tub trying to soak out some of the kinks from my workout earlier.

He’d been pressuring me for months, since the day in the park, about telling my dad about us. I didn’t think we needed to. I’m grown. I don’t tell my father everything I'm doing in my life, and besides, we were just friends who were sleeping together.

"We should go to the club tonight," I said, instead of answering him.

Charmed scrunched his face up. "No. I told you, we’re not doing that anymore. Now answer my question."

I rolled my eyes. "I don’t really think we need to change," I said, averting my gaze from where he was sitting on the toilet.

"Oh, really, why not?" I could tell by his tone that he was getting tired of me denying him, but he was going to have to understand that I wasn’t going to tell anybody anything about us until I felt like it.

I sighed. Why couldn’t he just leave well enough alone? "We’re just friends enjoying each other. Let’s not rush into anything. We’ve both been through messed-up previous relationships. we’re having fun without strings attached. why ruin it by making it more than it is?"

He chuckled, but not in a humorous kind of way. "First of all, Leah, I ain't your friend. we moved past that stage when you gave me my first taste of pussy. Second, all you’re giving me are excuses. Leave the past in the past. I’d rather you just keep it real and say you don’t want a relationship instead of trotting out that half-dead baby-killing bitch and your tired ex-husband every time I ask you anything about where we’re headed," he spat, sounding callous as hell. But I was used to him showing disdain for his ex. Every time Janay’s name came up, he referred to her as that half-dead ass woman. He really needed to work out his anger issues concerning her. he’d won. Her life was ruined. Why in the heck was he still mad? It was on the tip of my tongue to say something, but I wasn’t about to go there yet again. Not concerning her. He’d cursed me clean out the last time I did it, so I rolled my eyes and kept my mouth shut.

"And ruin it how?" he asked.

I shrugged. "Hurt people hurt people, Charmed. One of us will mess it up."

He shook his head"Poetic, but another excuse. Relationships take work, if we both put forth an effort, they’ll work. Next excuse."

I had a plethora.

Sighing again, I groaned at his persistence. "You know my dad's going to be all extra, talking about grandkids and marriage. Neither he nor Charmed knew about my PCOS or how difficult it would be for me to actually get pregnant."

"What's wrong with that? We’re both in our thirties, and we've got money in the bank. It’s time. I want to start a family with you."

The conviction in his tone had me snatching my head in his direction. Was he actually ready for children and a commitment?

His eyes were so different than usual, calm, and I halfway believed him. I wanted kids and a family too, but did I want them enough to risk heartache again, and would he change his mind when I told him about my condition? That child wouldn’t come easy, or maybe not at all. And even if they did, I still had other

I shook my head. "Not yet." I wasn’t about to set myself up for failure. Charmed hadn’t been out of prison for even a year. What happened when he decided it was time to move on to another woman, someone more his type? I was equipped to raise a baby by myself, but I didn’t want to. No matter how much I lied to him or myself, the truth was that I still had dreams of a happily ever after. A husband, a perfect house, the family vacation, a simple life. Was someone like Lucas capable of giving me that?

I doubted it, which meant I would be attaching myself for life to a man who had the ability to break me.

I couldn’t tell him that though. we weren’t at the point where we shared that type of realness, so instead, I took the easy way out like a coward and said, "Let me think about it."

He scoffed, the vein in his neck pulsed. "Think about it?" His lips pressed together in a thin line of distaste. "If you need to think about it, maybe I just need to fall back. I ain't going to keep begging you."

I sucked my teeth and waved him off.

"If that’s how you feel, Lucas, that’s how you feel. You're not going to force me into a relationship." I could see his jaws clench, but I didn’t care if he was mad. His anger won’t kill him. I wasn’t about to give into his demands because he threatened to fall back. And when I thought about it, maybe it was for the best that he did. I loved his ass, but it wasn’t to the point where his leaving would hurt as much as it would five or ten years down the line.

He got up off the toilet and stomped out of the room like a big baby.

"Selfish ass," I heard him mumble under his breath as he was leaving.

Was I really the one who was being selfish? I thought about it for a minute and concluded I wasn’t. I was just protecting my heart.

I gave him about fifteen minutes to cool off before I got up from the tub, grabbed a towel, and dried off. I pushed the whole situation with Charmed to the back of my mind. It was too late to be contemplating that mess. When I walked out of the bathroom, I found him sitting in the side chair in the corner of the room with a frown on his face. I made my way over to him and stopped right between his legs.

He looked up, giving me a dead stare. "What? Why are you in my space? Shouldn’t you be thinking?" He spat sarcastically.

I chuckled. "Here you go, with your oh so deep in my feelings, Drake head ass."

I cackled at my own joke. He glared up at me, which only made me laugh harder. He waited until I stopped to speak.

"Stop playing with me, Leah. One day I’m gonna forget who you are and.." He paused, cutting his threat short. He said instead, "And you're damn right, I’m in my feelings. You got me sneaking around and lying to your pops as if you were ashamed of me. That shit ain't going to work forever. Now move." He lightly shoved me aside and stood up. When he started pacing, I knew things were about to escalate.

I sniggered under my breath. I knew how to change the subject. I walked over to the bed and flopped down on it, naked. I slid my thighs apart and glanced in his direction to make sure he was looking. He was, and the anger had already started slipping from his face. I could see that his dick was growing hard in his boxers.

"You're going to regret playing with my feelings. one day I'm going to finally get tired and say 'fuck you'," he threatened before storming out of the room.

I righted myself in bed and waited to hear my front door slam. When it didn't, I wondered what he was doing. After a few minutes of sitting in curiosity, I got up and crept down the stairs, naked and all. I could hear moans before I was fully down.

Is he watching porn? When I made it to the last step, I tried to be as quiet as possible. I cut around the corner into the living room. The way I gasped left me short of breath. I had been met with an image of me with my legs spread wide while Charmed's face swam in my pussy on the big screen TV he’d recently brought me. Naked from the waist down, with his shirt tucked under his chin, he had the nerve to be jacking his dick in my living room to homemade porn I didn't even know we'd made.

"What in the hell, Charmed? When did you record that?" I snapped.

He kept stroking.

I glared at the back of his head. I knew he would do well, and you didn’t think I was going to let him ignore me?

I walked over and smacked him upside the head.

Big mistake. he was up and off the sofa so fast I couldn't react.

In one swift movement, he grabbed me as though I weighed nothing and positioned me so I was bent over the sofa.

"Sto..," I started, but my objection was replaced by a moan. He dropped to his knees, spread my cheeks, and licked in one slow stroke from my asshole to my back, then back again, making sure I was wet. I tucked my lips into my mouth to keep from crying out. I felt him stand. He licked a trail up my spine, and then he spread my cheeks again. Inching into me until he was fully seated. Forcing me on to my tiptoes, he demanded, "Arch your back," bringing his hand down on my ass. He shoved me further over instead of waiting for me to do as he said.

I kept my eyes closed, embarrassed by the sound that came from my mouth as he fucked me. My pussy muscles constricted around his dick, pulling him deeper into me. He dipped his knees and picked up speed, assaulting my pussy with precision, our bodies making smacking sounds as he powered into me.

Charmed fucked me best when he was mad or trying to prove a point.

"Don’t stop fucking me. Fuck my pussy, just like that," I groaned.

He pulled out. I damn near cried. My head spun on my neck like the chicks in The Exorcist. He was behind me, jerking off. He stroked his thick veins from root to tip while chewing at his bottom lip, trying his damnedest not to cum.

I wanted to participate too, my pussy was throbbing.

"Why did you stop?" I whined, sounding needier than I liked.

He shrugged. "I don't want to fuck your pussy. I want to fuck mine."

Perplexed and thoroughly confused, I had to ask him what he was talking about.

Mocking my voice, he repeated what I’d said. "You said 'Fuck my pussy, just like that.' I want to hear "fuck your pussy, just like that."

This man kept stroking his dick, causing his eyes to roll to the back of his head while the most ridiculous shit I’d ever heard came out of his mouth.

I shook my head.

"I'm not saying that." My pussy was on fire, but I was done playing with Charmed. He acted like a spoiled child. He wanted what he wanted when he wanted it. Forget that. I righted myself and started walking towards my room.

He took hold of my arm, preventing me from leaving.

I tried to snatch it away, but his grip was firm and strong.

He narrowed his eyes at me.

"Say it, Leah. Tell me it's my pussy," he said, using his free hand to smear my juices and cum from his tip down to the base of his shaft, making his dick glisten and my mouth water. The taste of him had given me an oral fixation. just the thought of him feeding me his dick caused fresh cream to slide down my thighs. I wanted to fuck him just as badly as he wanted to fuck me, but I refused to tell him what he wanted to hear. He was always power-tripping, and I was always giving in. It was setting a bad precedent in our relationship when he swore he ran me.

I had to pry my eyes away from his dick to look into his face.

He smirked.

"I’m not--."

He cut me off. "Say what I want to hear, Lil Bit, before I bust this nut without you," he groaned, biting into his bottom lip while I pursed mine. Unconsciously, my gaze dropped back to his shaft.

I chewed at my bottom lip, contemplating giving in. My pussy was hot.

"Say it, Leah. you know you want this dick. That pussy's throbbing, isn't it?" He taunted. "I know it is." He rasped, answering his own question. "The only thing you love more than being hardheaded is when I make you cum." He was too cocky for my liking but told the entire truth.

"Shit." What to do, what to do?

I squeezed my thighs together, but all it did was add pressure to my clitoral area, making it even harder for me to abstain.

Fuck it.

"It’s your pussy," I relented.

Before I could register what happened, he aggressively lifted me off my feet, then suddenly I was up against the wall. Charmed shifted us, so he completely supported my weight. He leaned in, bringing his lips to my ear, and said, "I don’t know why you constantly fight me when you always give in." He lifted my right leg and hooked it over his arm."

I felt the tip of his dick pressing against my entrance. He eased up into me. Taking his time, tormenting me. He stroked me long and deep, pausing for a second. He peered down to where we were connected. My pussy oozed creaminess all over his dick.

He shook his head.

"Look at this shit. You should have never given this to me. Pussy-juicy as fuck, addicting as fuck. You might cause me to kill you over it."

I barely comprehended what he said as he started moving again. all I could do was feel.

Not even two minutes in, I was on the verge of climaxing. "Open your fucking eyes, Leah," he reached up and squeezed my throat, forcing them open. "Whose pussy is this?" He rotated his hips and hit my spot. I moaned, "Yours," because it was. No matter how much I tried to lie and say it wasn’t, it was.

He let go of my neck and kissed me sloppily, shoving his thick tongue into my mouth. I was so close to cumming and wanted him to cum with me. I pulled away from his kiss, buried my face in his neck, and whispered, "Cum in your pussy, baby," knowing he would like like to hear it. He cursed picking up speed and I lost

it. my pussy rained down on him as I felt him explode inside me. He

swallowed my cries. When he pulled away, he held me against the wall,

scrutinizing my face with intense, haze-filled eyes. It took everything in me

not to look away. After a beat, he confessed, "I love you."


Chapter fourteen

Leah lay next to me sleeping, and I couldn't even close my eyes, let alone sleep. The moment I told her I loved her kept repeating in my head. She hadn’t reacted or said anything, so I was stuck wondering how she felt. "Fuck," I mumbled, frustrated.

Mack was going to kill me because I was on the verge of fucking up things up with his daughter if she didn’t let me know where we were headed, soon. I eased out of bed. I grabbed my phone to make sure I didn’t have any messages I needed to ensure Leah didn't see. After scrolling through and deleting a few, I made my way to the kitchen.

I head straight to the leftover birthday cake and cut a slice. the taste of it made me love Leah even more. She’d gone all out to make sure I enjoyed my birthday, which was a few days earlier. I woke up to breakfast in bed. She bought me a hundred thousand dollars in Amazon stocks and threw me a small, intimate dinner. I had never had an actual birthday party. Not as a child, and not in the four years I’d been with Jaana. All she’d done was make reservations at expensive restaurants that I'd had to pay for. Leah would never do that.

Which is why I was confused as hell. Leah took care of me. She made sure my business was running smoothly and that I was saving and growing my money. She’d told me she never wanted me to revert to the old me. But she kept saying she wasn’t ready for a relationship with me.

It was fucking frustrating, and I was self-aware enough to know I was about to do something drastic. I nodded, filling my mouth with more cake.

Yeah, Mack was going to kill me, Because if Leah then make up her mind soon, she’s see a side of me she wasn’t ready for. But before I did anything or made anymore demand. I had to fix a few of my mistakes.




◆◆◆

A few days later..

If ain't shit was a nigga, I'd be that nigga.

I took the stairs up to the top floor of my complex two at a time after I collected rent checks. I was headed straight to Nikki's apartment. After the first few meet-ups, she became an unhealthy distraction from my troubles with Leah. I'd moved her into one of the apartments in the building I owned a few months prior. It was more convenient than driving for damn near an hour to see her, and Leah never suspected anything when I said I was heading over there. I know it's fucked up that I was still fucking with her after trying to force Leah to commit to me, but I couldn't see past my feelings. She was so much different than Leah. she was where I went when I wanted peace. When I needed something easy. Leah required work. Nikki didn't. I knew eventually I'd have to choose between the two, and Nikki wouldn't be my choice. That's why I never led her on or discussed the future with her. Leah was most likely going to be my wife. If she would act right. I couldn't lose her to the next nigga.

Speaking of Leah, she'd been heavy on my mind all day. Thoughts of her caused me to hesitate before putting my key in Nikki's lock. I was starting to break down some of the walls she'd built around her heart, but it was a hard and slow process, and that shit was getting old. She had me reconsidering even putting in the effort, especially since I knew she would run at the first sign of trouble.

But still. I knew I was wrong, dead-ass wrong for fucking around on her, but I told myself it was okay to be selfish because Leah was. We still hadn't told her parents we were together. she kept putting it off. Had us sneaking around, lying to her daddy like we were teenagers or some shit like that. I hated that shit. But I loved her, so I was being as patient as I could be. "I really should take my ass home." I mumbled to myself, but then I thought about the fact that Nikki was waiting for me like she always did—in some skimpy shit with food on the table, ready to fuck, no questions asked, no arguments—and I dismissed the idea. I knew eventually I was going to leave Nikki alone. The guilt was eating at me, but at that moment, I planned to change nothing. I was going to continue to be a selfish Nigerian until Leah stopped trying to push me away. What the fuck? Was the first thought. My eyebrow was cocked. I looked around. Black and blue balloons floated everywhere, and the entire place smelled like the vanilla candles she usually lit when she wanted to be fucked all night.

"Nikki." I called.

"Come back to the bedroom."

Shoving floating balloons from my face, I made my way back to her, curious as hell. I stopped right at the door and looked in. She was lying on her bed naked. My dick immediately bricked up.

"What's with the balloons?"

"We'll talk about it later, but first, I missed you." She purred, and with one hand, she messaged her perky breast. On the other hand, using her fingers, she fucked her pussy. She put on a show for me.

My stomach was in knots for some reason, as I watched her. I couldn't relax. My conscience kept nagging me. Telling me to take my ass home. Ignoring my common sense, I reached for my belt.

Later, I was sitting on the side of the bed, putting on my shoes when Nikki came out of the bathroom with her hands behind her back, naked and wet. I licked my lips thinking about another go, but I got that thought out of my head real quick. It was nearly seven, and I had to pick Leah up for a party at her father's law firm.

I was about to get up when I remembered the balloons.

"Nikki, what's with all the balloons?"

The smile on her face as she made her way over to where I was sitting sped up my heart rate.

"Here, this'll explain them." She pulled a box from behind her back and handed it to me. I took it, eyeing that motherfucker like it was a bomb.

"What's this?"

"Open it!" she bounced up and down. What the fuck is she so excited for?

I opened the box cautiously. The first thing I saw was a pink cloth. I know this bitch ain't buying me no pink shirt.

I pulled it out with a whole screw face. it was one of those t-shirt things you button at the bottom for a baby.

"What is this, Nikki?"

"Read what's written on it."

I read it out loud. "My dad is my hero."

What does this mean, Nikki? In the back of my mind, I knew what it meant, but I needed her to say it.

"I'm pregnant!" she shouted, her face lighted up as she proceeded to jumping up and down and clapping.

I suddenly felt like I was having an out-of-body experience. Pressure built in my chest. I'd fucked up.

"What's wrong with you? Aren't you happy?"

No, I wasn't fucking happy. My heart was palpitating and out of rhythm.

She'd just told me the single best news of my life and the single worst news, all in the same breath. This meant I was about to lose Leah. The pain that came from that thought was physical. I caught myself rubbing the spot over my heart trying to relieve the ache.

I averted my gaze from Nikki. I tried to hold onto my composure so I wouldn't hurt her feelings with the disappointment that I knew shone in my eyes. My first child was supposed to be with Leah.

After composing myself, I looked up from the shirt to find Nikki with a frown on her pretty face.

"Yeah, I'm happy." I responded blandly.

She shook her head. "You don't sound happy. You don't look happy." She snatched the shirt from my hand, and that set me off. I'm happy, fucker. What the fuck do you want from me? I yelled.

She flinched away. I couldn't blame her. I could feel the scowl on my face.

I'd fucked up. She didn't even know about my situation with Leah. I had lied and said we were just friends. I shouldn't take my anger out on her.

I fixed my face, grabbed her by her waist, and pulled her to me. "I'm sorry." I spoke in a tone calmer than what I felt.

"This is just surprising. I'm happy." Naturally, the question of whether it was mine came to mind, more so because I was looking for a way out without leaving a baby behind, but I wouldn't disrespect her by asking. Nikki was a good girl. And my stupid ass had slipped up more than a few times going raw. my ass swore my pullout game was A1. I guess not. I made me wonder about Leah—how hadn't I gotten her pregnant? All we did was fuck, and I made sure I busted all the nuts I could in her.

I had fuck up.

I placed a kiss on Nikki's neck and said, "I gotta go."

She snatched away. "What do you mean you gotta go?"

"I need to think and sleep."

"You can think and sleep here. You never stay over." She pouted her lips.

"Because I have a bed at home." I stood and walked out of her bedroom before she could respond. She would get over it. Especially when she found out I was about to commit myself to a lifetime with her. I don't love her ass, but I refuse to let my child grow up without me.


Chapter fifteen

I drove to straight to Leah's house. This situation was something I couldn't hide from her. I refused to be that nigga. I'd already messed up. maybe if I were truthful upfront, I could salvage my friendship with her and her dad. They were the only family I had.

The ride ended too quickly.

When I pulled up at Leah's house, I couldn't make myself get out of the car. Fuck!" I banged on the steering wheel. I sat there for at least an hour, just thinking, until my phone rang.

It was Leah. I answered.

"Where are you at?" She questioned.

"I'm outside."

She sucked her teeth. "You need to be inside. we're going to be late. hurry your ass up, and don't come in here trying to get any pussy either. I'm already dressed."

She hung up.

I got out, and the walk to her front door felt like I was marching to my own freshly dug grave. When I made it upstairs, she was sitting in the closet at her vanity, doing something to her hair. She turned to look at me. My knees nearly buckled. How the fuck was I going to live without her? I had messed up.

"Are you going to stand there looking in awe of me or get dressed?" She grinned, taking my look as a compliment.

"I love you, and I'm sorry." I responded, not being able to think of any other way to verbally express how I was feeling.

Her brows creased. "I love you too. And what are you sorry for?

"She's pregnant." Was all I could get past the lump in my throat.

"Who's pregnant?" Confusion darkened her face.

I couldn't bring myself to say it again, so I just stared at her. She was so fucking beautiful in her yellow floor-length mermaid dress. She'd pulled her hair up into the regal updo that gave me an African queen vibe. She was everything to me. I ain't never loved anybody like I loved her, not even Peaches or Janay. The fact that I'd fucked it up was fucking with me mentally. I wanted to cry.

"Nikki." I finally answered when she started looking worried.

Her whole face fell when I said that name. She'd asked me who Nikki months was earlier when she'd seen the name on my phone. I lied and said she was a tenant. she didn't believe me at first, but let it go anyways after I showed her a fake lease as proof.

She looked at me with a disgusted frown. "Don't tell me by you. Please don't tell me, Lucas. This can't be Khalid all over again. I couldn't handle that shit, not from you." She jumped up and started pacing back and forth.

I hadn't even thought about all she'd gone through with her ex. I was doing what I wanted to assuage my ego. To say I felt like the shit on the bottom of a shoe would be lying. I felt lower.

I walked further into the room and reached for her.

She swatted at my hand. "Don't you fucking touch me," she inched back and slapped the snot out of me.

"DON'T. FUCKING. TOUCH. ME!" she roared.

My head snapped back on my shoulders. I'd messed up.

She shoved a red-tipped finger in my direction. "I told you this would happen, and you promised it wouldn't. You promised you wouldn't hurt me," She yelled at me, then her pacing resumed. She started talking to herself while glaring in my direction but not really looking at me.

"I told his ass to leave me alone. I didn't want to love his ass. I knew he was going to screw me over. I ain't gone let this break me though. I'll just choose wiser next time. I knew I shouldn't have fucked over Lawrence for him. I could have been happy. I could have been content," she whimpered, tears and mascara painting her cheeks black.

Her bringing up that Nigga Lawrence made me irrationally mad. I had no right to be, but I was. She was right, though. Lawrence could have never hurt her like me. He was safe. she would have been settling, but she also would have been better off. Her being right didn't lessen the ache in my heart, though.

"I'm sorry." I repeated.

She stopped rambling long enough to shoot me a crazy look. If I was smart, I would have just left.

"Sorry? What the fuck am I going to do with a sorry?" You didn't even cheat on Janay. You were proud of that, but you cheated on me? She jabbed her finger into her chest. "Sorry won't make me feel better. She yelled at the top of her lungs. Then she reached behind her, grabbed a perfume bottle from her dresser, and launched it at my head. I didn't have time to duck, so that shit hit me right in the face. I got an instant migraine. I'd fucked up, but I wasn't about to let her give me a concussion.

I stalked over and grabbed her before she could throw another.

She used her free hand to punch me in the side of the head. That shit felt like another grown man hitting me.

"Stop this shit." I grabbed her and slung her onto the bed. She jumped up immediately and two-pieced my ass in the face.

It took everything in me not to hit her back just out of reflex.

Grabbing her by both arms, I pulled her to me and pinned them to her side. She fought me, wiggling and bucking, trying to headbutt me until she tired herself out. Then she started calling me everything but a child of God.

“I let my guard down and loved you." Her voice trembled.

My heart sped up. It was the first time she confessed to loving me. I wanted to bask in it. I wanted to beat my chest like Donkey Kong. She knew it and snatched it away.

"Yeah, I loved you. Loved as in past tense. She said it clearly. "Now I fucking hate you."

My elation gave way to anger.

I fucking hate you." she cried. "Let me fucking go!" she tried to jerk away.

She hated me? My heart plummeted. She was going too far.

Shoving her so she fell onto the bed, I backed out of her reach.

"You hate me? Take that shit back." I commanded. She deserved to hate my ass, but hearing her say it out loud hurt more than anything my dad had ever said to me, and that nigga had nearly broken me.

She sat up on the side of the bed, shaking her head, "I won't because it's fucking true. I fucking hate you. I hate you more than I ever loved your ass," she spat, each one of her words were coated with venom.

The emotions choking the air out of the room were raw and charged.

I laughed, though there wasn't a damn thing funny. “Cool, you got that.” I replied.

I wanted to break her fucking face. I'd never say I hate her. No matter what she'd done, I calmed myself. She didn't mean it. she'd get over it. That's what I told myself. I assumed she'd be mad for a few months, and then we'd be friends again. We'd been friends before we were lovers. The thoughts going through my head were selfish as fuck, but I needed her in my life. She'll forgive me.

As if reading my mind, she screamed. "I'll never forgive you for this."

She hugged herself. Tears and snot were running down her face.

Fuck, her being angry and trying to beat my ass was preferable to her tears.

I'd messed this up.

"Man, I'm sorry. I love you with everything in me, but I fucked up. And I'm coming to you, trying to fix this shit."

She cocked her head to just stare at me for a monotonous minute, her face blank, then suddenly she laid down in the bed facing away from me.

"Get out. She whispered."

"After we talk," I urged.

"We ain't got shit to talk about Lucas. Get out of my house. Get out of my life."

"I'm not going anywhere." I went over and sat on the bed. "Until we at least work this out,"

She sat up so fast that half her hair came undone and fell to her face.

"Get the fuck out." She shoved me. "We don't have shit to talk about. Get the fuck out now. She yelled. "Now." She started pulling at her hair and rocking.

I reached over and pulled her hands down to stop her from hurting herself. "Leah, it ain't even this serious."

She smacked my hand away. "Get the fuck out!" she yelled repeatedly until she was chanting the words.

"Leah," I pleaded. "Don't do this. Don't make me leave like this. Just let me make this right."

I reached for her again, but she snatched it away. "Go, go, go." She yelled at the top of her lungs.

I had no choice but to leave. I was making her worse. Getting up, she rushed out of the room, but she stood outside the door, listening to herself mumble to herself. I had to call Mack. I reached into my pocket, but my cell wasn't there. I remembered throwing it on the passenger seat.

Fuck, I rushed downstairs to the car, grabbed the phone, and dialed his number. I didn't know how I was going to explain to the man I thought of as a father—a man who'd saved me from life in prison—that his daughter had broken her heart before I even told him I'd won it.

"Hey son, Don't tell me you're running late. My emotions overtook me again, and the sound of his voice did me in. The tears I'd been holding back started flowing and wouldn't stop.

"I'm sorry." I choked out. The fact that I was about to tell him my relationship with Leah had begun and ended in the same conversation was fucked up.

"What's wrong? What happened, is it Leah?" He was panicked, damn near hysterical. Leah was his only child.

I quickly explained to him what I'd done.

"I'm coming right now. I'm twenty minutes away. And Charmed “ He called me by my nickname instead of my government or son like he usually did, like I was just another nigga in the street. That made me cry harder.

"Don't be there when I get there," he said it with such deathly calm, then hung up that I knew that day would be my last on earth if I was there.

I hopped in the car and pulled out of the driveway, filled with so much regret. But I couldn't see myself letting this break me. I'd give myself a day to wallow in misery, but after that, I'd have to let it go. It was time for me to be a father.


Chapter sixteen

Part two- five years later.

It smelled like a bakery inside the enormous mansion that Charmed shared with his wife Nikki but it was so gaudy with all the white and Chandeliers everywhere.

I could hear Nikki yelling from somewhere in the house. Her voice always grated on my fucking nerves. It was high-pitched and screechy, and she was always whining about something. When she raised her voice, she sounded like a drowning cat. I cringed.

"Move it back to where I initially told you to put it!" She barked at one of the workers. The house was full of people — caterers and maids. I rolled my eyes again. she was doing too much for a four-year-old's birthday party. But Charmed could afford it. So, whatever.

"Mamma, where's my dad?" My son Jaxton pulled at my hand. "I don’t know. go find him," I replied, looking down at Charmed's twin, both physically and personality-wise. It was a cruel joke. Having a little version of the man who nearly broke me live in my house didn't lessen my love for him. it just reminded me of past heartaches.

That’s right. Two weeks after Charmed told me he had gotten his side chick pregnant, I found out I was too. Their daughter, Michelle (Chelle for short), was born five days before my son.

When I found out I was pregnant, I planned on not telling him at all. "Fuck him" was my mindset. I was going to raise my child on my own. I didn't want to share my miracle with him. I forbade my dad from telling him too. But he loved him some Charmed. The traitor. He'd only been mad at Charmed for about a month or so for what he'd done to me, but then they were right back to being pals.

I wanted to, but I couldn’t even be mad at Daddy. Charmed had become like a son to him. However, I did tell him to ensure he and I were never in the same room at the same time. Daddy said he wouldn't make any promises, and despite what Charmed had done, he wouldn't cut ties.

For the first six months Charmed would end up at daddy house nearly every day, begging for my forgiveness.

So, I stopped going over to Daddy's house altogether and moved out of my home into a condo on the other side of town. He couldn't continue to surprise me with his half-hearted apologies if he didn’t know where I lived. But that didn't stop him. When I moved, the calls started coming incessantly. I threatened him with a restraining order to get him back off.

For seven months, I kept my pregnancy a secret from him. I was almost due when he discovered it. We ran into each other at my dad’s office. I was entering the elevator when he was leaving the building. The look on his face when he saw my pronounced belly was priceless. His surprise quickly turned into anger, though. he looked like he wanted to fuck me up. to be petty, I smirked at him as the elevator door slid closed.

When I got to my dad's floor on the 22nd level, Charmed was right there outside the elevator. I wondered how he'd managed to run up all those stairs without breaking a sweat or being out of breath. His eyes blazed with fury.

He grabbed my arm and roughly dragged me into the bathroom, not even caring that it was the ladies' room.

I let him, primarily because I didn't want to cause a scene in front of my dad's employees, colleagues, and clients.

"If anybody is in here, get the fuck out!" he roared. When nobody responded, he locked the door.

I pulled away from his grip and leaned against the door. I folded my arms across my chest and silently waited, having nothing to say to him.

He stared at my stomach for a moment. "You weren't going to tell me?" He sounded so angry and hurt. It good. I was about to make him even more furious.

"For what, Charmed? You don't even know if this is your baby."

He chuckled in disbelief and pressed his fist to his forehead.

"Play with somebody safe, Leah, Remember what happened to that other bitch over my seed.," he warned.

I laughed off his threat, knowing damn well he was all talk. The only person more important to Charmed than himself was my dad. Physically putting his hands on me would get him killed.

While he waited for my response, I discreetly unlocked the door.

"Not yours. It’s Lawrence's. What did you expect me to do? Just wait around for you? Days after you left, I made the best decision of my life and let Lawrence get more than a taste of this pussy. Fucked me better than anybody ever had." I was smirking.

He growled, like, actually growled.

I could feel his anger on my skin. "You're always with these fucking games." He punched the door behind me so hard that I knew he probably fucked up his hand, but he acted like it didn’t hurt at all. He grabbed my chin roughly.

"Why are you fucking with me, Leah? I know you’re mad and all, but you’re going too far."

I straightened my back and stared him down. "You're right, I am mad. You fucked me over, and now you act like I owe you something."

He retorted, "You do. You owe me the truth."

He had some nerve.

"I don't owe you anything," I snapped, pushing him away. I then threw a punch, connecting with his mouth.

He stumbled back, covering his bleeding lip with his hand. While he was disoriented, I opened the door and hurried toward my dad's office. Inside the office, I locked the door and called my father to relay the events.

"I told you to tell him, Leah. You're going to make me have to kill him," he sighed. "Don’t let him destroy my office, Leah. I'll be there as soon as I can."

I felt bad about upsetting daddy. He'd been urging me to tell Charmed about the baby for months and even threatened to spill the beans himself. I quickly quashed that idea by warning him that I'd vanish if he did. It was fucked up having to threaten my own father. He should have supported me instead of being on the fence.

Charmed showed his ass that day. He was in shambles. He started by banging at the door, "Open the door, Leah. Don’t make me kick this motherfucker down." He tried his best to do just that, kicking the heavy door until the walls inside of the office shook and the sound reverberated throughout the building. When that failed, he picked up an office chair and tried throwing it through one of the glass panels. it didn’t break, and of course, somebody called the police. He would have been arrested if my dad hadn’t refused to press charges. I sat there the whole time watching him, amused. Let him lose his mind temporarily like I did.

I never told that man what he wanted to hear, but he knew my baby was his. He started showing up at doctor’s appointments. That first day, he was sitting in the office waiting when I walked in, and I planned to change doctors or even get a restraining order if I had to. I didn’t make a scene. I just let him follow me back to the exam room. This man cried like a baby when he saw his son on the ultrasound for the first time.

It made me a little bit soft, and I didn’t change doctors. I just never spoke to him at all and changed my Google information again, His ass stayed hacking into my info.

Charmed was there when I gave birth. it was awkward as hell because it was in the same hospital that Nikki had Chelle in. A few of the nurses even recognized him and asked about him and Nikki’s pretty daughter. But I refused to let it bother me. Not on the day my first child was born.

"Momma Leah," Chelle shouted, bringing me out of my thoughts of the past.

She ran over to me. "Hey baby." I bent over and picked her up and pecked her on the cheek. she giggled and hugged my neck.

At first, I thought I wouldn’t want anything to do with her, but she was Jaxton's sister and too cute to hate, especially since she was the spitting image of her brother, just with long curly hair and a golden complexion like her mom’s.

"Where's my brother? I want to show him our bouncy house. My momma said I can keep it after the part."

She was going to be so spoilt.

I put her down. "He went looking for your dad."

She took off running for the stairs.

"Michelle. Slow down." Her mom called after her. I watched her until she disappeared, and when she was gone, that meant I had to face my pseudo nemesis, reluctantly I gave her my attention.

"Nikki, how are you?" I spoke cordially.

"Leah." She replied, all snooty, sounding like she looked in her pantsuit and perfectly laid lace front. The way she dressed made no sense. She didn’t even have a job. what was she dressing up for? I fought the urge to roll my eyes, giving her a fake smile. We weren’t friends and never would be, but we were on okay terms. Charmed had lied to both of us. I had no reason to be mad at her. I just didn’t like her personality.

"I see you’re outdoing yourself this year for the kids' birthdays." Our children had celebrated every birthday since the first together. Charmed insisted and to me it wasn’t even worth fighting him over. he was relentless and stubborn when it came to his kids. I learned that when I told him I hadn’t wanted my son around Chelle and his wife. They’d gotten married a few months after he found out she was pregnant, so that was impossible. He basically told me to go fuck myself. And threatened my life. The look in his eyes told me he was serious. I let it go. It wasn’t worth it.

"Every year, the parties just keep getting bigger."

"Yep," she replied simply. I was fine with that. We didn’t need to have a long, drawn-out conversation.

Most times I wouldn’t even interact with her. we’d established a routine. Normally I'd just drop off Jax and be out, but Charmed had texted me before I left the house and said he needed to talk.

We stood there in awkward silence for at least a minute, waiting for Lucas to pop up. I was looking at everything but her.

"Daddy, pick me up," Chelle yelled, drawing my attention from a random spot on the wall to the stairs. I watched as Charmed descended the steps with both kids in his arms. He was aging well and looking good, but I wouldn’t admit that aloud.

He put down Chelle and Jax when he reached the bottom. "Go play outside." They took off running.

When he finally saw me, he smiled. I shifted my weight from one hip to the other, feeling uncomfortable with his eyes lingering on me too long in front of his wife.

"Hey!" He walked up to me, closer than was necessary for a greeting.

"Thank you for staying. Let me talk to you in my office real quick." He went to grab my hand, but I snatched it away before he could. He pretended not to notice. His wife was watching the entire interaction with a frown on her face. He pretended not to notice her either.

I nodded and followed without hesitation, wanting to get this over with. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Nikki on our heels. Insecure indeed. She had nothing to worry about. There was no way in hell Lucas and I would ever be a thing again.

We got to the door that led downstairs, and he pushed it open for me. I had to slide by him, brushing my breast against him. He smirked—that had become his brand of petty—trying to get a reaction from me. I knew that, so I ignored him and made my way down the stairs. "Nah, let me talk to her alone," I heard her behind me and didn’t bother looking back. I knew she was coming.

"What for, what you have to say to that bitch you can’t say in front of me?" Nikki called herself whispering. I knew she didn’t like me. well, I didn’t like her either, but as long as she was good to my son, I had no real issues with her. But I wasn’t going to too many more of her bitches.

I sat down in the chair opposite Charmed's, being nosey I looked around. I hadn’t been down there before. The place was nice. an L-shaped desk took up most of the space, but he also had a 60-inch TV and a couch in the room, and everything was black and red. I was surprised by the pictures of me and him from when he first got out of prison that sat on the shelf behind the desk. We had been happy then.

Him coming up behind me and running his hand across my shoulders startled me. I gasped and shrugged away.

"My bad," he said,

"Hands, remove them," I gritted.

He chuckled before following my direction.

He made his way behind his desk and sat down, giving me his lil once-over let me know he was about to start some drama.

"What are you wearing?"

I rolled my eyes at his question.

Every so often, when charmed forgot he wasn’t my man anymore and that he had a whole wife, he would question me about my life as if he had a say in it. I don’t know how many times I told him if it didn’t involve our son, it wasn’t his business.

.

But sometimes he forgot himself.

"Clothes." I answered him facetiously.

"What did you want to talk about?"

He didn’t answer right away. I thought he was going to start some dumb shit. I didn’t have time for it today. I had somewhere to be. If he didn’t start talking soon, I was going to get up and walk out.

In response, I got a raise of his eyebrow, but I also noticed the vein in his neck started ticking away. he was mad. I wanted to laugh. I didn’t care about him getting mad.

"Who have you dressed up for? everything is a little tight, aren't they?" he asked, like he really expected me to answer.

I looked down at myself. I was wearing a black bodysuit and a black high-waisted body-con skirt with a simple pair of Converse on my feet.

"Nope. They look like they fit me," I shrugged. "What did you call me here for?"

"So you're going to ignore my question?" he said, still leering at me.

"Yep," I answered simply.

"Now tell me what you need to talk to me about, or I’m leaving."

He sucked his teeth and leaned back in his chair, clearing his throat before getting to the point.

"I’m sending Chelle to camp this summer, and I wanted to know if it was cool for Jax to go too."

I gave him my best "Are you real?" face.

"You called me over here for that? You could have asked me that over the phone or in a text."

"So I’m assuming that’s a yes."

I shrugged. "I don’t care, as long as you’re picking him up and taking him."

I got up to leave and made it up two whole steps before he finally revealed the real reason he’d called me there.

"Who is Cannon?"

My son had a big mouth. Pausing, I sighed before pivoting to face him.

I hadn’t planned on telling Charmed about Cannon until I had to.

Cannon was my happily ever after. I could feel it. I’d met him at my dad’s office. He was there looking for a corporate attorney at my dad’s firm. When he asked me out, I told him I didn’t mess with my dad’s clients, and he said he wasn’t one of my dad's clients and wouldn’t be if that were the case. If I’m being honest, I would have probably fucked with him either way. I was just being cute and playing hard to get.

He looked too good to say no to. Standing 6'3" and weighing 250 pounds, he was just my type. Stocky built, smooth dark-skinned, with dreads, a beard, and a face reminiscent of that fine motherfucker from Queen Sugar. I remember thinking, "Look at God" when I first saw him. He ended up taking me to some expensive steakhouse on our first date, and then we walked around on the beach. He couldn’t keep his hands off me, and without shame, I let him fuck me in the back of his Range Rover in the parking lot of the beach. I’d been hooked since, and he didn’t seem like he was ready to go anywhere. So we agreed to be together and had been doing well for six Charmed free months.

He had no kids, was a successful realtor who owned a few houses and a business complex, and most importantly, no drama had come my way because of him. He had me feeling some type of way.

Just thinking about him put a smile on my face.

Of course, Charmed noticed and didn’t have the decency not to comment.

"Damn, he got you all glowing. Must be love," he frowned.

I smirked and held my tongue.

"When am I going to meet him?" His face remained screwed up.

I cocked my head to one side.

"Maybe never," I answered sharply because I was annoyed—he even knew about my love life.

"Did you fix your mouth to say that to me?" He barked in response. "Because if that's what you said, but you got this nigga around my son, we have a problem."

This erratic ass man went from sweet to sour in the same breath. I shook my head.

"Charmed, I know the rules. You constantly recite them to me. He Jaxton hasn't met him and-."

He cut me off. "I’m meeting him even if I have to go to his office and introduce myself," He sneered.

"How do you know where his office is?" I raised my eyebrow. "Never mind. don’t even answer. I know nobody told you but your 'play, play' Daddy."

Lucas sneered at me. "He’s been a father to me as much as he has been to you, Leah. don’t disrespect our relationship again." Tilting his head, he waited for me to acknowledge his words.

I waved him off, not a bit surprised at his reaction or by the fact that Mack had told him about Cannon. They were thick as thieves, and my dad, even though he claimed he didn’t, had a habit of interfering when it came to me and Charmed. That's why I had been hesitant when it came to introducing him to Cannon in the first place, until I had no choice because my son had a big mouth. And like I predicted, Dad had acted like an ass at first, but somehow Cannon had grown on him. Now they were meeting up for lunch and such, like two old friends. I wonder if he told Charmed that? That he was cheating on him with another son in law.

"So, you still haven’t answered my question." he prodded.

I thought about telling him to mind his business, but like always, I relented. I’d learned some battles just weren’t worth fighting with Charmed over, and I didn’t need him randomly popping up at Cannon's place of employment and acting a fool.

"You can come over and meet him this Sunday when I introduce him to Jaxton, who, by the way, has never actually met him before. He’s spoken to him on the phone once."

"He shouldn’t even have—"

I cut him off before he even got started. "Bring your wife." I threw my bag over my shoulder and started my climb back up the stairs before any more nonsense spilled from his mouth. I made it up one step before he called my name. "Leah."

"What, Lucas?" I snapped.

"Look at me real quick, please." His tone dropped an octave, making me curious. pivoting, I faced him. Slowly, my gaze lifted until our eyes met.

"Ok, now what?"

He frowned. "Can you just chill with the apathy for once? I’m trying to talk to you."

My shoulders sagged. "I’m sorry. I’m listening," I sighed.

"After all this time, is this all we're ever going to be? Co-parents. You’re moving on. No second chance. No forgiveness, just cutting me off?" He asked.

I fought against rolling my eyes. "Really, Charmed?" I couldn’t understand why he was still dwelling on our fucked-up relationship. Low-key, the insecure part of me was flattered that he still was.

"Yes, really, Leah."

"Yes, Charmed, this is all we’ll ever be. I can’t associate with you on any other level anymore. Maybe if the circumstances were different. Maybe if you just cheated and didn’t have a whole baby on me, I would have given us another chance. I know I played a part in our demise. I was scared of failing with you back then, so I know I didn’t put my all into us, and I suspect that’s what was behind your cheating in the first place. You needed to feel wanted. I knew that, but I still continued to push you away."

Charmed had really messed me up mentally. After our son was born, I rebounded with Lawrence, but then he was killed in a drive-by shooting. The police suspected someone he had been affiliated with in Chicago in his teens years After that, I had just given up altogether. I was so done I purchased a battery-operated boyfriend and immersed myself in hobbies and my son. I was done with men.

Charmed took a step up, coming close enough for me to feel his breath on my face.

The warmth from his body warmed my skin.

He reached over and gently tugged at one of my hair. "But we were so good together. Friends, and lovers."

He smelled so fucking.

My gaze dropped to his lips. "We were," I conceded.

Charmed intertwined his fingers with mine. "Maybe it could be good again?"

Those words jolted me back to reality. "No, we can't."

"What can I do, Leah?"

"For us to be together? You'd have to be my last and only option, the only person I can turn to. And we both know that won't happen." I took a step back up the stairs, then pivoted and climbed to the top before he could attempt to sway me further.

As I anticipated, Nikki was waiting just outside the door with a scowl on her face.

"Bye," I murmured politely. The sound of Nikki's heels echoed as she descended the steps I’d just come up from. Lucas was in trouble. I hurriedly exited their home happy that I wasn’t the one who had to deal with him.


Chapter seventeen

My eyes were stuck on the chair Leah had just abandoned. I was wondering when, if ever, I would stop loving her stubborn ass. Was it even possible?

Even after she tried to hide her pregnancy, my love for her didn't wane. I would have killed another bitch for the same transgression against me.

I wish she would have told me. She had fucked up what could have been. I would have chosen her. However, by the time I found out, I was already married to Nikki and had committed to raising my child with her.

I hated that I married Nikki the minute I did it, but  I told myself that if I could endure five years in prison, eighteen years until my daughter was grown would be manageable. Having in-house coochie would be a bonus I thought. I was sorely fucking mistaken. Shortly after Chelle was born, Nikki's true colors emerged. She transitioned from a caregiver to expecting hired help for chores. She resigned from her hospital job, citing stress from having a baby, and never returned. Now she spent her days lounging and spending my money.

We didn’t fuck. Sometimes, it was a once-a-week occurrence, and only if she was in the mood. Any comment from me, and she'd accuse me of not loving her. Truth be told, I didn't, but I kept that to myself. I held affection for her. after all, she gave me my first child. But marrying her was mistake. The proof was in the fact that five years later, I was still in love with another woman.

I understood why Leah didn’t fuck with me, I'd fucked up, but she could have forgiven me as a friend. I missed everything about her, Her aura, her scent, her touch. Sometimes I thought about offing both of us so nobody else could experience what I had lost. I fucking missed her.

Reaching down, I adjusted dick. I was so hard it hurt. Memories of her softness beneath me flooded back. Sometimes I'd get close too her, just to smell her, like a fucking creep, but she always smelled incredible. "With her evil ass," I mumbled. I missed her being mean to me. Now, she acted indifferent, letting me know she was only fucking with me because of Jaxton.

I shook my head, attempting to clear my mind of thoughts about Leah. There was no changing the past, But in the future, my goal was clear.  I was adamant about us being a family. Me, Leah, Jaxton and Chelle, even if I had to do some drastic shit. But right now, I'd let her breathe.

I stood, preparing to return upstairs to play with my children, I heard Nikki descending the steps. A sigh escaped me. Here this bitch go. Why  she got so mad when Leah was around baffled the fuck out of me. It was evident to anyone that had eyes— that Leah wanted nothing to do with me, yet Nikki felt threatened.

Her eyes darted to the tent in my crotch "So you invited her here to fuck her? In our home?" she accused.

Rubbing my temples, I replied, "I didn’t invite her for that. I just asked about Jax attending summer camp with Chelle." Just like that my dick was soft as fuck.

"You could have asked over the phone," she parroted Leah's words. "And why are you aroused?"

"Because of Leah's got a fat ass and some big pretty titties," I answered bluntly, why lie?

Nikki wasn't going anywhere. Not as long as I had money for her to spend.

Her bottom lip trembled. She asked for the truth but couldn’t handle the truth. She was on the verge of crying, but I didn't give a fuck. I was used to her being mad all the time. She seemed to enjoy it. She would use her anger as an excuse to spend more of my money. She wasn't like most spoiled housewives. She didn’t wait for me to buy her apology gifts. she bought them for herself. They weren't small trinkets either. No, she'd spend thousands. I had to limit her spending to a thousand dollars a week after she bought a fucking mink coat for fifteen grand. We lived in Florida. What in the fuck did she need that for? When I asked her, she said she bought it because she wanted to. "She wanted to," ha, not with my money. I gave her the same response when I took that mother fucker back to the store the next day.

She retorted, "I remember when you claimed she wasn’t your type. Now, just looking at her got you dick leaking." She snapped.

She always threw this back at me if she caught me looking at Leah.

I wish I hadn't ever told her that shit about Leah not being my type. My feelings for Leah were undeniable the moment I was released and saw her waiting. But I was still trying to hold on to my fuck love mentality and fucked around and found out how much it hurt to lose love.

"Man, gone somewhere with that goofy shit. Leah has moved on. She ain't fucking with me. Stop being so fucking insecure." I huffed.

"But you haven't," she countered, hitting the nail on the fucking head.

I wasn't discussing Leah with her ass. I don't know why she thought I would.  brushed past her and made my way upstairs. I could sense her following, but trusted she'd watch her fucking mouth around my kids.

In the kitchen, our children were with our maid, Maria, playfully spitting seeds. They resembled and had the same mannerisms, despite different mothers . My only regret was that Leah wasn't both their mother.

"Lucas!" Nikki's voice cut through my thoughts. I tuned her out and focused on the kids, "Let's head to the park!" Their cheers lifted my spirits as I helped them down out of their chairs.


Chapter eighteen

Lucas was being really extra. When he showed up without Nikki and Chelle, I should have sent him home, but Jax was waiting for him to tuck him into bed, and I didn't want to disappoint my son. His behavior became very reminiscent of how he'd acted toward Lawrence. After he finished saying goodnight to his son, he began the "you remember when we did this or that?" game. He kept calling Mack his daddy and telling Cannon how close the two of them were.

He made sure Cannon knew we had history. What a petty bitch! He was trying to get under Cannon’s skin, but he was wasting his time. I had already told Cannon everything that had happened between us and warned him about Charmed. Besides being one of the most laid-back people I’d ever met, Cannon played along. He listened to Lucas, laughed, and encouraged him to tell more stories. Charmed's attempt at aggravating him backfired because the more Cannon encouraged him to keep going, the tighter Charmed's face got. I decided to defuse the situation.

I stood. "Baby, help me take these dishes to the kitchen."

"Ok," he rushed out. "Excuse us," he said politely to Charmed and got up. I side-eyed Charmed on the way out. He winked all smug-like, and I couldn’t do anything but shake my head at his antics because at one point and time I had allowed and encouraged him to act like he was acting.

As soon as we walked into the kitchen, Cannon sat his plates down, grabbed mine, put them next to the ones he’d been carrying, and pulled me into a kiss. I moaned and pulled away when he started grinding into me. We didn’t need to start something we couldn’t finish.

"What was that for?" I stared up at him.

"You seemed like you needed it. your ex got your nerves frazzled."

I chuckled. "How’d you know?"

"You kept chewing on your bottom lip, and I thought I was going to have to pull you off of him."

I cackled. "You’re right."

He pulled away and leaned against the refrigerator. "Is he trying to get a reaction out of me with these stories?"

"Yep." I shook my head, slightly embarrassed.

"And y'all haven't been together in five or so years?"

"Nope."

Cannon cringed. "Damn, that’s kind of sad."

It really was, and I wondered when Charmed would let go of what might have been and move on. Five years is a long time to be dwelling on a messed-up relationship, especially when he had a whole wife.

"Can I get another beer?" Charmed yelled from the dining room, interrupting our conversation.

I rolled my eyes. Cannon leaned down and pecked my lips. "I got it." He turned and grabbed a beer from the fridge, and I grabbed the plates and started washing dishes. I thought about not leaving them alone but then dismissed the thought. I trusted Cannon to be on his best behavior, even if Charmed wasn’t. About 10 minutes into washing dishes, my ass cheek was cuffed, the hand was inches away from my pussy. Naturally, I assumed it was Cannon. "Stop, baby, we have company," I giggled.

"What if I don’t want to?"

My soul nearly left my body when Charmed responded. I turned around so fast that I could have given myself whiplash. The first thing I did was look behind him at the door, hoping Cannon didn’t walk in and get the wrong idea.

"What the fuck are you doing?" I gritted my teeth.

Charmed's hand went to my hips. "What I’ve been wanting to do for five years," he said, invading my space. the spicy, inviting scent of his cologne and his closeness made my head spin. When he grabbed a handful of my dreads and tugged my head back so I was looking up at him, I’d be lying if I said that his hand wrapped around my hair didn’t bring back memories of sex-filled nights. It was all too much, and he knew it. The devious smirk on his lips told me so.

"You know we never got any closure after breaking up. you should let me fuck you one last time. maybe I could forget about you then." he looked and sounded so serious.

I swallowed hard. I hated the fact that I was even a little affected by him, but being Charmed was a bad habit to break. I licked my dry lips, and his eyes followed my tongue. I cleared my throat. "Move." I reached up, loosened my hair from his grip, and pushed him away.

He stumbled backward but rebounded, quickly trapping me between him and the sink again.

"C'mon, baby, just one last time," he teased, his smile growing wide, all thirty of his pearly white teeth on display.

"Why are you behaving this way, Lucas? You have a whole family at home. My boyfriend is in the next room. let's leave the past in the past, please."

He frowned and said, "Fuck her and him. I fucking hate that I’m the reason that either one of them is even in our fucking lives." He reached up and ran his thumb across my lip. I shuddered at his touch. He noticed and stepped impossibly closer.

"Why can’t we just start over? Pack up the kids and just leave. I love you, Leah, and I know you love me. Just fucking give in to it," he growled.

That was it. I pushed him off of me and damn near ran from the kitchen. The dining room was empty, but I could hear the TV on in the living room. I composed myself before making my way there. I sat down next to Cannon. "You alright, babe?" He was so preoccupied with the game that he didn’t pay attention to the fact that I didn’t answer.

I was hot in more ways than one. My pussy was wet as hell and on fire, but I was also pissed as hell. Charmed was trying to fuck up my happily ever after. I refused to let him. He had a family, and I wanted the same.

I took my cell and texted Nikki, "Your husband is drunk. come get his ass." She replied with a simple OK. They didn’t live more than 10 minutes away, so she’d be there quickly.

Charmed came out of the kitchen and sat down on the chair beside us like nothing had happened. I kept side-eyeing him. I couldn’t help it. I was wondering what he was going to do next. He never looked in my direction, though.

About fifteen minutes after he sat down, there was a soft knock at the door. I was up and on my feet, heading for the door as soon as I heard it. I opened it to find a scowling Nikki. I'd never in my life been so happy to see a woman I didn’t like.

It was eleven at night, and she was fully dressed in a pink bandage dress and heels. Her long weave hung down nearly to her butt. She looked like she was ready for a celebrity event rather than the bed. I’d been in black tights and a t-shirt since I was four. I didn’t understand how she was always so put together. Then I thought about the bajillion maids and babysitters she had. Her life was a lot easier than mine.

I let her in, then threw a smirk in Charmed’s direction, as if a look could kill.. But I didn’t care. I wasn’t about to play games with him.

Checkmate, bitch.

My gaze shifted to Cannon. He could read me so well. he had a sly smirk on his face. He got up off the sofa and offered Nikki his hand. "This must be your beautiful wife, Charmed. I’m Cannon, Leah's man," he introduced himself. We all heard Charmed suck his teeth, and we all chose to ignore it.

"I’m Nikki," she started, but Charmed cut her off. "Let's go," he said, getting up from the chair. He grabbed her arm and damn near dragged her out the door. "Nice meeting you both," Cannon yelled behind them. I was too damn amused.

◆◆◆

"Oh fuck," I screamed and pushed my head further into the pillow as Cannon stroked my pussy from behind later that night.

Breathing heavily, he reached around and grabbed my breast, cupping it. With the other hand, he grabbed a handful of my dreads and snatched my head back. "I fucking love you," he drawled, trailing his tongue across my neck. "Make me cum," I whimpered in response, and he sped up. Our sweat-slicked skin slapped together. He grunted, "I'm about to cum, baby. cum with me, cum In my pussy," I encouraged. That was enough to send him over the edge. He pushed into me hard, hitting my spot. He cursed as we came together. He fell on top of me, kissing my back and neck until he started softening and then rolled over. I was too tired to move.

"Do you love me?" I heard him ask when I was halfway asleep, and I pretended not to hear him. I knew I did, but I didn’t know if I was ready to have that conversation with him. The feelings I had for him scared me. I loved Khalid and Lucas, but look how that turned out.

"Leah," he called my name.

"Yes, I do," I admitted.

The next question was harder.

"You're still in love with Charmed?"

"Yeah, I loved Charmed," I confessed, "but I don’t really give a fuck about him if that makes sense?"

He blew out a breath, and I turned to face him. He looked all vulnerable and scared.

I felt bad for not telling him how I felt a few weeks ago when he started saying it. Always during sex, but sometimes he seemed to pull back from saying it any other times because he knew I wouldn’t say it back.

"So, where do we go from here?"

"Wherever. I’m ready for whatever." I really was. it was time to move on. It had been years since my relationship with Lucas had imploded and even longer since my marriage ended.

"You mean that?" He looked down at me with so much love in his eyes that I felt the need to look away guiltily because I wasn’t there yet.

"Yeah," I half lied. He leaned over and picked up his pants off the floor. I wondered what he was doing until he pulled out a ring box. I gasped. "How about being my wife?" Like a fool, I grabbed the ring and jumped up on the bed before he even opened the box. I was about to get married. "Yes," I screamed. He laughed and jumped up. we danced around the room like two fools. I really felt like I had picked right this time. He loved me more than I loved him. This time around I would win.


Chapter nineteen

She was breathtakingly beautiful. Her white wedding dress molded to her thick frame like a second skin. But watching her walk down the aisle to somebody else was devastating. Seeing her happy with someone else cut even deeper. My heart palpitated so erratically in my chest that I was afraid it would stop. Only the grace of God was keeping me rooted in my spot in the back pews when everything in me wanted to protest what was about to happen.

I just wanted her to look at me. Maybe she’d change her mind if she could see how much she was hurting me. How much I regretted hurting her. But her eyes never left her soon-to-be husband's, even with my gaze burning a hole in her back. I knew she felt me. her body language said as much. When she passed me, she hadn’t relaxed her shoulders until she was out of my reach.

"You fucked up, nigga," the little voice in the back of my head mocked me.

I had, and it wasn’t fair that I hated her soon-to-be husband, but fuck fair. I wanted to walk to the front of the church and slit that nigga's throat, and he still wouldn't feel half the pain I was feeling. The only thing holding me back from doing just that was my son and daughter standing beside me. Not even for Leah would I let myself be separated from them.

I was so deep in my thoughts that I didn’t hear the vows he’d spoken to her, but I came back to reality in time to hear hers.

"You are what I’ve waited for. you make all the heartache and pain I’ve lived through worth it. You are my friend, my lover, my everything. You love me without condition or restraint, and I hope from this day forth I can be everything to you that you are to me."

I clenched and unclenched my fist, closed my eyes, and exhaled. But deep down, I knew no matter what I did, it wouldn’t lessen the pain in my chest. My soul would be in turmoil like it had been since that day in her bedroom when I told her I’d fucked up both our worlds. I tuned out the rest of the ceremony until the end. "Till death do them part?" Yeah, that could be arranged.

When the wedding was over and the open bar from the reception had everybody lit, I found her on the dance floor with Mack. I tapped him on the shoulder and asked, "You mind?"

He turned and glared at me. He’d already warned me about ruining her wedding. I didn’t plan to.

I threw up my hand. "I’m good, pops, just a dance."

Mack frowned.

I didn’t think he’d let me dance with her.

Leah nodded. It was okay.

Eventually, he stepped aside.

Before taking my hand, Leah glanced over her shoulder nervously at her new husband, then back at me. "You’re not about to ruin my wedding, are you, Lucas?" She was grinning, but she was serious.

"Just dance with me," I pulled her into my arms.

Lyfe Jennings' "Must Be Nice" played as we swayed. I pulled her close, closer than she was comfortable with. Her entire body tensed. "Don’t do this, Lucas. leave the past in the past," she pleaded.

I chuckled.

"I’m not going to mess up your day no matter how badly I want to," I responded. Then, like the bold nigga I had always been, not caring who was watching, I placed a kiss against the pulse at her neck as the song came to an end. She exhaled, and her hand tightened in mine. "Thank you," she whispered. I took a step back. Our eyes connected, while my hand continued to rub up and down her back. "You know this isn't over, right? It's me and you,forever," I warned her. I kept my gaze fixed on hers, hoping she saw the truth in my eyes. Then I turned and walked away leaving the truth hanging in the air between us. We weren’t over.


Chapter twenty 

"Daddy, come help, please. Momma is not moving," my son cried in my ear.

"What do you mean by your mom not moving?" I yelled louder than I meant to into the phone, causing him to cry louder.

"I'm sorry, son. Please stop crying and tell me what happened."

He sniffed. "Cannon came home and then I heard yelling, and when I went into the room, Momma and him were fighting like in boxing. Chelle and I tried to get them to stop, but Cannon kept hitting Momma. We called the police, but they didn't come fast enough, so then Chelle ran into the kitchen, grabbed a knife, and she stabbed him in the back with it. He hit Chelle, so I grabbed a baseball bat and hit him with it. He started walking towards me like he was going to hit me too, but then he heard the police sirens, and he ran."

Listening to him recount what happened physically hurt me. My heart was hammering so hard against my chest, so erratically that I thought I was about to have a heart attack, but I knew I needed to stay calm for my children. "See if you can get your mom to talk on the phone," I instructed him.

"She won't wake up, Daddy," he yelled. "I told you." I could hear Chelle in the background yelling Leah's name.

"Ok, the police are here, Daddy," he hung up, leaving me in the dark. Frantically, I dialed Leah's cell phone. Every time the voicemail picked up, the discomfort in my chest got worse until I could barely breathe.

I need to get home. I grabbed my wallet and frantically started looking around the room for the safe key. I needed my passport. I needed a flight out. I grabbed my phone and called my assistant. it was after midnight in Florida, so she answered sounding half asleep, but I didn't care. I paid her enough to be at my beck and call twenty-four hours a day if I needed. "Get me a flight out of here within the next hour. charter a jet if you have to," I barked into the phone and hung up.

"What’s wrong, baby?" Nikki came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. "What are you looking for?"

"I need my passport."

I rattled off what happened, she threw on some clothes, and we were out. I sat on the private jet fuming. I shouldn't have had my ass in a whole other fucking country without my kids, but Nikki had been nagging me about getting our fucked-up relationship back on track. I felt guilty about how dirty I’d been doing her and had been going to counseling and taking these expensive trips out of the country because I felt I owed her.

Dor a year after Leah got married, I checked out and started acting like I didn’t have a wife and kids at home. I was fucking random bitches, clubbing, and drinking every night. Nikki had gotten so fed up that she put my ass out and I even had Leah looking at me funny. Both got fed up with my ass and stopped letting me come around. I didn’t see my kids for two months, and that was all it took for me to get my shit together.

Even though I said I would stay married until Chelle was eighteen, everything in me was telling me to divorce Nikki and start the fuck over. I had married her ass out of obligation, and sometimes I felt so much resentment towards her that I wanted to choke her ass to death.

"This is all her fault," Nikki blurted when we had been in the air for about thirty minutes.

"Don’t fucking talk to me," I snapped, unhooked my seat belt, and moved to another seat on the private jet. She’d been trying to get me engaged in throwing dirt on Leah, even though neither one of us knew what happened. What I did know is that if Leah knew that the man she married was violent, she wouldn’t have married him, and I know damn sure she wouldn't have had both my kids around his ass. My son had never told me about anything either. I wondered what had made him snap. no matter what it was, it wouldn’t save his ass. he was a dead man walking as far as I was concerned.

I dialed Leah's phone number again, hoping my son would answer and tell me everything was ok, but when it went to voicemail, I gritted my teeth and fought the urge to throw the phone. I dialed Mack's number again, and he finally answered.

"Find that motherfucker, and now!" I heard Mack roar at whomever he was talking to. There was a pause, as if he forgot he even answered the phone.

"Mack," I called his name loudly to garner his attention.

The first thing he said was, "I’m going to kill him, Lucas, with my bare fucking hands. They’re talking about how my daughter's brain is so swollen they might have to drill a hole in her head. My baby is hanging on to life by a thread, and my grandkids are traumatized." I had known him for well over ten years and had never heard Mack so emotional. I had to blink back tears. I needed to be strong.

"She's going to be all right, Mack." Those were all I could muster up, and I hoped like hell she would be. "How are Chelle and Jax?" I asked, changing the subject.

"You know I got them. They’re with Joyce," he said, referring to his lady friend. They’d started fucking around right after I got out of prison, but Mack still hadn’t married her ass. He was still hung up on losing his wife damn nearly twenty years ago. I told him he needed to get over that shit before Joyce stopped fucking with him. She was still gorgeous. she could definitely find someone else.

"Where are you?" he demanded.

"In the air," I answered before glancing at the Rolex on my arm. "I’ll be touching down in an hour."

I didn’t know what else to say to him. A moment of silence passed between us.

"We are at Tampa General in the ICU," he said before hanging up. I was glad he got off the phone. hearing his somber voice was messing with me. Low key, I felt that everything bad that happened after the moment Nikki told me she was pregnant was my fault.

I could have been a father without being married to her. I should have told Leah what I’d done, then made her stay with me. I could have talked her into anything back then. she loved me that much. I punched the window in frustration, making my hand throb. Nikki turned to stare at me. I dared her with my eyes to say anything to me. She turned back around. I got up and locked myself in the bathroom and thought about all the regrets I had.

When we landed, I damn near ran through the airport, leaving my luggage and all. Nikki was lagging behind because she was trying to be cute in some fucking heels. I knew she better take them off and hurry the fuck up, or I was leaving her ass. When I got outside, my assistant Jasmine was standing outside my Range Rover, yawning. Jasmine was a pretty, petite redbone that looked like Lisa Bonet's daughter. I’d fucked her because Nikki accused me of it, then I refused to fire her to rub it in Nikki's face. Another reason I was spending money on marriage counseling.

Jasmine met me halfway.

"Here are your keys," she said, handing them to me.

I grabbed them from her without a word and hopped in my Land Rover that was parked at the curb. Nikki would have been left if I could have pulled out right away, but there were so many cars trying to leave. I banged the steering wheel. mentally, I was losing it. My conscience kept repeating, "This is your fault." And it was. Nobody could have told me differently.

"Damn, you left me," Nikki whined as soon as she opened the car door. I wanted to backhand her selfish ass, but I gritted my teeth and kept my hands on the wheel. She got in the car, slamming the door like I gave a fuck about her being mad.

"If my daughter is hurt, that bitch is going to regret it," she said out of the blue.

I snapped on her. "Get the fuck out of the car, Nikki." She looked over at me, her eyes wide, confusion on her face. I didn’t feel I owed her a fucking explanation. I just wanted her out. "Get the fuck out!" I leaned over, grabbed the door handle, opened it, then shoved her ass to let her know I wasn’t playing. Her grabbing the door was the only thing that kept her from falling out and busting her ass. Jasmine rushed over and helped her down.

"I’ll bring her to the hospital," Jasmine volunteered.

"I don’t give a fuck what you do with her. shut my fucking door." When they did, I pulled out. Fuck her. goofy ass didn’t know when to shut the fuck up.

I called Mack when I was a block away from the hospital, and when I pulled up, he was standing outside waiting. He looked like he’d aged ten years in a matter of a week. I jumped out and left the car right at the entrance.

"You can't leave that," the valet yelled behind me. Fuck that car. They could have it towed if they wanted it moved.

Mack led the way. We walked in silence. I could feel the anger radiating from him, feeding my own. We both had murder on our minds. He stopped me right outside her room. "It’s bad," he said with his head hanging, "really fucking bad, but don’t break down in there. I need you to let my daughter know you’re here, then I need you to go home and take care of my grandkids. There ain't shit you can do for her that the doctors can’t right now."

I nodded, mentally preparing myself for what I was about to see. I didn’t prepare myself well enough. I entered the room. My legs shook. My knees almost buckled. Leah looked as if she’d been hit by two buses. I could barely recognize her. That nigga Cannon had to die.


Chapter twenty one

I checked the contents of my bag while Nikki stood at our bedroom door, staring a hole into my back like usual because she was mad.

"Do you really have to pack up and move to another city?" she whined, being overly dramatic.

Leah had been out of the hospital for a month and was almost fully healed, but she was having trouble adjusting after what had happened. She still didn’t understand why her husband had flipped out on her and was afraid he would return to finish the job. I offered to move her, but she declined, saying she didn’t want to uproot our son from the only home he knew, so I’d been running back and forth since she's been out, and I was tired, so fuck it. I was moving in.

"Sure do," I said, zipping my bag. It was she who had suggested we not live so close to Leah and my son. I agreed just to shut her up, so instead of being 10 minutes away, we were 45 minutes to an hour away, depending on traffic. That wouldn’t do. my son and Leah needed me.

"You can come," I offered weakly, knowing damn well I wanted her to stay right where she was.

She clicked her tongue.

"I told you I don’t want to uproot my life to accommodate your baby momma. she brought her ass whooping on herself."

My jaw tightened. I snaked my neck around to look at her.

"Say that shit again, so I can break your fucking jaw."

She glared at me and started pacing the room, but she kept her mouth closed.

"Ok, fine, you’re leaving, but why does Chelle have to go with you?" she pouted.

Because she’s my fucking daughter. My daughter goes wherever the fuck I go, and her brother needs her. Plus, you don’t take care of her. She’s hardly here. I wasn’t stupid, and she wasn’t that damn smart. She wanted Chelle to stay so she could hold on to the last piece of me she had in her clutches. Our divorce was inevitable.

"Well, if it wasn’t for that bitc—" she started, but I was on her before she could spit some more stupid shit about Leah out of her ignorant ass mouth.

She tried to dodge me. I grabbed her, dragging her into the room. Her back hit the wall. I hemmed her up against it.

"You’ve been saying little slick shit. Insinuating that Leah somehow deserved what happened to her when you don’t know what the fuck happened or why. Stop that shit before I do something we’ll both regret."

I let her go, and she nearly fell onto her ass.

"Fuck her," she mumbled under her breath.

All I could do was shake my head at her hardheadedness.

I can’t understand why you're so fucking petty. "She never did shit to your ass. Why are you so fucking insecure when it comes to her?

"You made me this way," she pushed off the wall, stood up, and walked over to the bed, where she sat down. She dropped her head and started crying into her hands.

I wasn’t moved by her tears. I hadn’t been in years.

"I didn’t do shit but marry your ass and let you spend my fucking money."

"You did a lot more than that, including fucking her among a slew of other bitches," she yelled.

I sighed long and hard. Why the fuck was I even still trying to talk to her? Then I remembered Chelle. For Chelle's sake, I would put up with her mom.

"I haven’t been with Leah since before the night you told me you were pregnant, and I’ve told you that every time you've fucking asked, which has been a million fucking times. That’s your fucking problem. you don’t listen."

"You might not have been fucking her. emphasis on might, but you were fucking the others."

I sighed, rubbing my hand over my head. "So, how many times are you going to bring that up? I ain't fucking them now. I jumped through fucking hoops, so you would shut the fuck up about that. I bought this big house we don’t need and took you on all the expensive vacations you wanted. I bought you a brand new BMW six months after buying you the van you said you needed to haul Chelle around in. Me fucking other bitches is only going to get your ass so much. stop fucking trying to milk it. I apologized, I bought your forgiveness, and you said you forgave me. Get the fuck over it." Her ass had me hot, always fucking whining.

Sick of her shit, I grabbed my half-packed bag and headed for the door. I could afford to buy new clothes.

"What about the fact that you loved her more than me, are you sorry for that?" she wailed. "You always will, and if I hadn't gotten pregnant, you would have never left her." She threw me out in a last-ditch effort to make me feel guilty.

She wasn’t lying. I didn’t feel guilty about that. I kept walking.

"You know I saw you all together more than once? You were always following her around like a fucking puppy. You barely took me out of the apartment you had hidden me in. But you were cuddling with her big ass in public, looking all in love." Her voice was filled with disgust.

That gave me pause. I turned to face her just inside the open door.

“You knew about my relationship with her?” I spat the question like it tasted bad in my mouth.

“Yeah, I knew.” She lifted her head, and all her crocodile tears were gone. "I watched yall. She was so fucking mean to you, and you were always smiling like her fat ass was some kind of prize."

It felt like the walls of the house had crashed down around me. Sneaking, conniving bitch. She knew?

“You got pregnant on purpose?”

She nodded.

She’d set me up, ruined my life. I took a step towards her. the fear written on her face made my heart pound faster than normal. I hadn’t felt as much rage as I was feeling right then in forever, since I found out Janay had killed my seed.

I stopped myself from taking another step. I knew if I walked back into that bedroom, I’d end up with another murder charge. I had two kids now. I wasn’t about to risk not seeing them grow up, not over her. Leaving my bag where I dropped it, I turned and took the steps two at a time. I ignored her calling after me and hoped Mack knew a good divorce lawyer, 'cause I was fucking done.


Chapter twenty two

Patience pays off. One of Mason's men had found that Nigga Cannon was going to check on his parent. I guess he didn't really understand how powerful and dangerous Mack was. He had been taken from right in his parent's driveway.

I watched as Mack drew his arm back as far as it would go, then he swung, bringing the pistol he held firmly in his grip forward into Cannon's mouth, knocking out a few teeth and busting his lip.

"Please stop," he begged. The sound of him yelling warmed my heart.

Mason bent so he was eye-to-eye with Cannon in the chair he'd tied him to. He looked him straight in the eyes when he told him, "I’ll stop when you're dead. You fucked up when you married my daughter and didn’t treat her right. for that, you deserve an ass whooping. For hitting her, you’ll die." His tone was so cold that I shivered.

"Why’d you do it?" He stood, adjusting his linen shirt as he did.

"I’m sorry," Cannon cried. He had snot and tears all over his face.

Blubbering bitch.

My palms itched for my turn to lay hands on him.

Mack took a step back, raised his hand, and backhanded him across the face.

"I didn’t ask if you were sorry. I asked fucking why." He roared. The sound vibrated off the empty warehouse walls.

Out of my peripheral vision, I saw a few of Mack's men flinch.

Cannon whimpered as his head lolled forward, his chin meeting his chest.

I stepped from behind the stacks of boxes, drawing everybody's attention, including Cannon's, to me. His bloody face went from terrified to looking like he'd seen the devil.

I ignored everyone as I made my way to where he was. I had tunnel vision. all I could see was him and his impending death.

I chuckled. With Mason, he might have thought he’d survive the night. with me, he knew he wouldn’t. I had promised him I’d find a reason to kill him. Just the thought of him finally giving me one had my dickies hitting the bricks.

He started shaking his head and mumbling, "I’m sorry." He was frantic. He tried to move, pushing up onto his feet as far as he could go. Mason kicked the chair leg.

The sound of it hitting the ground bounced off the walls.

Wanting to kick him while he was down, I walked over, drew my foot back, and punted his ass in the head like I’d been wanting to do for years. He came along and stood in the way of me and Leah getting back together.

"Sit him up," I ordered.

A couple of Mason's men came over and picked up the chair he was tied to. I didn’t feel like being in his presence any longer, but Mack wanted to know why, so he had a few more minutes of life to live.

I kneeled down beside him. "Answer Mack's question, and you might make it out of here alive." I lied.

"You," he cried. "You fucked my wife."

Mason mumbled something behind me that I couldn’t make out.

"And how you figure that?" I asked, genuinely curious.

“Your wife showed me the emails,” he claimed.

"What emails?"

His voice shook. "In my car. They’re in my car." He looked over my shoulder. "Mack, it’s all his fault."

Mack spoke up. "Go get them from his car," he ordered.

One of his men headed towards the warehouse door.

I turned to Mason. He scowled. His cold, dark eyes boring into me.

I threw my hands up. "You know me, and Leah and I haven’t been together in years. He’s lying."

He nodded and said, "I hope so." I could hear the threat in his voice. My heart sped up. I knew if Leah's husband proved that I had anything to do with Leah being in the hospital, I might lose my life that night, right along with Cannon. Me being the father of his grandchildren or being like a son to him wouldn’t matter. He lived for Leah.

One of the men came in and handed Mason a folder. Mason didn’t even look. he just handed it to me. Inside, there were about ten pieces of paper. I lifted the first one and started reading. Before I was halfway done with one, Cannon started yelling, "See, you fucked my wife!"

I shook my head. Bullshit. Fabricated bullshit.

Nikki’s face flashed in my head. I knew she was responsible for the fake emails.

I handed them to Mack, confident I would live.

"Look at the email address."

The email addresses were similar to Leah's and mine, but off by one letter or number. Both accounts were fake.

That conniving bitch Nikki would be buried right next to Cannon. I swore that shit on my children.

"You damn near killed your own wife over some unconfirmed emails?" I turned, raised my Timberland-covered foot, and leveled a kick to his chest, sending him backward. He cried out when he hit the floor.

I turned back to face Mack to gauge his reaction.

He was going for the gun he had holstered at his side.

My life flashed before my eyes until I heard heavy footfalls.

I turned back around to find Cannon had somehow gotten loose and was halfway across the warehouse before I pulled my gun out. He dove behind some boxes just as I aimed and pulled the trigger. A shot rang out, the sound reverberating off the walls of the warehouse. One of the heavy metal doors banged open.

"Fuck," I cursed.

"Get his ass!" Mason roared.

Three of his men went after him. I ran after them. the warehouse we were in was surrounded by woods and a lake, and the highway was just beyond there. I went the opposite way of the Mason men. There were only two directions Cannon could go to try to escape. One of us would meet up with him. I think I ran for thirty minutes straight before coming to a lake. If he went into it, the gators would get him. I hope that wasn’t the case. I wanted to see the life drain out of his eyes.

Standing by the lake, breathing heavily, I slid my phone from my pocket, hoping Mason's men had found him. He answered the phone on the first ring. "I lost him," I told Mack.

"My men will find him," he hung up. The disappointment in his tone was obvious.

"Fuck," I cursed into the wind.

I texted Mack. "I’ll be back later. I've got something to take care of." I was referring to Nikki.

"Make sure it’s taken care of right," he texted back. Fuck, I cursed again. I could see Mack's and my relationship being strained after this. Nikki was my fault. I’d brought the person responsible for the near-death of his daughter into our lives. I was going to kill that bitch with my bare hands.

It took me thirty minutes to drive from the warehouse to my house. I pulled up, and Nikki's car was sitting in the driveway with the door open. I jumped out and jogged up to the front door. The house looked like it had been ransacked. I dialed her number.

"What happened at home?" I screamed into the phone as soon as she picked up, trying to sound concerned.

"Don't play me, Lucas. I know you know. Cannon told me. None of this would have happened if you'd done right by me."

I dropped all pretenses. "So you know you're dead, right? You and him," I growled.

The speaker vibrated in my ear when she cackled into the phone. "How is your broke ass going to find me? I got all your money." She hung up.

I stared at the phone for a few seconds before opening my banking app. This thief had cleared out my personal account and our joint account. But the joke was on her. That little two million she'd gotten wasn't even half of the money I had, and that wouldn't last her long. Not with how she spent.

I dialed Joyce's number. Mack's gal. She was watching my children.

She answered on the first ring.

"If Chell's mom comes by, don't let her have my daughter."

She agreed.

The next call was to Mason.

I didn't even give him a chance to say anything.

"Your men won't find him. He's probably with that dead bitch who used to be my wife. I'll make it right. I promise,"

He hung up on me.

Fuck! My phone was flying across the room before I could stop myself.


Chapter twenty three

I had let my towel drop just as Charmed entered my room. His eyes wandered up and then down my body. I had the urge to grab the towel. It had been ten plus years since he’d seen me naked. My body was different—there were new stretch marks and now a scar. Despite feeling self-conscious, exposed and vulnerable, I didn't cover up, and we stood there staring at each other. Silence stretched into more silence.

He chewed at his bottom lip like he did when he was turned on, and low-key, his reaction made me feel better than it should have. Out of all the men I’d been with, Charmed's approval was the only one I ever looked for. Sadly, he was probably the only man I ever truly loved.

His step forward snapped me out of my trance. I finally found my voice. "Can I have some privacy?" I snapped, feeling irrationally angry at his intrusion. That was me today—angry for no fucking reason most of the time.

Charmed shook his head sadly and pursed his lips, turned down at the corners. The melancholy pouring off both of us was so thick in the air that you could reach out and grab a handful of it. "I made dinner. come down when you're dressed," he said, then backed out of the door. He closed it behind him. I could hear his footsteps going down the stairs. I suddenly felt lonely.

It had been two months since I’d woken up in the hospital, and he hadn't left my side. Some old feelings that never really left were starting to surface, but I pushed them back. Fuck feelings. Charmed would not be the death of me. He had a whole wife, and the first time he had chosen her over me had almost killed me. I wouldn't cross that line again.

I got dressed in a t-shirt and boxers. I didn’t bother combing my hair or anything else. it didn’t matter. I then headed downstairs. I wished the kids were home. I thought less about how fucked up my life was when they were there, but it was school, and not even noon, and I was in the kitchen to find Lucas washing dishes, which was a surprise to me. The Lucas I knew didn't do housework. Trying to be quiet, I grabbed my plate of food from the dining table and turned to head back upstairs. We were still in this awkward limbo, and I understood that he wanted to be there for me. But I wasn't ready.

Just as I walked out of the kitchen, he spoke. "Come sit with me, Leah." I swung around to face him, and he was right up on me. We shared the next breath I took. "I think I'll eat in my room," I said, taking a step back.

"Please?" he said, reaching back and pulling out my chair. I knew he wanted to talk and ask me what happened between me and my husband. Was I ready to relive that? I sat down, resigned to the fact that I couldn't avoid it forever.

For the first few minutes, we ate in silence, with the only sound being the clink of silverware on plates. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. "I had just come back from buying groceries," I started, my voice barely above a whisper. "He was hanging up the phone when I came into the kitchen. He looked mad, but I didn't think anything of it. The next thing I remember was being on the floor as he threw punch after punch. He spent the whole time accusing me of fucking you."

Charmed's face fell, and I could see the pain and regret etched on his features. "I'm so sorry," he said, his voice choked with emotion. "If I had known Nikki.."

My dad had already told me that Nikki was the reason for the ass-whooping I got. I wasn’t going to blame Charmed like he had. Cannon and Nikki were the only ones to blame.

"You couldn't have known," I interrupted, my own voice heavy with sorrow. "I didn't even know it was coming." I sighed, feeling the weight of the past few weeks crushing me. "I just feel so lost. Like nothing will ever go right again."

"You don't have to carry the weight of this shit alone. Let me help you."

I frowned. I didn’t want his fucking help, as a matter of fact, I recanted my earlier thought. What had happened to me was partially his fault. he broke me. "I’m good, Lucas. I’ll get over it. I’m going to lay down." I pushed the plate of half-eaten steak and potatoes away from me and then stood. I walked over to the pantry and went in and grabbed a bottle of Jack.

Charmed looked on with a mixture of anger, disappointment, and sorrow in his eyes.

I waved the bottle at him. "If you really want to help, entertain the kids. I’ll be better equipped to deal with all of this tomorrow."

He opened his mouth like he wanted to dispute my claim, but instead just nodded.


Chapter twenty four

Lucas snatched my bottle of Cuvee Adriana Brut Champagne from my hands. With a swift motion, he flipped the bottle upside down. He did it so fast, I could only watch as the  liquid spilled out onto the living room floor.

"Aye, that cost a hundred fucking dollars!" I stood and wobbled, then righted myself and tried to snatch it away before it was all gone.

 He easily sidestepped me. I made another attempt to grab the bottle, stumbling a little as I did. With his free hand, Lucas reached out and shoved me back onto the sofa. The room started spinning, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to get back up. I was stuck watching him pour the entire bottle out.

The sickly-sweet smell of the champagne filled the room.

The bottle shattered against the fireplace. My eyes slid to the glass on the floor, then back to Lucas.  His eyes were so intense. He was angry with me. 

"You think I give a fuck anout how much it cosr?" he spat, his voice low and menacing. "The kids have been calling you. you left them at your father's, and they’re ready to leave. You've got my son trying to walk home to make sure you’re okay. What the fuck is wrong with you?"

I flinched at his words but couldn’t answer his question. It had been two months since I promised him I’d do better, but I couldn’t seem to get things right, and drinking was the only thing that numbed everything I was feeling. He stared at me in disgust, and I just sat there feeling small and helpless in front of him.

Finally, he threw his hands up. "I’m going to get the kids. Get in the shower. you better be ready to see them and reassure them that you’re okay when I get back, or I'll involve your father. I’ve been helping you hide your problem from him for too fucking long."

Instead of doing what he said, as soon as I heard his car pull out, I pulled up the Uber app and put in the address of a local bar.

The bar was dimly lit and smelled of stale cigarettes and cheap alcohol. I made my way to the bar and ordered a drink, the strong liquor burning my throat as I swallowed. I tried to push my thoughts to the back of my mind, but they kept creeping back, torturing me. Before I could order another drink, I heard my name being called. "Leah," I knew immediately who the voice belonged to, even though it had been years since I’d last heard it. Turning, I found my ex standing behind me. He looked like an older but better-looking version of himself. I hated him for that. I wished he had aged like I knew the white woman he had left me for probably had, but that was too much like right, so there he was staring down at me, looking better than ever. Seeing him for the first time in so many years was jarring. this was the first man I was supposed to spend the rest of my life with.

"Khalid?" I spoke to him dismissively, hoping he would go away. I didn’t feel like feeling at the moment.

"Leah," he repeated my name, and when he saw that I wasn’t going to get up to greet him, he grabbed my wrist and tugged me up from the barstool, then leaned in and wrapped his arms around my waist and hugged me. I fought the urge to sniff him. he always smelled so good and familiar.

"I missed the fuck out of you, girl," he whispered against my ear while hugging me.

I pulled back and craned my neck to look up at him. "I can’t say the feelings are mutual," I sniggered.

"I’ll give you that one."

"You ain't got no choice but to," I slurred. I was tipsy as fuck. the alcohol from earlier was wearing off.

He sighed, then proceeded to look around the bar like he was searching for someone. "You're here alone. can I buy you a drink?"

Sitting, I crossed my legs. I caught him eyeing my thighs when my dress crept up.

Snapping my fingers in his face, I caught his attention. "Eyes up here," I joked. "And yes, you can pay for my drink. as a matter of fact, pay for my whole tab. it’s the least you can do." Then I turned and signaled for the bartender. "Barkeep, Vesper, shaken, not stirred," I ordered in my best James Bond voice. Then I cackled at my own joke. I should have taken my ass home, but I wasn’t ready to face anyone. Especially Charmed. He acted like he was a fucking saint. Fucking Saint Lucas. I hated that he pretended as if he didn’t have anything to do with my current state of mind. Sometimes I wanted to stab his ass just a little.

Khalid drew my attention from my thoughts when he sat down on the stool next to me and began staring a hole in the side of my face.

"What is it?" I asked without looking in his direction.

"How have you been, Leah?" I heard about the incident with you and your new husband a few months ago.

The pity in his voice annoyed the hell out of me. I sighed heavily. "I’ve been fine, Khalid." I didn’t want to have a conversation about my husband, so I changed the subject, and suddenly I had a question for Khalid.

"Why did you fuck me over?" When I thought about it, I realized all my troubles had started with him. the least he could do was explain why he ruined our marriage.

He sighed loudly. Out of the corner of my eyes, I watched his eyes travel around the bar nervously, then run his hand over his freshly cut hair before returning them to me.

"You want me to be one hundred percent truthful."

Turning to look at him, I nodded. "Go ahead. it can’t hurt any worse than it did when it happened."

A beat passed before he began. "At the time, I thought I deserved somebody better."

My mouth fell open. It was one thing to suspect he felt that way, but to hear it was jolting.

He held up his hand defensively. "I said I thought, as in past tense. You have to understand that I was getting it from all sides. Everybody was telling me I needed to project a certain image."

"Hmmph," I grunted. "I get that, but why didn’t you feel the need to tell me you had a whole ass, a nearly grown child with the bitch you left me for?"

"I didn’t leave you, Leah," He snapped defensively. "You asked for a divorce."

"Semantics," I retorted. "You forced my hand."

He glanced away guiltily. "I was sixteen when she had him. You were the rich black girl who grew up in the lap of luxury, raised by a pro-black daddy. you’re telling me you wouldn’t have looked at me any differently if I told you I had a son when I was a teenager with a white girl? I was a whole fucking cliché."

I shrugged. obviously, you didn’t know me then. "I wouldn’t have judged you. That was your problem. You were willing to lie, cheat, and steal all in a quest to present a certain image to the world when you didn’t need to. You literally pulled yourself up by your bootstraps. You were a motherfucking American success story."

He nodded. "I realize that now. Too bad it took you leaving and me losing everything to see that."

I laughed. "The white girl left you after all the money was gone, huh?" I questioned him nastily,, though I already knew the answer. Tampa, Florida, wasn’t that big of a place. I was just being petty.

His teeth raked over his bottom lip, his anger flashing in his eyes. "You know being trivial goes both ways. should we talk about the ass whooping you received from your husband that made the news had you laid up in the hospital for a month?"

My chest exploded with laughter. I raised my glass to him. "Touche."

But it wasn’t shit funny though. Months had passed, and I was still recovering from that beating and still looking over my shoulder, afraid he’d come back, not because I was afraid of him. Because I felt guilty and didn’t want to face him or the questions he might ask. It took him beating my ass for me to realize how wrong I had done him. I didn’t truly love him. I cared, but I should never have married him. I was chasing a fairytale ending after what happened with Lucas without healing from Lucas. I asked my dad to give him a pass. I hoped he lived a long life and found someone who made him happy. It was fucked up, but I was already over him. Just not over the consequences of picking the wrong men over and over again. The type of heartache I’d experienced left residual traces of sadness that I felt were impossible to scrub away, so I was trying to drink it away.

He laughed. But he took my hand in his. "I’m sorry." He caressed my fingers.

"I know." I slid my hand from his, picking up my glass and bringing it to my lips. Sorry, it wasn’t enough, but it would have to do.

We ended up sitting at the bar talking like two old friends for about another hour.

"I think I should head home." I cut him off in the middle of him telling me about his new practice. But made no move to actually leave.

"I think we should continue this at my house," he rebutted. "I really did miss you, and I’m not ready to let you go yet. I know once tonight’s over you won't be trying to keep in touch."

"Nope," I agreed, "not trying to do this again." He was a part of my past, and I planned to keep running from him. "But I will chill with you for a few more hours, at least until some of the liquor is out of my system."

Khalid’s reaction was priceless. it was like he’d shot his shot expecting me to turn him down. After paying the bill, I grabbed my bag. When I stood, my legs slightly wobbled. Khalid draped his hand around my waist and led me to the parking lot. He drove us since he hadn’t been drinking much. After about a twenty-minute ride, we pulled up into a gated community on Clearwater Beach. There was one palatial home after another. You could smell the wealth along with the seawater in the night air.

I turned in my seat to face him.

"Damn, so your new practice must be doing well. I know I didn’t leave you with enough money to live here. " I teased.

I hadn’t gotten anything in the divorce except for half the proceeds of the sale of the house. Even if I wanted anything, he didn’t have it to give, because he was in so much debt."

"You thought I wouldn't rebound? You know I'm a good lawyer." He bragged. Ignoring the rest of my comment, I let him because I was being petty again.

He got out first, then came around and opened the car door for me. He helped me out of his truck and led me to his townhome. He opened the door and let me in. As soon as he closed the door, his arm went around my waist, he pulled me into him, and his dick pressed into the small of my back. Moving my hair away from my ear, he whispered into it, "I missed the hell out of you. I didn’t know how good I had it until you were gone. I’m sorry I broke our vows. I’m sorry I lied to you for so long. I know I hurt you, and I’m sorry." He sounded completely sincere.

I blinked away the tears that came to my eyes. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been waiting to hear him apologize and really mean it. To admit he was in the wrong. To tell me that he regretted ruining our marriage. I dropped my head to his chest. I didn’t want him to see the pain or tears in my eyes.

"I really am sorry, Leah." He lifted my chin. "I’m sorry, Leah. For it all."

He pressed his lips to mine, giving me a sweet kiss. I deepened it. His mouth tasted like steak, onions, and the liquor I’d been drinking. He kept apologizing as we made our way to the sofa, and for a while, he just kissed and held me. Only God knows what would have happened if someone hadn’t started banging at the door.


Chapter twenty five

So you're tracking my phone again, Lucas?

Again? I had never stopped. Ignoring her question, I asked her one of my own.

"Why the fuck were you over that nigga’s house after all the shit he put you through?"

She clucked her tongue. "Because that’s where I wanted to be at the moment."

I scoffed. "Because you wanted to? Sometimes you do and say the stupidest shit." I gritted. I wanted to choke her ass. To keep myself from doing just that, I was gripping the steering wheel so tightly that my knuckles were white.

She sighed heavily, as if she was really tired of me. "Can we do this jealousy bit another time? My fucking head hurts." She closed her eyes and dismissed me by leaning her head against the window.

Furious, I removed one hand from the steering wheel. I reached over, ready to yoke her ass across the seat. The car swerved, and a horn blared behind me. Jerking the wheel, I got back in my lane. I knew then I had to chill the fuck out or I’d end up killing both of us. Putting both hands back on the steering wheel, I laid my foot heavily on the gas. I’d let her have her peace for now.

Thirty rage-filled minutes later, I pulled up into the driveway of the Leash house. Suddenly she wasn’t sleepy anymore. She beat me out of the car. I was on her heels, so she wouldn’t try to lock me out. I caught the door as it was about to slam in my face and watched her drag herself up the stairs without staggering. She was getting used to functioning while consuming large amounts of alcohol. That’s how I knew she had a problem. I followed behind her, knowing she was headed for the kids’ room. If they were actually in there, we would have had a problem. She looked like a fucking mess. Her shirt was ripped, her lipstick was smeared, her skirt was riding up her thighs, and she smelled like a brewery.

I walked into the kids' room behind her. She was picking up clothes and toys and putting them back in their place.

Looking at me over her shoulder, she asked, "Where are the kids at?"

"With your dad and Joy." I had to take them there before I came looking for your ass. I’m surprised you cared enough to ask. You were supposed to be here when they got back."

She snatched around to glare at me. "What the fuck are you implying, Lucas?"

"I'm not implying. I’m telling you.. You don’t give a fuck about your kids."

"How fucking dare you?" She swung at me, her long nail just missing my face. The momentum of missing sent her teetering. she stumbled. Too drunk to stay on her feet, she ended up flat on her ass.

Looking down at her, I shook my head.

She looked pitiful. Part of me wanted to just comfort her because I felt bad. a lot of the crap she was going through was because of me. Then part of me didn’t give a fuck since she continuously pushed me away when I was trying to redeem myself.

"Look at you, pissy fucking drunk on a Monday. All you do is drink and mope the fuck around. You keep playing like your children aren't depending on you, and that ass-whooping your husband gave you will seem kind compared to what I do to you!"

I was getting really fed up with her crying over this motherfucker she had married. She was never supposed to be with him in the first place.

"Fuck you, Charmed. I only squeezed one of your children out of my pussy. Now you want me to play mommy to both because the bitch you devoted your life to left her." She snarled in my direction.

Though I saw immediate guilt cloud her eyes, red clouded mine. My head swam. I blacked out, and before I could stop myself, I had her pinned to the wall with my hand at her throat.

"Repeat what the fuck you just said." My heart was banging in my ears.

Instead of answering, she broke out in tears.

"I’m sorry."

"Nah, don't be sorry. repeat what you just said."

She shook her head. "I love Chelle. I didn’t mean it," she sobbed. "This shit just hurts. I keep getting fucking hurt. What the fuck is wrong with me, Charmed? Even you fucked me over after I thought you were the one."

I flexed my fingers around her neck before letting go.

She slid down the wall and slumped to the floor. She wrapped her arms around her waist and held herself tight enough to break her own ribs as tears ran down her cheeks.

I shut my eyes, blocking it all out. I didn’t want to feel anything for her. I wasn’t about to let Leah keep playing that card. We could have been fixed if she had given me a chance. The guilt I was feeling dissipated. Every fucked-up mistake she made in the past years she blamed on me, refusing to take accountability for her own actions. I was tired of her crap.

"Save your sorry and your tears." I’ve been apologizing to you for my mistakes for years, begging you to accept my apology. You refuse to forgive me. You can barely hold a conversation with me. you don’t look me in the eyes. I wanted to ask her why she didn’t love me as much as she had loved them. She was torn up after dealing with them. She snapped back from me quickly. "I sat and watched you marry another man, just to have him turn around and beat your ass. Now I find you about to fuck the nigga who left you, spent your money on another bitch, and everything."

Tears cascaded down her cheeks. I hated that we were in this fucked-up situation. Leah was my heart, but I could not keep begging her.

Clenching my jaw, I made her aware of my future intentions. "I'm going to take my children back to my house until you get yourself together."

My chest tightened. I wanted the four of us to be a family so badly, but Leah couldn't move on and see that I’d changed and was ready to be the man she needed.

I turned and walked out of my kids' bedroom. I was so fucking mad and hurt that I thought about throwing her ass down the stairs as I descended them. Just as I opened her front door to possibly walk out of her life forever, I heard her phone ring. I paused at the door.

I just knew this nigga wasn’t calling her ass after I made it clear to him to stay away. I’d have to reiterate how deadly serious I was the next time I saw him. Seconds later, she screamed so loudly that my ears rang. There was so much anguish in the sound. My heart slammed against my ribcage. I turned and took the stairs two at a time. I found Leah on the floor in the fetal position. Her phone lay in pieces right next to the door.

"What's wrong?" I went to her. She pushed herself from the floor onto her knees, grabbing the bottom of my shirt and pulling me to her.

"My daddy is dead," she wailed.


Chapter twenty six

Leah, are you okay?" Charmed asked, squeezing my shoulder. I glanced up to find him staring down at me. I managed a smile. It hurt.

"I'm okay," I lied. I felt like curling up and dying. Losing my daddy hurt so badly.

He frowned. He reached over and brushed my jaw. He pulled his fingers back and showed me the wetness. I hadn’t even realized I was crying.

"You're not fine? Have you eaten or drunk anything?"

"Yes," I lied. My mouth is drier than a sandbox, and my stomach is empty. But I couldn't keep anything down.

Charmed gave me a skeptical look but left it alone, saying, "Go lay down. I'll get rid of everybody." He said this, and suddenly I could hear everything going on around me. Soft music played in the background as family and friends milled around, eating, and talking. I looked around the room. There had to be at least three hundred people. The actual funeral had been small—fifty people at most—but the repass had swelled in size in a matter of an hour, which I hadn't noticed because I was zoned out.

A few people were looking in my direction, as if they wanted to come over but were hesitant. I looked away so as not to encourage them. I didn't want to talk to any more people or hear any more well-wishes. I wanted my dad back. Or to at least hug my kids. But Daddy was gone forever, and Charmed had sent the kids to Disneyland for a vacation with Joy. He thought they were too young to deal with death. I agreed. Hell, I was damn near forty and was having a hard time dealing with it. With my head down, I stood from my chair in the corner and started making my way towards the stairs.

I could feel Charmed behind me, his crisp, clean cologne scent comforting me. He had pushed his animosity towards me aside and had been by my side since I got the news Daddy had a heart attack and died two weeks prior. One day, when I got myself together, I would have to thank him for everything. I'd apologize for how nasty I had been too. Because of my failed marriage, I had checked out months before Daddy died, and Charmed had been holding down everything with the kids by himself since Nikki had disappeared. Charmed followed me into my bedroom and helped me strip out of the black pantsuit I was wearing, down to my underwear. Then he helped me get into bed, tucking the covers under my chin when I laid on my back. He left and went into the bathroom, then came back with warm washcloths. He washed the makeup from my face before leaning down and kissing me on the lips so sweetly. It started with fresh new tears flowing. Lucas left the room after telling me he loved me. I lay in bed with tears wetting my pillow, listening to him politely tell everybody it was time to go.

I don't know how long I lay there and cried after the loud noise had dissipated down the stairs, but I didn't stop until he returned. The bed shifted as he got in behind me. Wrapping me in his arm, he rocked me until my eyes grew heavy. When I woke up an hour later, his arms were still around me, and against my will, I felt the tethers he'd severed years ago repairing themselves. Charmed and I may never be lovers again, but after standing by me through it all, he had my friendship again, and I hope I still had his. I was going to need it.


Chapter twenty seven

It was three months after the funeral. I caught myself watching her, yet again. Leaning against the kitchen counter, my gaze lingering on her longer than intended. I needed to head home. I'd moved back into my own house three weeks earlier to avoid the urge of pressing her for another chance and going crazy. Since her father's passing, I didn't want her to feel like I was using it to reconnect with her, though it was always on my mind.

I cleared my throat to catch her attention. "The kids are asleep. They had a long day being kids, and they'll be out for the night. See you tomorrow."

She didn't startle, so I knew she was aware of my presence before I spoke. She turned towards me without acknowledging my words. "Hey, taste this spaghetti sauce," she said, offering a spoon. "It's your favorite." Leaning over the counter, she whispered in a low and sultry voice, "But blow on it first." I hesitated, studying her face. Maybe she didn't mean for it to be sexy, but it was.

Doing as she said, I blew on the spoon before letting her feed me. "Mmm. This is good," I moaned, closing my eyes. I missed her cooking for me.

She pulled back, looking at me with something on her mind. I raised an eyebrow. "What?"

She nervously chewed her bottom lip, a sign that something was bothering her.

Feeling my own nerves kick in, I asked, "What is it?" Keeping my tone steady was a challenge despite the turmoil inside.

Setting the spoon on the counter, she reached over, entwining our fingers. The frown on her face added to my unease.

I tilted my head. "What's going on, Leah?"

Clearing her throat, she moistened her lips and squeezed my hand. "First, I want to thank you. You've been here for me even when I was difficult. You stayed after my father's loss," she paused, correcting herself, "our father's loss. I want to apologize for being mean and distant when you were trying to help. Despite the hurt, I should've been bigger, especially for our son's sake. Thank you for being patient and sticking by me."

Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me, a sweet kiss – the first in almost a decade. My heart ached, even if my physical reaction was absent.

When she pulled away, I wanted to pull her back. She let go of my hand and turned away to the stove.

"I'm about to leave. I can't stay here," I announced.

She glanced back, a cocky smile on her face. "I'd like you to stay."

"Okay," the word rushed out, revealing my desperation.

She smiled. "I picked out a movie for us. Go get comfy, and I'll bring our plates."

Overwhelmed, I left the counter and followed her instructions.

Throughout the movie, I stole glances at Leah. I hadn't wanted to watch a romance, but Leah's choice, "The Photograph," turned out well.

Sitting side by side on the sofa, it was hard to ignore how the movie affected her –

"How about you blame it on the storm?" That was the line that I think finally got Leah.

The way her breathing became erratic, reminded me of our past. She would huff and puff when her pussy got wet. One thigh over the other, applying pressure, she got lost in the movie. Slowly, I moved closer, wondering if she was pretending not to notice.

Taking advantage, I started massaging her thighs. Her shorts gave easy access to her pussy. I resisted touching it, as her breathing grew shallow.

"What are you doing?" She stammered, not stopping me.

Without looking up, I traced her thigh. Her nipples were visible through her t-shirt. She whimpered as I kissed one through her shirt.

Her head lolled back as she relaxed for a moment, then she jumped up.

I caught her wrist. "Where are you going?"

Crossing her arms over her chest, avoiding my gaze, she said, "Bed. We shouldn't do this. I don't want to." Her voice tried for firmness, but the lie was evident.

"Why run, Leah?"

"I'm not, not like you think. I just need sleep." She tried to pull away.

Impatient, I pulled her close. She resisted. I reached upm gripping her chin, forcing her to look at me. Running my thumb over her lip, I said, "Look in my eyes and say I haven't changed, that you don't want me anymore."

Our eyes met, revealing mutual longing. She was scared. "Just listen," I urged. "I'm not perfect, but I'm trying."

I continued, my voice desperate and pleading, "I love you, Leah. Besides my kids, I don't love anybody but you. I've loved you since I walked out of prison and saw you standing there. Actually, that's a lie. I've loved you since that first letter you sent me when you didn't have to. After the first call, I knew you owned my soul. For the past few years, I've been loving you on your terms, only because I fucked up. I can't do it anymore. I can't watch another man walk into your life and take up space where I should be. Just tell me if you don't want me or want us, and I'll move on."

As I spoke, my voice sounded heavy and burdened in my own ears. I hoped she could hear the same and that it conveyed that we were on the precipice of a moment that would change our lives.

She dropped her eyes from mine, and I knew she was about to gut punch my heart.

"I'm sorry, Lucas, but you loving me or me loving you—and the fact that I love you and probably always will—changes nothing. It is not enough. It wasn't before. You talk about how you hurt? What about me, Lucas? I went through an entire pregnancy without you. With the knowledge that you had married the woman you cheated on me with and were giving her everything you promised me, and this was all after you insisted I give you my heart."

She managed to pull away.

I reached for her. She sidestepped my touch, shaking her head.

My heart ached as I frowned. "I won't set myself up again, Lucas. We're better off just co-parenting. So when you feel insecure or angry with me and you decide you want to fall back on old habits and start messing around with women you feel are more suited for you, I won't be hurt." Tears made her eyes shine.

My frown deepened. "I wouldn't do that again."

She chuckled. "Excuse me if I don't believe you. You did the same to Nikki, and she was the prototype for you—everything you said you wanted in a woman. How can I take your word when you couldn't even be happy with the woman you lost everything you said was important to you for?"

I sighed. She wasn't getting it.

"But why even compare yourself to her, Leah? It was never about her. It's always been about you." My voice sounded rough, like sandpaper. "How long is the past going to stand between us? I did what I did years ago because you're the only woman who can make me feel insecure. Back then, I was a messed-up ex-drug dealer, fresh out of prison for murder. What did I have to offer you? You're gorgeous, educated, caring, and well-groomed. You had options. I didn't know how to deal with not feeling like I was enough, so I pushed and pulled until the ropes that held us together snapped. What I did to Nikki, I did because I didn't care about her or her feelings, and she didn't care about me outside of what she could get from me." I was pouring out my heart, trying to get her to understand, but she said nothing. With her head down, she just stood there, trembling with tears running down her face.

I wanted to yell. I wanted to shake her.

"Leah," I called her name, trying to remain calm.

Silence.

I wiped my hand down my face and took a step further away from her. It was taking all my self-control not to lash out at her. "Why the hell did you ask me to stay? I had been fine with taking my ass home." She was the one who asked me to stay.

"I'm not going to keep doing this forever with you, Leah. Begging you." I lied. I would. She was mine. Even if I had to keep every other man at bay.

Still silence.

Scratching my head, I did my best not to growl out loud in frustration. I was so angry that I couldn't even think of anything else to say to try and get through to her. Having no idea what else to do, I said goodnight. "I'll be back in the morning to pick up the kids for school."

As I turned to leave, my heart weighed heavy with the fear that I might never break through her walls, that we might never find the love that we both yearned for and deserved.

My upper lip quivered with emotion, and I couldn't bear to be in her presence any longer. I pivoted and walked away, making it all the way to the door. I couldn't believe she was allowing me to leave like this.

"Don't go," she called from behind me.

The pounding of my heart slowed, and I stopped holding my breath.

I heard the soft patter of Leah's footsteps on the tile floor as she approached. She stopped just shy of our bodies touching.

"One last try," she whispered, reaching out to wrap her arms around me.

I exhaled slowly, letting out a breath I felt I'd been holding for ten years.


Chapter twenty eight

I had gone to sleep wrapped in Lucas' arms, tears dampening my cheeks. I woke up with his face between my thighs and my body trembling, tears still dampening my cheeks, but for an entire other reason. He had my right leg pressed up against my chest, the other flat against the bed. This was not how I wanted to start our relationship over. I planned to refrain from sex. Sex with Lucas was hypnotizing. It clouded my judgment. I had resolved to rebuild our connection on an emotional level. I wanted to get to know each other again before taking it there, but there was no way I was stopping him. His mouth on me felt too good.

The comforter had been shoved down to my ankles at some point, so all I could do was grasp the sweat-slicked sheets, and hold on tight to them while my self-control unraveled.

Gosh, my pussy was sopping wet and got wetter when he applied pressure while pushing his tongue deeper into my pussy.

I swayed my head from side to side. I was so close to cumming. My toes curled and popped. As my pussy juice flowed, I could feel the roughness of his tongue as he took his time, lapping up every bit that leaked from me. I grabbed his head, pushing further into my pussy, and started rocking my hips against his face until I was bucking and cumming. He had to wrench himself free of my grip. He sucked, licked, and nibbled his way up my body. My nerve endings were alive. it felt like electricity on my skin everywhere his lips touched. He settled between my legs, hovering over me, prompting my thighs to open wider.

He nipped at the bottom lip while one of his big hands massaged my breast. My heart pounded in my pussy. I kept my eyes closed as he eased in. it burned as he went. I have never had a man fill me like he did.

He groaned. the sound was low and strained.

I raised my hips to meet his thrust.

"You feel like a dream, baby.," he murmured against my lips, fucking me deeper. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him tighter against me.

Sounds that were embarrassing slipped between my lips.

"This is where I wanna be when I died, I could fucking die right now. You feel that?"

I still couldn't find the words so I just nodded.

"We feel good together baby, don't we?"

I gripped the sheets tight, arching into him and exploded.

He buried his face against my throat as he came, pushing cum into me.

After, we lay there, our breaths gradually slowing, I couldn't help but think about the journey that had led us to this moment—the twists and turns, the heartaches, We had survived them. Our love seemed to be resilient enough. It had weathered storms, and withstood the test of time. It wasn't a fairy tale, but it was our story. I knew everything about Lucas and he knew everything about me.

So,” Lucas whispered after a beat had passed "This means we are a family again?"

"Yes, but..—"My voice trailed off, I was searching for the words to convey my emotions. But Charmed cut into my thoughts.

"No fucking buts, Leah, it's a yes or no question," Lucas snapped.

I could feel aggregation radiating off of him immediately and start remembering how stubborn he could be.

"Yes, there a but, because feeling like we are okay, or fucking each other stupid doesn't erase the pain we caused each other. We can't simply pick up where we left off and pretend like nothing happened."

I felt him nod. "You're right. I don't expect everything to be perfect overnight. But you gotta fucking believe in us, Leah. I want to get married, go to counseling and start over.

"Get married? What about the husband I already got and can't find to sign the divorce papers?" Despite saying he didn't. I was starting to think daddy really killed Cannon since the investigator I hired couldn't find him.

"Don't worry about that nigga, Cannon. I got Balil on him, just get the divorce papers ready and he'll sign them." He said, he tone deep.

I frowned into the dark "When did Balil show up and why haven't I met him?" In all the time I'd known him, I had only heard about Balil. It was like Charmed liked to keep his past and present apart. That worried me a bit because that's who he was wilding out with when he was married to Nikki.

Charmed weight shifted then he was on top of me, wrapping a hand around my throat tight enough to stop my breathing, he used his knee to shove my thighs over.

A gasp slipped past my lips a I wrapped my hand around his wrist. He tightened his hold.

"Don't be asking me about meeting the next nigga, from now to forever you only got me to worry about." He groaned as he pushed his dick inside of me.

My eyes rolled back into my head, and I forgot about everything but feeling.


Chapter nine

A week later.

I lay in bed, stiff her the dead. I needed Leah to go to sleep. I watched her for a while, waiting for her breathing to even out and thinking about how far we three come. I had felt for a long time that this nigga Lucas had lost her, and we'd never get her back.

I would have prayed and thanked God that she was back where she always belonged if I believed in that nigga in the sky.

When she started to snore. I got up, threw on some sweats and a pair of Jordans, grabbed my keys and Leah and Lucas's divorce papers from her officer, and then stopped to check on the kids. Jaxton was knocked out. I knew he wouldn't wake up until the morning. Chelle was lying in the bed wild with her head half hanging off, but I didn't bother trying to rearrange her, not wanting to wake her. She no longer asked where her momma was. Being around Leah had easily erased that scandalous bitch from her memory.

I jogged down the stairs. I needed about two hours to do what I had to do and get back before Leah woke up.

It took me forty-five minutes to get to my family's newly purchased warehouse from the house.

I drove up, sent a text, and stood outside, taking in the five-acre meat packing plant that would be turned into high-end apartments. Tampa wasn't Miami, but the niggas around here had a little money to throw away— why not give it to us? Lucas and I were making sure Jaxton and Chelle would be able to pass on generational wealth to their kids.

I unlocked the padlock on the door and opened it. The smell of shit and urine hit me dead in the face, burning my nose. I raised my shirt to keep the smell out. I flipped on the lights, and two sets of fearful eyes were instantly on me. They both looked damn near dead. I grinned, forgetting the scent, and let my shirt fall.

"How are you all doing?" I walked over to see Nikki and Cannon were tied to chairs. They'd been there for a while. I hadn't had time to return to them after my investigator found them cupcaking in Miami. Nikki was the one he called when he got free at the warehouse that night, and they had been together since. I guess they figured if they couldn't have Leah and Lucas, they had each other.

I had my investigator drag them back, handcuffed and blindfolded. Stupid mother fuckers should have at least left Florida. I had had Joyce feeding them and giving them water to keep them alive until I needed them, and the time had come.

They both started screaming around the gags.

I tugged the GLOCK G43X, pressing it to my lips, shushing them. "Begging pisses me off. You should die with dignity even if you didn't live with it." I walked over and removed the gags from both of their mouths. Then I reached back and pulled up the only available chair before pulling out their divorce papers and a pen from my pocket.

"Let's cut to the chase. Lucas and Leah need you both to sign these."

Confusion played across their faces.

"What?" I snapped.

"Wh—why did you say Lucas and Leah as if you weren't Lucas?" Nikki was the one brave enough to stutter.

I threw my head back and laughed.

"Oh, I haven't formally introduced myself. "I'm Balil, the side of Lucas that's not afraid to take charge, the one that makes the difficult decisions, the one that gets our hands bloody."

I loved the fear in their eyes and how it built as I continued. "The one who knows what it truly takes to survive in this world."

With a father like ours, there was no way Lucas would have lived as long as he did on his own. He had all kinds of mental issues and PTSD. The night Peaches died. I was born. After that, I took on all the bad that happened to us so he could have some sense of normality. This nigga was still barely able to handle life. You'd think it was me who fucked it all up with Leah, but nope, that was Lucas all on his own. He was too insecure to tame a woman like Leah. That's why I had to take over at times and make sure she stayed in line, or she would run the fuck all over us.

Nikki and Cannon exchanged horrified glances. Then, something dawned on Cannon. I could see it on his face.

"You set this all up?"

I chuckled, throwing my hands up. "I'm guilty."

"I always wanted to brag about how well my plan worked out. Now I can tell you two."

"Cannon, I owe you an apology. You were a stand-up nigga. I tried several ways to push your buttons, and you ignored me and stuck by Leah. You probably really love her, huh? Took care of Jaxton like your own. You would have been great for her under different circumstances. Your only sin was getting in between a crazy mother fucker and his woman. That's up until you beat her ass. I didn't mean for it to get that far. But the day Leah told Lucas they could get back together when she had no one else to depend on, I knew I needed to make it happen. Starting with you."

"I spent weeks sending fake emails between Leah and Lucas and this bitch" I jabbed my thumb in Nikki's direction. "She did exactly what I thought she would.. Be nosey. She sent you all the fake emails, and you beat your wife instead of using your head." I snickered. "You should have trusted that—though Leah doesn't love you— she at least respected you enough not to fuck off on you, and even if she did cheat, she would never have done it with Lucas." She hated that nigga for hurting her.

Unfortunately, Mack figured it all out. He was a smart one. I hated that I had to watch him die from that heart attack."

When he found out what I'd done, he confronted Lucas. Lucas had no idea what he was talking about because sometimes I had to hide stuff from him for his own good. They argued, and Mack had a heart attack. I took over, allowing nature to run its course. I didn't kill him. I just didn't call the ambulance for him. What were the odds he'd survive anyway? So now nobody stands in their way. Just these papers." I pushed them in their direction.

Cannon's face was twisted with a mixture of shock and anger. "You're fucking crazy," he spat.

I chuckled. "I agree. But I'm also efficient, and there's a method to my madness. Lucas would be long gone without me. He was so young when his dad fucked him up. Did he deserve to die because his father was a piece of shit? If I had time, I'd tell you some stories that Lucas would never tell. Do you know his daddy was a pimp who killed his real and surrogate momma, one in front of him?" I raised the gun to my head and said, "blew her brains tight out of her head while he watched. That's when I was born. And that's only after years of twisted shit he'd do to the boy before me, but I fixed him good. Sent him to meet Lucifer."

Standing, I walked closer,  squatted in front of Nikki and cut the ropes from her hand, then I cut the cords from Cannon's hand, leaving both their feet and torsos tied. "But I digress. Now sign the papers," I ordered. "This is your last chance to contribute to Lucas and Leah's new life. It's God's plan. Maybe your compliance will pave your path to redemption and give you a chance to enter the gates of heaven. Or perhaps it won't. Either way, you'll sign, or I can spend however long it takes stabbing you until you give in and do it. As a matter of fact, sign them, and I won't kill you. I'll leave you here for a few more days without water or food, and if you survive, I may let you go if— you pinky promise to disappear.

Nikki's eyes were wide with terror and disbelief. Her trembling hand reached for the pen.

Cannon's anger was palpable. He fixed his eyes on me. The hatred radiating off of him was funny. If he wasn't so weak, he might have tried me. While glaring at me, he took the pen from Nikki.

After they both signed, I looked over the signatures and was satisfied. Nobody would ever suspect these two were dead. The five million in divorce settlements I'd put into their fake accounts would make it seem like they'd just up and left. Neither had much family. It would be easy to pay off or kill anybody who asked too many questions.

Just as everything was about settled, the warehouse door squeaked open. Joy walked in wearing a pair of skinny jeans and a new sweatshirt. She still looked good at sixty, all thick, and light-skinned, with green eyes and a head full of curly hair. That's why Lucas put her on Mack. She was one of the hoes who knew Peaches. He needed someone to distract Mack and keep him out of Leah's business. Mack could say whatever he wanted out of his mouth, but he didn't want his daughter with a nigga like Lucas, and Lucas knew that.

I knew that Joyce had more potential than Lucas saw when she came to him to help her clean up a mess she had made. She had beat some chick to death after she found out Mack was fucking both of them. I introduced myself to and helped her hide the body. Now, we did each other favors from time to time.

Clapping my hands, I offered, "Here comes what could be your salvation if she doesn't want you dead. You won't die." I lied. The way they both sagged in relief was amusing. I turned to meet Joy halfway. She had an attitude. It was written all over her face. She had had one since Mack died. I felt terrible for her. I did. But she had been in the business long enough to know better than to fall for a trick. Her bad.

"Kill them,  then call them people to have them picked up. I'll Zelle you the money."

She simply nodded. As I walked away, she called from behind me. "What happens when Lucas and Leah find out you killed her daddy."

I stilled my feet, cracking my neck. I refrained from turning the gun I was still holding on Joy.

"I told you I didn't kill the nigga, the fucking steaks and ham hocks he continued to eat after his first heart attack did him in. Hell, you cooked it for him. You're more responsible than me," I laughed. And even if I did kill him,' I cocked my head. "Are you going to tell them?"

She rolled her eyes. "Consider us even, Balil."

I almost snapped on her, but I composed myself.

"Whatever you say, Joy, just be back in time to get the kids ready for school."

I left her to do my bidding and returned in time for Leah to wake up in Lucas's arms. Neither of them would know what happened that night.


Epilogue

Balil was keeping something from me. There was missing patches of memory I couldn’t seem to tap into no matter how I tried. I knew that had to do with Mack, Cannon and Nikki.  For a month I’d been trying to get him to tell me what he’d done.

“Stop fucking annoying me thinking about that shit, asking about that shit. I’m not telling you shit.” He growled.

I stared at my reflection in the mirror as he glared at me.

“But I—"

“But nothing, lil nigga. You got what you wanted, Leah and your kids in the same house. You’re about to get married. She’s pregnant again. You got in house pussy. Be grateful for it before I take over. Go play with the fucking kids or something,” he barked before receding.

I had no choice than to do what he said. I couldn’t risk losing Leah to anyone ever again, not even a part of me.


Coming Soon

[image: ]







OEBPS/image_rsrc37W.jpg
)7

SHANTEL DAVIS





OEBPS/image_rsrc37U.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Copyright

		Introducing Leah

		Introducing Leah continued…

		Introducing  Charmed/ Lucas

		Introducing Charmed/Lucas continued…

		introducing Charmed- 6months later.

		Chapter One

		Chapter two

		Chapter three

		Chapter four

		Chapter five

		Chapter six

		Chapter seven

		Chapter eight

		Chapter nine

		Chapter ten

		Chapter eleven

		Chapter twelve

		Chapter thirteen

		Chapter fourteen

		Chapter fifteen

		Chapter sixteen

		Chapter seventeen

		Chapter eighteen

		Chapter nineteen

		Chapter twenty

		Chapter twenty one

		Chapter twenty two

		Chapter twenty three

		Chapter twenty four

		Chapter twenty five

		Chapter twenty six

		Chapter twenty seven

		Chapter twenty eight

		Chapter nine

		Epilogue




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289






OEBPS/image_rsrc37V.jpg





