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Playlist
“Ring the Alarm” – Beyoncé
“Sex is on Fire” – Kings of Leon
“Mount Everest” – Labrinth
“Old Yeller” – Joji
“Heaven Help Me” – Lizzo
“Kill the King” – Rainbow
“I Hate You” – Kelis
“Perception Into 3” – NF
“Hangover” – Rayana Jay
“Work” – Carlotte Day Wilson
“Imported” – Jessie Reyez, 6LACK
“Bad Guy” – Billie Ellish
“No Time to Die” – Billie Eilish
“Give Me One Reason” – Tracy Chapman
“Love Gun” – Cee-lo Green
“Needed Me” – Rihanna
“I’m Not in Love” – Kelsey Lu




Introducing










Eden
There was something bad in King, hiding behind the façade. He was dangerous. I knew it, but I was drawn to his flame like a moth. And no matter how many times I got burned, I kept going back. I even poked and prodded at his monster because something in me was broken.
King
Everything I did to Eden, she begged for.




King: Poison
Present
Eden invaded my space, pressing her soft, full curves into me. Her scent, like warm vanilla and honeysuckle, made my mouth water. She tilted her head back to stare up at me with her big brown eyes, causing my stomach to tighten.  She was so tempting. She had just turned eighteen, and she was so fucking naïve and innocent, a virgin. As fucked up as it sounds, that alone made me want to taint her. I could feel the dark part of me, the part I hid from her mother and her, pulling at its leash to do just that.
I should have left the room when she asked me to tell her what actual sex felt like. I knew what it could lead to.  What it would lead to. We had already gone too far, too many times before that night. I knew going further would be our ruin. But Eden had a way of making me go against what I knew was right. I justified staying by telling myself that we’d already been doing wrong for months. As long as I didn’t put my dick inside of her, we wouldn’t cross the line of no return.
I gave in. I described sex to her in vivid detailed. I couldn’t resist touching her while I talked. I showed her how a man touches a woman. Gentle caresses here and there. Then I got rougher. I used my mouth, a nip here. I used my fingers, a pinch there. She liked it all.  
I should have never touched her. That was my mistake. During all our encounters before, she had always touched me or herself. I had never touched her. She had been so turned on, so responsive and soft. Then out of nowhere she grabbed me and kissed me. I kissed her back, I couldn’t resist. She tasted so good, like ambrosia.
I made myself pull away. She reached for me. I frowned, knocking her hands away. She pouted prettily, batting her eyes up at me.
“We haven’t done anything that bad, King. We don’t even have to have sex, just touch me a little bit longer,” she coaxed in a voice that made my dick harden even more. I ached.  In that moment she was more tempting than ever, with her light brown skin all flushed and her red lips swollen from my kisses, begging me.
My hands shook. She was a contradiction, a rarity. She was so fucking sexual and downright filthy at times, and yet, still pure and unjaded. I knew fucking her would be an experience I’d never forget.
I gnashed my teeth in frustration because saying no to her was turning out to be the hardest obstacle I’d ever faced. But I knew I had to. If she gave herself to me, that would be it. She would be mine, forever and always. I was possessive and jealous. I would want to be her one and only. I would want to own her. Already, just the thought of another man touching her made me see red.
She would resist my control. I could see the rebellion in her. She would fight me. I would fight back. I’d fight dirty, I’d fight to win. Even if it took breaking her spirit, I would win.
I closed my eyes. I tried to hold on to my slipping composure as my dick throbbed painfully. I ran all the reasons I should have left that room through my head. I had done a lot of bad in life but fucking up a little girl’s world couldn’t be added to my list of sins. Still, was it really a sin if she begged me to do it?  
Any excuse will do. The bit of a conscience I had lashed out at me.
“Eden.” I called her name sternly, in warning. She was playing with fire. I never wanted anyone or anything as badly as I wanted her. That scared me. If she knew the real me, she’d be scared too.
I balled my fist. I dug my nails into my palm, the baser part of me clawed just beneath the surface wanting me to mark her. I fought it, fought against the need to give into her. I had been fighting that need for three years, since the day I first saw her at our parents wedding. She was so beautiful, but so young. She was still so young. I shook my head. “No. This is wrong. I should have never touched you.” I should have never participated in any of the things we’d done.
She chewed at her plump bottom lip.  I know she didn’t mean for it to be sexy, but fuck, it was.
“What’s wrong with making each other feel good?” She gave me a coy look that turned the blood in my veins to acid, then she grabbed my hand. She guided it between her legs. “You make me so hot and wet.” She pressed my hand against her center. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. I groaned deep in my throat and dropped my head. The fabric of the shorts she wore were soaked and I could tell she didn’t have on any panties.  I snatched my hand back like she’d singed me.
It was my turn to beg. “Don’t make me do this, Eden.” It pained me to deny myself. I sounded weak. She made me weak. “If we do this— from this moment forth, you’ll be mine and you will be doomed. Being with me will drain you bit by bit, and I will be the only one who can replenish you.” I wasn’t lying to her.
She gave me a sneaky grin. “I’m okay with that, Ashford.” She instinctively knew her saying my name in that sultry dulcet tone would do something to me. I gave up. I took a step forward. A man could only take so much. I’d been resisting for so long. I told myself I deserved her.
I was reached out, tangled my hand in her hair and snatched her head back….
“Ashford King.” The guard’s voice brought me out of my daydream. I blinked rapidly. My memory of Eden and me had felt so real. I could almost taste her on my tongue. I didn’t dwell on it though. I jumped up and grabbed my belongings.
“You ready to go?” Officer Nina Sanchez asked me through my cell bars. She was a gorgeous tiny woman with an olive complexion, black hair and black eyes. I liked to twist her into all kinds of different positions when I fucked her.
Her eyes traveled from my face, down my torso, and landed on my dick. She bit into her thin pink bottom lip.
“That for me, inmate?” She smirked.
It wasn’t, but I remained quiet.
“Open cell twenty,” she yelled out. My cell buzzed seconds later. She stepped back allowing me to step out, then jerked her head in the direction of the laundry room instead of the exit. I followed her. She unlocked the room with her keys and allowed me to enter first. It was pitch black, but I knew the layout by heart. I made my way to the first corner to our left. She followed. I could hear her keys jingle with every step she took.
“I sure am going to miss you,” she said before she dropped to her knees. I rested my head back against the brick wall, closed my eyes and let my mind drift back to Eden and the night I’d made her mine as Maria swallowed my whole dick.




Eden: It Is Fear That Brings Rage
Present
Ellis lay less than three feet away from me. Lifeless. His body lay slumped over, half-sitting, half-lying on the cold linoleum floor. Surrounding him was an almost dried pool of crimson that left behind a sickly-sweet smell that reminded me of pennies and burnt caramel. A strange mashup of Rainbow’s “Kill the King” and Lizzo's “Heaven Help Me” played on a loop in my head. The lyrics blended, weaving into a chant. It felt weird to have an earworm at a time like that, as scarlet blood oozed down the butcher’s blade in my hand. Thick droplets spattered from it onto the floor, ruining my pristine white kitchen tile. I’d spent an hour on my hands and knees scrubbing it until my back ached and then I’d scrubbed until my hands throbbed. Now, it was ruined. Once again, the monster had ruined something. He ruined everything, I thought, then screamed the words directly at it. “You ruin everything.” And for once the monster didn’t respond back. No growling, no spittle flying, no snarling, no claws coming at my face. his lifeless blue eyes just stared back at me. My hands shook from the urge to want to poke him with the knife a few more times. But that would only make a bigger mess. I hated messes.
With a heavy sigh, I pivoted on my bare feet, walked over to the sink and dropped the knife into basin, then I made my way to the pantry to pull out garbage bags, gloves, tape, bleach, the mop, scrub brush, and bucket. First things first: Get rid of the dead husband then clean up the blood.
After gathering everything I would need to put my house back in order, I made my way over to Ellis, leaned down. I reached for his still body. My heart thumped a mile a minute in my chest. I hesitated to touch it, but I had to. I immediately regretted it. As soon as my fingertips contacted his filthy skin, the memories of abuse flooded me.
Broken nails.
Bashed in eyes.
A battered face.
Bloody tears.
Bruises on almost every inch of my torso.
The sound of the loud crack as his hand connected with my face caused me to jump. The insults being yelled sounded so real and present I flinched away from each one. “You’re so fat. You’re so ugly. Black bitch.” “Fat bitch.” “Bitch.” “Pathetic bitch.” Kick, scream, punch, repeat. “I don’t know why I married you, Eden. Will you ever fucking learn to please me? I bet you fucked King like he wanted.” My breathing became rapid and shallow. “Fucking tainted womb, can’t even give me a baby.”
King, King, King. Never Ashford. Ellis behavior made it clear that he felt inferior to King and tortured me by mentioning his name every chance it got.
I was overtaken by the primal need to flee. Snatching my hand away too quickly, the momentum caused me to fall back onto my butt. I scooted away from his as fast as I could until my back collided with the kitchen wall, and I couldn’t go any further. I cupped my mouth and screamed my agony into my hand. Blackness crept up my spine, adrenaline pierced my heart causing it to beat so fast I couldn’t catch my breath. I was drowning. My head swam, then just like that, everything went black.
When I woke up my husband’s body had disappeared, and I did what anyone in that situation would do, I ran.




Eden: The King Is Back




Present
I jolted awake. Someone was in the room with me. I could feel them. The air crackled with negative energy. My heavy lids fluttered open. Darkness hid them, but I knew they were there. Just as I was going to sit up, their weight pressed down on top of me, trapping me against the bed. A large cold hand covered my mouth, silencing me. I immediately began to panic. My heart banged against my ribcage. I swung my free arm up, but whoever was on top of me caught it and pinned it to my side.
“Don’t scream. Don’t fight me.”
I stopped fucking breathing. My entire body shuddered then went completely still. The fact that I recognized the voice of the person who held me captive did nothing to slow my hammering heart; as a matter of fact, it sped up and did a complete 180 in my chest. I suddenly wished I was back at home, hundreds of miles away. Which spoke volumes because I’d run from “home” just days before. But there was also a conflicting emotion. I felt safe, safer than I had felt for the first time in a long time.
“Ashford.” His name slipped from between my lips, barely above a whisper. It was him. He smelled different though, like sweet cigars instead of Newport cigarettes. His usually musky cologne had been replaced with something cool and crisp and underneath that was the smell of him. It was a heady mixture that caused my head to swim and my skin to grow damp. I knew he would come for me; I just didn’t think it would be so soon. Momma had just left a few hours earlier to pick him up. King was supposed to do five years in prison, but then Covid 19 happened and they released him a year early.
It was too dark to see anything more than his eyes; they bore into me. Anger swirled in them. There had always been something dark lurking behind King’s eyes, but it was darker now. Chills ran up my arms. I had only feared King once before. He hadn’t hurt me then, but after all that had happened between us, I was genuinely scared he would hurt me now.
I closed my eyes to block out his anger and the emotions I was feeling.
“Look at me, Eden.” The deadly calm tone he used forced my eyes open. They connected with his.
“When I move my hand, Eden, I need for you not to scream. Nod if you understand.” I could smell fireball on his breath, and his words were slurred. Inwardly I groaned. King was volatile when sober; he was menacing, drunk.
My insides tingled despite my fear.
I nodded my head, though as soon as he removed his hand, I planned to scream loud enough to wake the dead and he knew it. He knew me too well.
He gave an exaggerated sigh then gripped my jaw, digging his fingers into my face, stilling my head. He chuckled, but his tone was flat when he said, “Your mother’s downstairs with all our relatives. You scream they come running and everybody finds your big brother with his dick buried balls deep inside of you. Is that what you want?” He kneed my legs apart.
Suddenly, I could hear voices and music playing downstairs. Momma had gathered everybody to welcome her King home, as if he were a real King and we weren’t in the middle of a pandemic.
I shouldn’t have cared if they found out.  He wasn’t my real brother. We didn’t share blood, we didn’t even share race, but still I frantically shook my head, “no.” I already had enough to deal with, adding the stigma of fucking my stepbrother to the list wasn’t something I wanted to do.
“Now that we’ve come to an understanding...”
He ghosted his lips almost lovingly against my jaw, cheek, then my mouth. My body betrayed me. I went limp.  On their own volition my legs spread wider to accommodate him. He settled comfortably in between them
as if it were his rightful place.
Since I slept naked, the only thing separating us was the thin sheet I’d pulled over myself.  I tried to ignore the feeling of his rock-hard cock pressing into my center but couldn’t. It took everything in me not to grind into him. Sweat broke out on my forehead.
“Now we can talk.” His voice was low and dangerous.
As soon as he went to remove his hand, I opened my mouth to scream. I regretted it immediately. He wrapped his hand around my throat, restricting my ability to swallow, to breath. No sound escaped. I panicked and started to struggle in earnest but couldn’t do much with one of my hands tucked under me and the other in his vice grip.
“Tsk, tsk, tsk, still fucking stubborn.”
His grip around my neck got tighter, and I knew it wouldn’t loosen until he got what he wanted.
“I’m sorry,” I managed to croak out.
He took his time letting go. When his hand fell away, I sucked in a deep breath.
“You’re not sorry now, but you will be,
you treacherous fucking bitch!” He spat his words so venomously, I felt them physically.
“You’re going to pay for what you’ve done to me, and you’re going to take your punishment like a good girl, aren’t you?” I heard the restrained anger in his voice and knew he would spend however long we had together trying to break me. I wished I were back with Ellis. We fought, and I gave as good as I got. But with King, it was different. He was too strong, too vindictive.
If I hit King, he didn’t punch me back. He was calculated. He would take things from me that I cared about. The one time I’d hurt him emotionally, he’d taken the little bit I had of my mother from me.
Four years later and she still could barely stand to look at me because of his lies. He’d made her think I was the reason her husband had left her and not because she had married another piece of shit. I still don’t know the exact lie King told to make his father’s actions my fault. But whatever he’d told her had gotten me slapped and kicked out of her house. I’m sure that had been his plan all along.
King wanted me to only depend on him, to only have him. And somewhere deep inside I wanted the same. Neither one of us realized how fucked up that was.
We were toxic to each other and everyone around us. We caused each other pain as well as caused pain to the people who got in between us. All for nothing. In the end we had imploded. He’d gone to jail, and I had ended up living in a gilded cage with the man he hated.
“I bet you thought you would live happily ever after with that prick you ran away with; never thought you’d see me again?”  His voice kept rising. “Thought I’d rot in prison because of you.” The steel in his tone caused me to shiver, but I still tried to defend myself.
“I wouldn--” I wanted to tell him that I never would have run away with Ellis if he hadn’t forced my hand. Where else was I supposed to go with no money, after he’d turned my momma against me?
“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped. “I went to prison because of you, and you went and fucked the one person I told you to stay away from.”
“Ugh, fuck you!” came out before I could swallow the words that I knew would further piss him off. “I’m not the reason you were in prison. You’re a fucking psycho who tried to beat a man to death.” Did I feel guilty about him being in prison? Yes. I knew King was jealous and possessive. I should have never tried to play that game with him. Did I feel responsible? No. It had been his actions and his alone that had put him behind bars.
“Because of you,” he hissed in my face.
“Because you could never take what you put out,” I rebutted. He’d told me to leave him alone. I did, then he’d fucked a thousand girls after me, flaunting each one in front of me. When I became interested in one man besides him, he’d lost his mind. But King was the type to stab you in the heart, then pretend he was bleeding.
He hissed. “Because you’re a deceitful whore.”
I snapped. “Go to hell. Get off me!” No matter what I said, King was going to believe what he wanted, so I wasn’t about to argue with him. I’d only have to put up with him for a couple of days, I guessed. Either the police would be coming for me for what I’d done to Ellis, or Ellis would be coming because of what I’d done to him. Either way, I would not have to deal with King and Momma for long.
“Not just yet. I came into your room for a reason.” His fingers were still tight around my throat when his other hand disappeared under the sheet. He ran his cold fingertips over my breast. He followed it with his warm tongue then his sharp teeth, slightly biting into the nipple.
“Oh God-” my throaty whisper forcefully slipped from between my pursed lips.
He let my arm that he’d been holding go to massage my hip. Callused fingers dugs into the plush flesh, causing goosebumps to break out over my skin. I immediately and unsuccessfully tried to push him away. He trapped my arm again “Don’t make me do this, King.” He chuckled darkly.
“I remember saying the same words to you the night you fucking cursed me. Touch me, King.” He mocked my words. “You remember saying that?”
I fisted my hand at my side. I wasn’t going to let him make a fool out of me. He’d wanted me back then just as much as I’d wanted him.
“No. Touch yourself.” I know it sounded childish, but it was all I had at the moment.
He punished my disobedience by burying his head in the crook of my neck and pressing his teeth into my pulse. He bit down, applying just enough pressure to hurt, but not break skin. He sucked it roughly before lifting his mouth.
“Touch me!” he growled so deeply I could feel his voice vibrating.
Heat filled my lower belly.
“No.” A whine tinged my voice. I hated it. I hated feeling like the eighteen-year-old girl King use to control.
All in one swift motion he maneuvered himself, so that he was sitting up, he straddled my thighs. Using his weight, he continued to restrain me. Forcefully, he grabbed the hand that had been trapped under me. My balled-up fist, he brought up to his right pec. He squeezed my wrist until his grip was so painful, I thought it would break.  I had no choice but to open my hand. When I did, he dragged it down the hard plains of his torso over his abdomen, then guided it into his boxers. He stopped when my hand met hard, unyielding flesh. His cock was hot, even though his fingertips were cold.
“See how hard you make me. Stroke it.” I could no longer see him, not even his eyes. The tone of his voice dared me not to do what he commanded.
“Fuck you.” I snatched the hand he had trapped at my side from his grip and pressed the heel of it against his abdomen. I tried to push him off, but he refused to be moved.  Next, I made a futile attempt to buck him off me. I wasn’t strong enough; he was too big. He’s unmovable and formidable and I want to cry. But I wouldn’t.
I continued to fight until he resorted to choking me. He leaned down. His large hand wrapped around my neck. He squeezed, using just enough pressure to still and unravel me.  A soft whimper forcefully escaped. My body fought for air on instinct, but also became aroused. My nipples hardened and my pussy gushed.
King had long ago introduced me to sexual asphyxia. He was confusing my body.
My breathing grew ragged.
Finally, I fisted his cock.
He hissed on contact.
I whimpered. Feeling his hard warmth in my hands brought back so many memories. Quick flashes of swollen lips, bruised knees and sticky thighs. Sex had always been good between us, nearly everything else was bad.
He released the grip on my neck but made sure my hand remained wrapped around his dick.
“You’re playing games now, Eden. You used to like to touch me like this, begged me to let you do it on many occasions. Now you’re trying to make me seem as if I’m the bad guy asking you to touch me,” he said, playing the victim again. “But that’s okay. I enjoy being the bad guy, and I have so many games we will play together. I’ll call the first one ‘Prison.’ I will be the warden, and you’re the inmate. If I say it, you do it, or there will be consequences. Just thinking about taking four years of pent up aggression out on your body, having you at my mercy, giving you what you deserve has my dick so hard…. And I know you will cooperate. Right, Eden?” He answered for me. “Yeah, you will,” “Because you know I know all about your skeletons and where the graves are. So, you can either do what I say or….” He left the rest hanging in the air. My whole body tensed at his threat.
I could feel his intense stare on me as he waited for me to acknowledge my defeat. I knew exactly what skeletons he was talking about, and the last thing I needed was for him to go digging them up. I knew about King’s misdeeds too, but he’d been smart enough not to let me know where he’d buried his. I had no other choice but to do what he said.
“Okay, I’ll do it.” I shrugged. “What’s your end game? What in the fuck is it that you want from me?”
He laughed.
“I want my pound of flesh. I want you to regret lying to me. To regret meeting me as much as I regret meeting you.”
I almost laughed at his reply. If that was his goal, he had already achieved it … I kept that part to myself.
“Since you have nothing further to say, and we’ve come to an agreement, stroke me, the way I like it. How I taught you.” Instead of letting go and letting me do it he guided my hand, making me manipulate his hard flesh for a moment. When he let go instinct took over, and I gripped him firmly. I stroked him, fast, from base to tip, trying my best to milk him. The sounds he made caused my nipples to tighten. My skin burned and my pussy ached.
He knew I was trying to make him cum fast. Knocking my hand away he hissed, “You won’t get out of this that easily. On your knees, Eden and remember, if you yell, our secret gets out.”
His weight lifted.
I told myself that I was doing what he said because of his threat, but deep down I wanted what I knew would come next. Thick slickness wetting my thigh was evidence of that.
I pushed myself up on my hands and knees, burying my head in the pillow.  I gripped the headboard. Anticipation had me breathing heavy.
“Arch your back and keep it arched,” he ordered.
He didn’t give me time to follow directions before he took control.
King splayed his big hand right above my ass and pushed me down. My back dipped; legs spread. He pushed his hips forward. The head of his dick teased my clit. He ran it up, then down my slit, then I felt it pressing at my entrance. “Pussy too tight,” he groaned. “Can’t fuck you how I planned just yet.”
His breathing was ragged as he slid in excruciatingly slow, stretching me, letting me adjust, then stretching me more. He was giving my pussy more consideration now than he did when I’d given him my virginity. Then again, he was just probably trying his best not to cum too quickly.
He took his time. When he was fully inside of me, he grabbed my arms pulling them behind me. My back bowed in the middle. My ass rose even higher. I bit my tongue to keep from moaning. I didn’t want him to know how much I liked what he was doing to me.
I couldn’t help but like it. My body knew whom it belonged to and I hated that.
“Fuck me back, Eden.”
I undulated my hips, dancing into his dick.
“Fuck, you feel so good. Four years, I been dreaming of doing this again, every night.”
He gave me a few, long, deep punctuated strokes that made me think he really had missed me. Hell, the way he stroked me made me think I had missed him. When he found my sweet spot, he plucked at it until my body felt like liquid.
“You’re still mine. I can feel it.” He groaned, sending chills down my spine.
His thrust picked up, going deep.
“To do with as I please.”
His grip on my arms got rougher.
“To do to what I please.”
He pushed impossibly deep inside of me. I had to convince myself I could take it.
“Don’t you miss this?” he asked.
He spread my ass going deeper. I cried out. The sounds I made were embarrassing and my skin felt too hot and sensitive.
“Say it. You miss me. Say you’re mine, Eden.” He was nearly begging me too.
I fisted the sweat-slicked sheets and bit my tongue.
When I didn’t say what he wanted to hear, he stopped suddenly. He tapped my hip. “Lay on your back, Eden.” He rasped out. I could feel the impatince rolling off of him. I took my time because I was being petty and because my legs might as well have been noodles. 
When I lay flat on my back, he hovered over me, lording over me. “It’s okay. You’ll eventually tell me what I want to hear,” he said as he made his way down between my legs. He licked and sucked at my exposed skin as he went. Nipping at flesh. Marking me.
My soul nearly ascended from my body when his tongue came in contact with my clit. I hadn’t had my pussy eaten in years. Ellis had reserved that for whomever else he was fucking. I missed it, Lord knows I did. 
My back came up off the bed. He splayed his hand on my belly and pushed me back down. He wrapped his arms around my thighs locking them down. He fucked me with the tip of his tongue until I begged.
“Please.” I didn’t know what I was begging for, but he did. He gave it to me when he sucked  my clit into his mouth. He didn’t stop until I was trembling and cumming.
Then he kissed his way back up my body causing my nerves to pulse. He stopped at my breasts. He twirled his tongue over my left nipple. I shivered. He grazed his teeth over my right.  I moaned and ran my hand threw his silky hair, gripped it and held him there. He sucked my nipple until I was on the verge of cumming again, then pulled away suddenly. “My turn,” he growled, before he slammed into me and began plowing my pussy.




Eden: Lockdown
Present


I watched Momma while she cooked. She was so pretty. Tall, dark, shaped like an hourglass. and attractive like a model, with a long slender neck, high cheekbones, and long thick hair. I remember being young and wishing I looked like her. I wanted to look in the mirror and see an African Queen staring back at me too. But all I saw was a girl with caramel skin, a round face with eyes that were too big and strange freckles. I was 5’4” and chubby,  I did have the hourglass figure, but Momma was a brickhouse though. We both matched on the inside though. Both broken Black women, with ugly selfish attitudes. I was aware of my own issues; too bad Momma wasn’t aware of hers.
“When are you going back to your husband?” she asked, breaking me out of my admiration of her. Her tone let me know she was about to start an argument.
“I hope never. But you don’t have to worry about my being here for much longer.” Momma and I didn’t have the type of relationship where I could run to her for safe haven. She was too self-absorbed and only tolerated me when she had to. That tolerance had ended the minute she thought I’d crossed her.
As soon as King told her his lies, she’d packed my shit, sat it by the front door, and told me to get out. I won’t lie on her and say she’d been a totally callous about it. She’d given me a few hundred dollars before putting me out.
Sucking her teeth, Momma turned and wagged the spatula she was holding in her hand in my direction.
“I suggest you watch your fucking tone. See, that’s why that man beat your ass. Your mouth. That’s a good man you left for no reason,” she bitched. I blocked her out. She was the last person I would take relationship advice from.
My mother had terrible taste in men, my daddy included. I was eight when he left her for one of her friends. But I can remember how much he made her cry before he left. He was a bum too. He didn’t work, stayed out late, and called her all kinds of fucked up names. She took it until one day he just didn’t show up again.
After him, there were Earl and Carl. They both were younger than her, but she let them walk all over her. They both cheated. They would both beat her ass whenever they felt like it.
They all left eventually, then she searched for a new one instead of getting her life together.
I guess she decided a change of race would change her luck. That’s where James, King’s father came in. His being white made no difference.  He turned out to be the exact same as all the men she’d had before him. He left too.
“Eden.” Momma called my name when I hadn’t acknowledged her.
I looked up to find her watching me. Her aggrevation with me shone bright in her eyes.
“Your and my definition of good are very fucking different. I know you don’t want me here, and I won’t be here for long,” I said.
Just as I finished my declaration, King came sauntering into the kitchen wearing only a pair of boxers, looking refreshed, as if he hadn’t kept me up all night fucking me raw and bitching about my supposed betrayal.
When he turned to look at me, I dropped my head into the cereal bowl I was eating from. But I could see momma's face light up out of my peripheral. I’m not sure if my Momma wanted to fuck King or if she saw him as her actual son, but either way she always treated him better than she’d ever treated me.
Like flipping a switch, I watched as her entire demeanor changed. A smile curved her thick lips, and her tone dropped an octave too soft. She bounced on her feet.
I squeezed the bridge of my nose hoping to stave off an incoming headache.
“It’s not that I don’t want you here. It’s just that I’m concerned by how depressed you seem being away from your husband.” She was putting on a show, playing the concerned mother.
Yeah, clean that shit up, I thought.
“Good morning, Ashford.” She smiled at him after letting bullshit spew from between her lips.
“Good morning, Momma.” I could feel his eyes heavy on me.
A aggravated sigh slipped from between my lips.
I hated when he called her Momma. He only did it because he knew it annoyed me.
Momma giggled. “I cooked you a welcome home breakfast. I’ve got sausage and biscuit, grits with butter and milk like you like it.”
I sucked my teeth. She hadn’t even offered me anything.
I wanted to laugh. I wanted to cry.
“Okay,” I said aloud. “Whatever,” I mumbled under my breath.
“You two are always bickering.” King interjected in this sugary sweet tone that made my ass itch. I looked up just to roll my eyes at him.
He was watching my face, studying me. That was the first time we’d seen each other in the light of day in nearly four years. King looked exactly the same, like time had frozen him. His glasses were back though.
He searched my eyes as if looking for something and a deep line etched in his forehead.
I dropped my head.
I heard him thank Momma for the plate she handed him. I felt it when he took a seat next to me. His knee brushed mine.
“We’re not arguing,” my momma lied. “I’m just trying to get her to see the errors in her ways. She needs to go back to her husband. I was trying to explain to her that some things are bound to happen in marriage and she just has to learn how to deal with them.” “She turned her back to us. King’s eyes narrowed dangerously in my direction. The cold fury in them lifted the hairs on the back of my neck.
“Is that so? What things are bound to happen?” If Momma knew about our relationship his tone would have set off all kinds of alarms. He was angry at the mention of me and Ellis together.
“They had a fight,” she volunteered.
King’s eyes suddenly zeroed in on the cut on my lip, the bruising around my eyes, the handprints around my neck. He knew they weren’t his. He never left marks.
He scowled. “He hit you?”
“No. They fought. He said Eden hit him too.” Momma defended Ellis. She thought he was the best thing to ever happen to us. As long I was married to him, he paid her bill’s and sent her an allowance. I had married the man she wanted. They talked more than we did. When she came to visit me, she was really visiting him. He would also call her weekly to complain about me and make excuses for beating my ass when he felt like it, then momma would chastise me for not being a good wife.
King cut his eyes at Momma before swinging them back to me.
“When will you be going back to hubby?” He said it like he was daring me to answer him and telling me I was never going back all in the same breath.
“I don’t think it’s any of your business,” I spat.
Momma spoke up for him right away.  “You don’t have to talk to him like that.”
He waved her off. “It’s okay, Momma. I know how Eden is.”
Momma changed the subject and started talking about the coronavirus, safer at home guidelines and King’s parole. I guess he was staying with her until he got all his legal issues worked out.
Then she fussed at him about adding more tats to his body and he told her how pretty she looked
They made me nauseous.
They continued to talk while my mind drifted…




Eden: The Story of Us
Past


I met King when I was fifteen years old. At first, he didn’t matter. When I was told I’d have a new brother, it had gone in one ear and out the other. I had more important issues to deal with than a fake brother. I was trying to maintain my 4.5 GPA so I could get into Spellman, my dream college. 
I was stressing over how my life would turn out, and I was still resentful and angry at my momma for moving us from Brooklyn away from my friends and family to Florida with no consideration for my feelings. 
She hadn’t even given me notice. One morning she woke me up and told me to pack all my shit because we were moving. All because of a man she had known for three weeks. But that was Momma’s modus operandi. She needed men. She would do anything for them, and she always put them ahead of me even though they all eventually broke her heart.
When I met James, I immediately knew he wasn’t any different than the men before him, except he was white and had nice things. A big eight-bedroom house, expensive cars and a nice size bank account. James was a plump, middle-aged, stereotypical looking Italian who sold luxury vehicles. Momma thought she’d hit the jackpot. 
She was loving the trips and new clothes, and I won’t lie and say I didn’t enjoy some of the benefits. We had been struggling back in New York. Momma only worked enough to feed and clothe us. There weren’t any extras. James came with extras – a car, an allowance, shopping sprees. He basically kept my credit card paid and let me be.  I was grateful for that because Momma had dealt with some creeps before who thought they could talk and manipulate their way between my thighs like they had done Momma. James turned out to be exactly how I imagined, an abusive cheater, but at least he’d kept all his B.S. between him and Momma and his son.
It was a month after we moved to Florida before I was actually introduced to King. Even though he lived with his father, he seemed to never be home. I found out why at the wedding.
 If either one of them breathed hard in the others direction, they’d turn into two snarling pit bulls. At the reception they made a spectacle of themselves. Their family partied around them as if they weren’t about to come to blows, which made me believe it was their usual behavior.
That night Momma had jumped in between them. She said wasn’t about to let them ruin her day. We had family visiting,  she was showing off all the new things her pussy had gotten her.
After momma calmed them down and put them in their respective corners, I didn’t see King for the rest of the reception. But I heard a lot about him. His family said he was quick-tempered and could be mean and downright evil. Some said there were rumors that he and his father were criminals, and some said he was married with a secret family. I really didn’t put much stock in anything I heard though. If you asked my mother’s family about me, they’d say I was fast and had a bad attitude because that’s what Momma told them.
Just before the night was over Momma walked King over to where I’d been sitting in the corner all night, being ignored. Our family barely acknowledged me, because Momma rarely took me around them, and there were none my own age.
“This is King,” she said before telling me he would watch me while she and her husband were gone on their month-long honeymoon.  Then she pivoted in her expensive heels and walked away leaving us to finish introducing ourselves. I just shook my head inwardly at the fact that she was leaving me with a perfect stranger.
His eyes had been low and hooded as if he were high or had been fucked really good. He smelled like weed and sex, so I guessed both. I’d scrunched my nose up and scooted further away from him. His response was to wink at me from behind his superman glasses. I wondered if he was hiding a different persona behind his glasses like superman.
“Welcome to the family, Eden. My father says you’re a good girl.” He half smirked-half smiled. His voice was deep and smokey. The way he said “good girl” as if he was daring my young ass to tell him or show him different. That  made me scrutinize him.
I watched as his eyes trailed from the top of my head to the tip of my toes. There was an appreciative gleam in them, and he wasn’t bashful about me knowing he liked what he saw, either. I was used to it, though. He looked at me the way most men who first met me did. I was a “thick” teenager with more ass and tits than I needed.
My first impression of him was that he was obnoxious, violent, and loud. He looked weird, too. He was tall, like 6”3’ and slim, too slim, like really slim and wearing too tight, hipster black pinstripe dress pants. His tats peeked from under the collar of his dress shirt. He had this rocker-chic look going, with huge gages in his ears, and his tongue was pierced too. Not my type, but I couldn’t deny he was attractive with his messy, thick black hair and pale, tatted skin.
He’d put his hand out for me to shake, and reluctantly I’d shook it.
A spark of electricity passed between. He snatched his hand away and frowned, his eyes never leaving me. His thick, black brows drew together creating a V. His tongue darted out and trailed his lips as he searched my face for something. He either found it or didn’t, I’m not sure, but he eventually looked away. Then he sat next to me in silence until his daddy called a car to pick us up. I could feel him watching me the entire time we sat there, but every time I turned to look at him, he’d be facing forward. Weird indeed. Then out of the blue he asked me how old I was. I answered, “I’m fifeteen.” He shook his head, then he didn’t say a word to me after. Not even in the limo as we sat facing each other. His behavior amused me.
The month he “watched” me while our parents toured Europe comprised of my being in my brand-new home alone until our parents came back.
For the next two and a half years, he avoided me like the plague. It was obvious he was doing it. I’d walk in a room, he’d walk out. I don’t think we had exchanged over ten words, and he was always short with me. But when we were forced to be in a room together, he was always watching me. I was okay with the distance, though. He was five years older and weird. He was a non-factor as far as I was concerned.
I made new friends. I met Ellis. I got accepted to Spellman. I got a reprieve from my Momma’s bullshit because she was solely focused on James.
King and my relationship was non-existent until I caught him fucking one of the many girls he would bring over. I went to the shed out back to grab paint for a class project. I had heard the moaning before I even put my hand on the knob. I knew my mother and James were inside where I’d left them, so it couldn’t be them. I should have minded my business, but curiosity got the best of me.
My heart pounded as I eased the door open. I walked in just beyond the threshold and peaked from behind the shelves that lined the walls. There was King and a girl, but she was calling him Ashford. Not just calling his name but screaming it. Ashford, Ashford, Ashford, repeatedly while, throwing her hips back into him. 
King had her positioned so that she was kneeling on his daddy’s work bench. One of her legs was thrown over the top, and he was pistoning in and out of her with his thick, long dick.
The ecstasy on her face had me imagining switching places with her. My hand went to my throat. I gripped it. I felt envious and aroused.  I was more turned on than ever before. Involuntarily, I moved closer so I could get a better look. They were in the shadows and I couldn’t see King clearly. For some unexplained reason I desperately needed to.
Seeing his body nude for the first time made me realize that he wasn’t as thin as I’d thought. His clothes hid tight lean muscle. He had one of those swimsuits model’s bodies and his tats were mesmerizing. He was fucking gorgeous, and I hadn’t noticed. Or maybe he had just matured. The gages and tongue ring were gone, so were the glasses that used to hide his dark eyes.
I don’t know if he heard me or saw me, but he chose the moment  I finally came to my senses and was backing out of the room to look up. The weight of his stare froze me in place. I couldn’t have moved even if someone had had a gun to my head.
His face was blank, but his eyes were alive. He continued fucking her and holding me captive without missing a beat. I held my breath praying that the girl didn’t turn and see me too. As if he’d read my mind, he pushed her head further down, and her long red hair further obscured her vision.
The next thing that happened blew my mind and put me on the road of destruction. He pulled out of her, used his fingers to continue to fuck her while he removed the condom he’d been wearing, He spit in his hand and watched me while he pumped his fat hard cock. He stroked his long shaft from top to bottom. Pre-cum oozed from the tip.
I was breathless. My breasts throbbed for attention. It took everything in me not to pull my tits out and play with them for him like I did for Ellis. I wanted to be the reason he came. I wanted him to make me cum. My pussy ached like it had never done before. I fisted my hand into the small silk camisole I was wearing to restrain myself. His eyes fell to my exposed cleavage. They lingered a while before coming back to my face. 
I bit my lip so hard I almost drew blood when he threw his head back. “Fuck,” he cursed and groaned. He came shooting cum all over the girl’s ass. The sounds he made while cumming made my entire body ache. My mouth watered. I imagined tracing the thick, prominent vein on his cock with my tongue. I wondered what he would taste like. I exhaled slowly, setting free a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.
We watched each other for what felt like hours. The predatory look in his eyes both scared and excited me. He mouthed “go.” I turned and ran.
Watching him fuck that girl had fed something in me. I had always been sexual. I’d watch porn and played with my pussy. I’d been finger fucked and had my titties sucked to orgasm, gave blow jobs, but nothing had ever felt as exhilarating as watching King though. I wanted that rush again, or maybe I wanted King. I didn’t exacty know. But couldn't find out right away. King ignored me for the next two weeks. No matter how much I tried to get his attention he ignored me. I was used to being ignored, but him doing it bothered me. My desire for him turned into this weird obsession.
I started watching him, waiting for my chance to catch him vulnerable again.
One night when he came home, I waited until I heard the bathroom door in the hall close, then I snuck to his room.
My body was wired, filled with nervousness and excitement as I stripped naked while he was in the shower. I crawled into his bed. It smelled like him, like sandalwood and Newport’s. The scent of him and the adrenaline coursing through my veins made me so wet. 
I laid back, pinched and rubbed my nipples until they were tight and aching. I cupped them, massaged them and imagined it was King until I could no longer help myself. I needed to touch my clit. I spread my thighs, slid my fingers between my already wet folds. “Ooh,” I moaned softly, grazing my hard bud. I closed my eyes and let my mind drift back to that night. I could vividly see King lazily and languidly stroking his stiff cock. I slipped two slick fingers into my tight opening, undulating my hips.
A sharp inhalation of breath caused my eyes to pop open. King was at his bedroom door watching me. His eyes were ablaze and centered directly on my pussy.
“Show me,” I said softly. “Do what you did before.” I wanted him to touch himself again, this time just for me. He startled, as if he had been in a trance and my words brought him out of it. His eyes moved from between my thighs to my face. He gave me a steady glare, his nostrils flared.
“Get the fuck out of my room.” I was unnerved and turned on by his ominous tone. I was also determined.
I brazenly dragged my free hand over my breast. The flesh tightened. His eyes became fixated on them again. “Not until you do what you did that night, just for me.” I pinched my nipple, tugging at it and whimpered, “please don’t make me beg.”
He shook his head. “We can’t do this!” The stark hunger in his eyes told me differently. I knew he wanted to. He just needed a little coaxing.
I spread my legs wider, giving him a better view of my pussy. I began fucking myself with my fingers.
I pouted and arched my back, pushing my breast forward. “Please, Ashford.” I had never called him by that name, and I could tell he liked it. His whole body flushed.
He groaned deep in his throat, cursed, looked away for just a second. When he looked back, I could see the defeat in his eyes. He dropped his towel, spat in his hand and fisted his cock.
He should have never given in to me. The feminine power I felt from breaking his will fed dark, needy parts of me. He was older. He was more experienced. He was supposed to be able to resist me but couldn’t. I had made him do what I knew he didn’t want to do. I was addicted.
He seemed traumatized after and avoided me at all cost. The next time I was able to get him alone was nearly a week later. Our parents had thrown a party. I had been watching him all night. He’d come with a red head. Not the one I caught him fucking, but a different one. I guess that was his preferred aesthetic.
He never let me catch his eyes nor had he looked my way until I was talking to one of the many males in the room, then I’d feel the heavy weight of his stare. 
I became a social butterfly that night, basking in his covert attention more than the men who were openly interested in me. I even danced. I tied my floor-length dress around my thick thighs and let myself get lost in the beat. My momma encouraged me. 
She was happy because I’d let her use me like a doll. She’d straightened my kinky hair until it hung down my back. She made me squeeze my size twelve body into a size eight red mermaid dress that fit me like a second skin. People kept telling us we looked like sisters or that she looked too young to have an eighteen-year-old daughter. She joined me on the dance floor that night, showing me attention I had always wanted from her, but it meant nothing. She was only doing it because so many men watched us, wanting us. I was only concerned about King. I wanted his attention.
I danced until I saw him leave the dining area, then I followed.
He was coming out of the bathroom when I pushed him back into it. I locked the door and pressed my back against it.
He backed up and leaned lazily against the sink. He gave me a dark dangerous once over. Again, his eyes were really low and red, as if he was high or drunk. He always seemed to be one or the other.
“You look stunning,” he complimented.
Instead of thanking him or complimenting him back, I said exactly what was on my mind.
“You’ve been hiding from me. I don’t like that.”
He cocked his head and laughed, a deep rich sound that caused my stomach to clench.
“I wasn’t hiding. I was avoiding you. Avoidance is good under the circumstances,” he said
I rolled my eyes dismissively, then got down to the business at hand. “I want to do what you did to yourself. I want to touch you.”
He shook his head, after studying my face for a moment. “No, we’re not doing anything like that again.” It wasn’t a very adamant no, and he made no move to leave the room. He outweighed me by fifty pounds. There was no way I could keep him there if he didn’t want to be.
“You say that like you really believe it. If you want to leave, leave.” I grinned while pulling the top of my dress down over my breasts. They bounced once then settled. My breasts were perfect double D cups that sat up on their own. My nipples were the color and size of Hershey kisses.
His breath hitched and the arrogant smile he’d worn fell away. His reaction gave me satisfaction. It made me feel even more brazen.
I invaded his space until I stood flush against him. I smirked when I felt his hard dick pressed into my thigh.
“Leave,” I challenged.
His head lulled forward; he pressed his forehead to mine. Our lips were inches apart. His breath smelled like cigarettes and expensive whiskey.
“You’re determined to make me ruin your life.” It sounded as if he felt sorry for me. He reached up, gripped my neck, applying enough pressure to spike my adrenaline. I liked it. I raised my head daring him to squeeze harder.
“Like you could,” I taunted
“I can. And I very well might.” He drew his bottom lip into his mouth. “Keep playing, little sister, and I’m going to give you the nine inches of heartache you keep begging for.” It was a warning I would later wish I would have taken heed of.
He used his thumb to trace my lips once, then his hand dropped to his side.
Instead of walking away from the fire that would later burn me, I pressed my lips to the sliver of exposed skin around his collar, peppered his warm flesh with kisses.
His breathing turned heavy.
“Teach me, please.” I whispered close to his lips. If my momma hadn’t taught me much else, she’d taught me to say please. It worked.
The low groan that came from his mouth signaled his defeat.
In the next moment I heard the metal on metal clank of his belt, heard his zipper being unzipped. I felt his pants graze my legs as they fell to the floor. They pooled around his ankles.
He was being extra helpful for someone who had told me “no” a minute earlier.
He grabbed my hand, ran his tongue over the palm wetting it. The sensation made butterflies dance in my belly. His hand shook as he guided mine to his cock. It was hard and hot.  I could barely wrap my fingers around it, it was so thick. I circled the head gathering sticky fluid.
He hissed.
I rose to my tippy toes, traced the curve of his jaw with my nose. He groaned.
I brought my lips to his ear, making him shiver as my breath hit his flesh. “Show me!” I wanted to please him.
He set the pace. He guided my hand up and down his shaft, showing me how to stroke him. “Tighter,” he moaned and gyrated his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my grip.
“Damn, you’re sexy,” I rasped,” trailing my free hand up his shirt tracing the contours of his abs with my long fingernails. He trembled ever so slightly, but just enough for me to catch it. During it all he never looked away from my face. 
Not long after I started, he was cumming all over my fingers, in thick streams. The urge to drop to my knees and suck him clean was there but he didn’t give me the chance. As soon as his body settled, he staggered away from me. He turned, pulled up, zipped and buttoned his pants. Then he angrily shoved me to the side and left the bathroom, slamming the door behind him. He and his companion had left the party before I made it back downstairs. I thought about his reaction the rest of the night. It left me wondering if maybe I should leave him alone.
***
Everything came to a head when Ellis stopped in for a visit. Our parents were out of town again.
King busted in my room as if he owned it. I hadn’t seen him in two weeks. I was kind of over him. I was tiring of chasing him when I didn’t even know where I wanted our brief encounters to go. Did I actually want him, or was the high from making him do what he didn’t seem to want to do what I craved?
Plus, I hated the fact that I seemed to need his attention. I decided to leave him alone until I figured what exactly it was I wanted from him.
I kept reading.
“You have company,” he growled.
I looked away from my book to him. I rolled my eyes.
“Did you by chance get a name?”
“No. I assume it’s Ken,” he sneered.
I immediately knew it was Ellis. He really did remind me of a Ken doll with his blond hair and blue eyes. He was tall with an athletic body and had a tan only good money could buy. We had an interesting relationship. I hadn’t noticed him at first. I wanted his friend Dutch, but fuckboy Dutch said he didn’t like Black girls. 
That made no sense to me since he was the color of onyx. He didn’t want me but got all pissy when Ellis showed interest in me. I fooled around with Ellis just out of spite. Best decision ever. Ellis ate pussy as if it were a job.
I got out of bed and pushed past King. He followed me downstairs. When I got to the living room, Ellis was nowhere to be seen.
“You didn’t let him in?”
“No. Why would I?” King said before turning and walking away, but not leaving. He stood at the bottom of the steps watching me with narrowed eyes. I paused long enough to stare back at him.
“Problem?” I asked wondering why he was minding my business and not his.
He cocked his head but said nothing.
I rolled my eyes.
Ellis was gone when I opened the door. That’s when King was no longer interested. He headed towards the den, which had been dubbed the entertainment room. He spent most of his time in there when he was home.
I went back upstairs to my room. I tried calling Ellis, but he never answered.
I had a sneaking suspicious my stepbrother was the reason why. But I didn’t care, because Ellis had been getting clingy. He had gone as far as to ask me what I thought about him going to a school in Atlanta so we could maintain our relationship. As far as I was concerned, we didn’t have one. We hadn’t even had sex, just fooled around, and he was already planning our future?
I already had planned my next four years in my head. I was going to spend them concentrating on studying so I could get into a good law school. No boyfriend, no commitments. I just had to find a way to tell Ellis that. But at that moment none of it mattered. I went back to my book.
King stuck around that night. I could hear him walking back and forth in his room as if he were pacing.
Eventually he came into my room.
He leaned his tall, pale body against the door frame with his arm folded across his chest. He watched me. I could tell he was waiting for me to acknowledge him. Which is exactly why I didn’t. If he had something to say, he would have to just say it.
Another minute passed.
“Who is the boy?” his tone filled with jealousy.
My eyebrow rose. I sat up in my bed and watched him back. He was shirtless, his black sweatpants rode low on his hips. “What does actual sex feel like?” I asked instead of answering him.
He just stared at me for what felt like forever, then he’d walked further into my room his eyes held an ominous gleam I hadn’t noticed before.
His being in my room for the first time made it feel too small. Too childish. Momma had decorated it all pink and frilly. She didn’t know me at all. There was stuffed animals and posters of boy bands on the wall. I hated it before and hated it even more with him being in it. I knew he already thought I was too young to do what we did, and the pink unicorns on my bedspread wouldn’t help change his mind.
Heat radiated from him as he stared at me. “You’re a virgin?” His voice shook along with his hands, and I knew then what I wanted. I wanted him to fuck me and take my virginity, and I knew how to get him. My heart began beating faster in anticipation. I could read the possessiveness in his eyes. Saw that the thought of being my first was making him weak enough to break him.
“Yes. I’ve done other stuff, just never been penetrated by a dick. Tell me, please.” I batted my eyes and pouted prettily for him. King was too easy to read. He was attracted to my supposed innocence.
He walked further into the room. He came over to my bed and crouched down to meet me at eye level.
We went from talking to touching. Then something came over me. I grabbed him by the back of the neck, dragged him to me. I kissed him how I suspected he’d like, deeply, slowly, and languidly. He kissed me back, took control. He lit a fire in my pussy that I felt over every inch of my body. That led to me begging him.
“If we do this-- from this moment forth, you’ll be mine and you’ll be doomed, because being with me is going to drain you bit by bit and I’m going to be the only one who can replenish you,” he warned.
I lowered my voice real soft like. “I’m okay with that, Ashford,” was my answer. I knew how to press his buttons.
The muscles in his shoulder became coiled with tension.
I knew in that moment he’d given up. He would stop trying to fight what was inevitable. The energy in the room shifted.
I closed my eyes just for a second to revel in the fact that I’d broken his will.
When I opened them a wicked almost cruel smile came on King’s face. Suddenly, I felt as if I’d been tricked, as if I were no longer as in control of the situation as I had thought. I swallowed hard. He crowded closer. In one swift motion, he reached for me. He tangled his hand in my hair and snatched my head back. I hissed. My scalp burned and tingled. My heart was going ape shit in my chest.
He leaned in and trailed his thick tongue down my neck then back up again. I moaned when his teeth nipped at me ear.
“One day you’ll look back on this moment, and I want you to remember, you asked for this. Begged for me to wreck you,” he rasped out. “And since you think you’re in charge, lil girl. Tell me what you want me to do to you,” he whispered against my ear. His words sounded menacing, but they didn’t scare me, not until our eyes connected. My heart skipped a beat. For the first time I saw it, the anger, the malice, the murkiness that lay behind his dark irises. My fate. He would ruin me, just like he’d said. Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure if I had trapped him or he had trapped me. At the moment it didn’t matter. I was going to fuck him anyway.
He gripped my jaw digging his fingers into my skin, refocusing me. I told him outright. “I want you to fuck me.”
He licked his lips. They were fuller than any white boy’s lips I’d ever seen.
“How? How do you want me to fuck you?”
My mind immediately flashed back to the night I’d caught him. I had wanted to switch places with that girl. This was my chance.
“Hard and deep. Like you fucked her.”
He groaned. He reached between us. His cold callused fingers felt good against my hot skin. Using the pad of his thumb he circled my nipple. “Are you going to be a pretty lil slut like her and suck my cock to get it ready, before I fuck you?” My body reacted aggressively to his words. My pulse quickened. My pussy gushed, wetting my inner thighs. My mouth watered.
“Yes, please.”
“Get on your knees then,” he said.
He didn’t have to tell me twice. I fell to my knees,  eagerly pulling his sweats down with me andcrossing my ankles behind me. I was confident I would please him. He had on no boxers to speak of. He was completely unprepared for me to swallow him whole. He whimpered, like Ellis usually did, like a boy. I moaned around the length of him. He groaned from above me.
“You like my dick in your mouth, lil girl?”
Mentally I laughed. I would show him I wasn’t anyone’s little girl.
I gripped his hands, holding them to keep them to his side. I began working my mouth over his thick rod, up and down. Making sure to suck the swollen, sensitive head. His hand trembled in my grip. His breaths came out in pants.
Up and down. Suck the head. I watched him for his reaction. Veins stood out on his neck as he gritted his teeth.
Suddenly he cursed and snatched his hands from my grip. He gripped the back of my head, forcing me to swallow him down the back of my throat. I didn’t even gag.
He growled, “I want to thank and kill the motherfucker who taught you to suck dick this well.”
He possessiveness caused my clit to ache. I reached down, slid my panties to the side and massaged it as he fucked my face. My clit was so swollen and sensitive. It didn’t take much manipulation from me. I came on my fingers at the same time his salty-sweet essence filled my mouth. He growled when he came.
My entire body trembled.
King came down on his knees to meet me. He roughly cupped my face, kissed me. It was forceful and devastating. He dragged his hand down my body, inside my underwear. His thick fingers parted my slippery folds before entering me. In and out he fucked me with them. When it was just getting good, he stopped and pulled away. He tugged at my shirt.
“Take this off, all of it,” His deep voice was demanding.
My eyes flew open, I hadn’t even realized they’d lulled shut. The way he was looking at me. As if he wanted to consume me whole, body and soul, fed my ego. I stood, pulled the thin cami I wore over my head, slid out of my panties. He stood. He kicked off his sweat. His dick was pointing straight at me.
“Just let me look at you for a minute.”
He circled me like a shark who smelled blood in water. His fingers traced various spots of my skin. “Perfect,” he breathed out, “so fucking perfect.”
And I felt perfect.
When he faced me, he raised his hand, brought it up, brushed his knuckle cross my cheek. He then looked me in my eyes.
“This is your chance to save yourself, Eden. Tell me to leave.”
I blanked out for a second. But I refocused myself quickly. My heart pounded. My need for him was thick and sticky, clinging to me. I could physically feel it in my being. There was no way I was telling him to leave.
I shook my head. “I want this. I want you,” I said.
He gave me a hard look. I could see the possessiveness in his penetrating glare. Something in me screamed for me to change my mind, but I couldn’t. I was too far gone.
“No more Ken doll. No other men. Just me and you, Eden. Forever.” He declared before he lifted me off my feet like I weighed nothing and carried me to the bed. 
He laid me down then lay on top of me. His dick pressed against my pussy. For a few tense moments we just stared at each other. He looked like he was trying to talk himself out of what we both wanted, or he was waiting for me to change my mind.
His muscles were coiled so tight the tension caused his body to vibrate. I needed him too much for him to change his mind. I spread my legs, dug my nails into his biceps. “Please,” I spurred him on. His eyes fluttered. He bit into his bottom lip, moved his hips, sliding between my wet folds until he was pressed against my opening
“I can’t believe how hot and wet you are,” he said before his mouth covered mine. His kiss was hard and moist and hot and breathy.
His grip on my waist tightened as he pushed into me in one swift stroke. There wasn’t anything gentle about it. My back arched from the bed. I dug my nails into his bicep. I cried out. The pain was searing. Tears stung my eyes. It hurt, but I didn’t want him to stop. I grinded my teeth, spread my legs wider, tried to make my body adjust to the intrusion. I breathed out relaxing my muscles
“That’s it,” he groaned. “Take it.”
He didn’t fuck me like in the romance books. He didn’t wait for me to adjust to his size or whisper sweet nothings.
He fucked me like I asked him to. Using long deep strokes that I felt in my stomach. His teeth raked over my skin and bit into flesh. His hands were everywhere.
He talked to me too.
“You’re mine.”
He bit into my chin.
“Touch me.”
He directed my hand where he needed it to be.
“Feel me.”
He grabbed my legs, hooked my knees under his arms, spread me wider. Rocked into me, penetrating deeper.
“Nobody else, only me, Eden. Promise me.”
At that moment I would have told him anything he wanted to hear. I made the promises he asked me to.
“Can I cum in you?”
Without thought of consequences I said, “yes,” and wrapped legs around him and came as he pounded into me. His orgasm followed soon after mine. Groaning and panting he came hard inside of me.
That night he taught me to like the pleasure wrapped in pain, to crave it even. To crave him.
***


“Eden.” I vaguely heard my momma call my name. Then King called me. I shook myself from memories of the past. I looked up from my empty cereal bowl and saw that they were both watching me.
“Did you not hear me, Eden? “Momma had an attitude so she must have asked me something and thought I was ignoring her.
“No, I didn’t hear you. Can you repeat what you said?”
The scowl on her face deepened.
King watched me with what looked like concern in his gaze.
“Do you have any money for groceries? Today is the first day of the safer-at-home quarantine. I won’t be leaving the house after today to shop. If you’re going to stay here and eat, you have to contribute.”
I opened my mouth to tell her I’d only be there a day or two more, but then I changed my mind. The less she knew the better. I gritted my teeth, got up and went into the living room where I’d left my purse. I got my wallet. I pretended to not notice that several of the hundreds I’d taken from the ATM when I left Georgia were gone. Momma probably had already helped herself. That’s how she was. I counted two hundred dollars. I blinked away the tears that burned my eyes and made my way back into the kitchen.
She and King were crowded together whispering, but broke apart when I came in. King watched me. There was a softness to his eyes that hadn’t been there just minutes before. “Here.” I dropped the money on the table instead of handing it to her then left them to their plotting. I told myself it would all be over soon. I made my way to the room, closed my door then used my hands to stifle my screams.

 




King: Karma
Present
After a long drawn out conversation with Eden’s momma, I finally convinced her to go get the supplies she said she so desperately needed. Being around Ruth again made me remember why I avoided her and my father when they’d gotten married. She was a fucking leech, just like him. She drained you with her neediness, constant ploys for attention and deceit.
I loathed the type of mother she was. Jealous and covetous of her own child. I would never claim to be a better person than she was, I wasn’t. But the way she treated Eden, her own flesh and blood, was disgusting and Eden didn’t even know the worse of it.
In the last days of her marriage to my father, I heard her trying to trade her daughter to keep my father around. Now, she was trying to encourage me to make Eden go back to a man that she knew was physically hurting her simply because he paid her bills. She was beyond despicable to me.
I went in search of Eden. Walking through that house brought back so many memories. Honestly, nothing sentimental. They were mostly memories of me fucking Eden in every room, on every surface. 
When I got to her room, the door was locked, which was exactly why I had brought a butter knife. My jaw tensed in aggravation as I pried it open. Eden knew how easily I could get in her room if I wanted, when I wanted. She had locked it to annoy me. 
I found her soaking in the tub. She had bubbles up to her neck, her head resting against the back of the tub, her eyes closed. She looked so relaxed. Just looking at her stole the breath right out of my lungs.
The temptation that always manifested when she was around made my palms sweat. I wanted to touch her. I was supposed to hate her for betraying me, sometimes I did. But even when I hated Eden, I wanted her. In prison, I had thought about killing her many times. On the bad nights when I got rea angry and lonely, I imagined escaping just to do it. My mindset was that if I couldn’t have her, nobody else could, especially not him. But when I killed her, then what? I couldn’t live without her. She was woven into every fiber of my being.
For a while I just watched her. Gone was the big bushy hair from four years earlier. A sleek shoulder-length bob framed her face.
“Not now, King,” she said without opening her eyes.
I laughed dryly, all the while fuming inside. “You let him beat you?” Eden had betrayed me for him, just to end up being abused by him.
“Leave me alone, King.”
“Why? You don’t want to talk about your karma for what you did to me?” 
She opened her eyes and laughed at me. “Of course, you think there’s some cosmic being exacting revenge for you. Is that what you’re saying, King? She paused, giving me time to answer. When I didn’t, she continued. “There’s no such thing as karma. There’s just life. Sometimes it’s fucked up and sometimes it isn’t.” She waved me off. “You really do think my existence revolves around you.”
“You used to think so too.”
She ran a wet hand over her face before turning to look at me. She cocked her head and studied me. “The keyword is ‘used’ as in past tense. We’re over. Everything there once was between us is now a pile of ashes.”
Her words wounded me, but I kept a poker face, refusing to show her that the verbal barbs she flung my way hit their mark. My thoughts immediately veered back to when for the first time she’d told me she loved me.
Our parents were out to dinner. So, we had a small window of time to be together alone. The words “We need to talk”, led to a heated conversation about telling our parents about us. She didn’t want to. It ended up with me squeezed between her thick thighs, trying to convince her. I hooked one of her legs over my arm as I pushed deep into her plush flesh. Luckily, I could talk and fuck at the same time. “We should just tell them. We’re both adults.” We had been spending time together and fucking every day for nearly six months. I didn’t know how much longer I could go without telling someone she was mine.
I pulled my cock out of her warm depths and spanked it across her wet, swollen pussy lips. She moaned, biting into her bottom lip. When I slipped back in, I wound my waist upward. She moaned and clawed at my back. 
I was tired of sneaking around as if what we had was a dirty little secret. She didn’t seem to have a problem with keeping everything under wraps though. That bothered me. Usually, it wouldn’t matter, but she was changing me. I was changing for her and planned to change even more for her. I just needed her on the same page. I wanted to give her the world. I just needed her to give me control.
Her pussy clamped down on my dick, almost distracting me from my goal. I slowed down to a languid pace that I knew would piss her off. Eden liked it hard and fast. 
Her eyes popped open; her plump lips curved into a pout. Now that I had her attention, I repeated myself. “We should tell them. I’m going to tell my dad, Eden.” 
She frantically shook her head no but began undulating her hips, chasing her high. “Please don’t.” The more she resisted me, the more I wanted her to agree. I reached down, circled her engorged clit. She bucked upward in response. 
“Why not, Eden? If we tell them, we can do this anytime we want without sneaking around.”
“Because,” she whimpered. 
Her walls squeezed my cock. I knew she was close, and I knew how to get her there. She’d be more agreeable then. 
I traced my finger up her torso, past her breasts. I gripped her throat, flexing my fingers as I closed them around her neck. Her legs shook. She moaned real pretty-like and dropped her head back, giving me better access. I squeezed hard, hard enough that it forced her to gasp and breathe through her nose. I watched her eyes roll to the back of her head. Her pussy clamped down tight around my cock, milking me. I could have cum right then, but I wouldn’t. I wanted to feel her for just a while longer. My body needed her. I lifted her leg higher. I stroked up, digging deeper. I found her spot and plucked at it until she sang. I squeezed her neck tighter. Her hands fell to her sides.
A maelstrom of emotions played on her pretty face as she came, leaking all over me. Her body convulsed and vibrated. I kept squeezing her neck and not once did she reach out and try to stop me. The fact that she trusted me enough to put her life in my hands made me want to beat my chest like a fucking gorilla. 
Though we were caught up in the moment we both heard my father’s car pull up out front. Eden was the first to react, even though her body was still trembling. Her glassy eyes darted to the door. “Stop. They’re here.” She was barely able to wheeze the words out past the grip I maintained on her neck, but I understood her, and she understood that my hold on her was no longer sexual, it was purely for restraint. She tried to move my hand.
I kept pumping in and out. Her beautiful breasts bounced and jiggled as I did. I was at a point where I didn’t care if we got caught. I wanted her in my bed, next to me all the time.
“If they walk in right now, we won’t have to tell them. I said.
She shoved at my chest, but I wouldn’t be moved. “They can watch me cum all in your sweet little cunt.”
“Please.” I could see the horror in her eyes. Still, I didn’t care.
“You like it when I do that Eden, cum deep inside you?”
Her pussy clenched, trying to milk me again.
“Please stop, they’re going to catch us,” she whined.
“I don’t care, Eden.” 
“Please. My momma will hate me if this ruins her marriage.”
I wanted to laugh. My father was already on the verge of moving on. He never stayed long. After my mother died of cancer when I was five, he moved from woman to woman, never making it past a year or two in a relationship with any of them. Him leaving was inevitable.
“I haven’t even cum yet. We can’t stop until you make me cum,” I taunted, angry that she continued to deny me. In reality, I wasn’t going to last much longer. I was straining to hold on to my nut.
“Stop, King.” Her voice rose as she panicked in earnest.
“Make me stop, Eden.” I challenged her.
Before I could say more, she maneuvered herself, so her leg fell free. She reached up and gripped my hair. She snatched my head forward. It felt like she’d ripped hair from the scalp. 
She brought the heel of her hand forward, striking me directly in my sternum.
“Fuck,” I cursed and staggered backward, my dick slipped from her pussy, my hand fell from her neck. Where the blow landed hurt like hell and I couldn’t catch my breath. She used my moment of incapacitation to shove me, before hopping off the chair, she took a few steps back while glaring at me angrily. Tears made her eyes sparkle.
“You’re such a fucking jerk sometimes. I don’t know why I love you, asshole.”
I don’t think she realized what she’d said as she stalked off towards the stairs. My pain was quickly forgotten. It became hard to breathe for an entirely different reason. I froze in place because “I love you too” was stuck on the tip of my tongue. It had been about to flow out of my mouth naturally, without thought. I had never said those words to anyone besides my mother when I was a child, never thought I would. But I loved, Eden. 
I tried to think back, to pinpoint the moment where things between us had changed from something dirty and lustful to love. At first, all I wanted was to own her, like one owns a toy or an object. I got off on her shenanigans. I liked her fire. Then one day out of nowhere I started noticing her smile and realized that I wanted to be the cause of it. 
I could hear my father and Ruth’s voices heading my way. I fixed my basketball shorts and trailed behind Eden before they reached me.
She was in the shower in her bathroom when I found her. I stood outside the shower stall, giving myself just a minute to look at her. She had the roundest ass I’d ever experienced, and it was soft. And I loved the way her skin reminded me of warm honey.
She jumped when she turned and found me watching her. Her lips pressed into a thin line of distaste and aggravation. “Get out!” 
“What did you say to me before you ran away?” She stared at me like I’d grown two heads when I stepped in behind her, under the spray of water, with my gym shorts and t-shirt still on. 
“What the fuck are you doing? I’m so–” I took a firm hold of her waist to keep her from leaving, then I kissed her, stealing her breath, halting her words. She kissed me back, greedily sucking my tongue. When I pulled away, she reached for me. Her eyes were low and dark. I knew if I reached down between her legs her pussy would be dripping. The fact simultaneously annoyed and gave me a weird sense of pride. She was always ready to fuck me, anything else and she’d whine about us getting caught or she would talk about how it wouldn’t look right. 
“What did you say to me?” I repeated.
“Wh—What?” She shook her head in confusion. 
“What did you say to me downstairs?”
“I said you’re an asshole,” she answered
“You also said you loved me.”
“No the fuc—” She paused mid-sentence. A thoughtful expression came to her face. She must have run what she said back in her head because she suddenly ducked her head.
“I love you too, Eden.”
“Get out, Ashford.” That wasn’t the response I expected. Maybe she hadn’t meant to say it. Maybe she didn’t love me. 
My heart pounded hard against my rib cage. Suddenly something in me snapped. Before I could stop myself, my hand flew up to grip her jaw. I got right up in her face. “You meant it didn’t you?” I sneered. She winced. “You wouldn’t play with me like that, Eden. Would you?” I backed her up into the shower stall. Water rained down onto her hair causing it to cover her face. With my free hand, I pushed it back. She was crying, but I didn’t care. She must have seen how important her answer was because she finally answered.
“I wouldn’t lie. I love you.  Don’t ask me why or how or when, because I don’t know, I just do.   I couldn’t tell you that because I knew it would change everything.” 
“Nothing will change.”
She looked at me skeptically, like she knew me better than I knew myself. It turned out she did because everything changed after that.
“I was young and dumb.” Her voice broke through my thoughts, settling me back in the present.
I raised my head to look at. She had her eyes closed. She was still so beautiful.
“Last night didn’t feel like we were over. You don’t want me anymore, Eden? I remember all the times you begged for me.” 
She sighed but said nothing, just turned and stared at me. I couldn’t decipher what was going on behind her eyes. 
I lifted my hand and scratched at the spot next to my heart. My chest ached. I had always been able to read her before.
“You’ve changed, Eden.” She drew her lips into a tight line. “You reek of weakness now.” It made me angry. I slammed my hand against the bathroom door.
She didn’t react. Still, she said nothing. The silence was deafening in the cramped space.
Old Eden would have cursed me out. She had so much fight in her back then. I almost felt sorry for the current her, almost. I felt that whatever had happened to her after I went prison, she had brought on herself.
I walked further into the bathroom, then crouched down next to the bathtub.
“Why are you back here, Eden?” I knew there was something she and her mother weren’t telling me.
She sighed. “It’s a long story, one that I’m not telling you. You all will find out soon enough anyway.” Her voice was filled with so many emotions I didn’t pressure her to tell me. I eventually would.
I pushed myself from the floor. “Get out of the tub, Eden.”
She massaged the bridge of her nose. “I should have left you alone back then. Getting involved with you has been the catalyst for all of my problems.”
“Ouch.” I feigned hurt knowing she didn’t mean it. I didn’t mean half of what I said. We were both just angry. “Kitty still has claws.” I removed a towel from the rack and held it out for her to step into. “Get out of the tub, Eden. I want to talk to you before your mother gets back.” By talk, I meant—fuck her. My dick had been missing her since I’d awoken to find her gone. I was missing her. I couldn’t stop missing her. Through all the anger, the fact that I still wanted her remained.
“I distinctly remember telling you that being with me wouldn’t meant that there wouldn’t always be rainbows and butterflies between us. I warned you.” I reminded her. I was not prepared for her to affect me as she had. I had too many balls in the air already. I tried to stay away from her. “But let’s not act as if the hurt isn’t mutual. I’m two days fresh out of prison and you had a hand in putting me there.”
She shook her head. “I’m just ready for all this to be over with.”
“You’re ready for what to be over with and why? So, you can go back to your husband?” I sneered. The thought of her running from me to him yet again made me want to hurt them both.
“I don’t want to talk about this.”
“Of course, you fucking don’t. That would be—”
Whatever else I was about to say died in my throat when she stood from the tub. Every part of her decadent body was covered in bruises and old scars that hadn’t been there four years earlier. 
An uncomfortable amount of weight fell, then settled in my chest, making my heart beat funny. Anger boiled in my blood. It was obvious her husband beat her brutally and often. I could not believe Ruth had made it sound as if Eden were asking for it or that her husband and her arguments amounted to a slap here or push there. I could make out knuckle prints in her caramel skin. What she had been going through hit me right in the core.
She raised her arms and posed, meeting my eyes head-on.
“Does it look like I want to go back to my husband?” Her words were meant to antagonize me.
“What-what did he do to you?” My throat clogged with emotion and hatred. I would kill that motherfucker.
She laughed and said, “No more than you did.”
My heart sped up. the accusation incensed me. To have her compare me to him. I wasn’t a saint, by no means, but I hadn’t physically abused her.
“I never beat you, Eden.”
She sighed then lazily stretched towards heaven before stepping out of the tub and walking my way with a tired expression on her face. She stopped at my side and looked up at me.
“No. You never beat me. You did everything else. You wrecked me, exactly how you said you would,” she said. Then she walked past me and out of the bathroom, leaving me behind with my thoughts.




Eden: Wild Times
Present
“I wrecked you. Really, Eden?”
It took him only thirty minutes to follow me from the bathroom. I thought I at least had a few hours. I just knew he would go brood in a corner somewhere and leave me the fuck alone after I told him my truth. But it seemed he was determined to drive me crazy. First, he wouldn’t let me take a bath in fucking peace. Now he wouldn’t let me sleep.
“So, it was all me. You did nothing?”
Here we go with this perpetual victim bullshit.
“What did I do to wreck you, Eden? Tell me. Give me an example, one where we weren’t mutually to blame?”
He suddenly wanted to talk. “Fine.”
I sat up in my bed and made sure I kept the sheet wrapped around me since I was nude underneath the covers. I turned in the direction of his voice. He was sitting in the soft armchair next to the window with his head down, looking lost.
“There really are too many to count.” He frowned and the part of me that always wanted to please King reared her ugly fucking head. “But we had good times.” I volunteered, because he really looked like he needed me to. But when I tried to think of any of the good between us that didn’t included fucking, it was hard.
“Those five days we spent locked away in your hotel. You remember those?” I asked
That was the first time we’d actually talked and had fun together without sneaking around. But even then, the beginning and end of those five days had been disastrous.




Eden: Those Five Days.
Past


“It’s final, Eden.” I glared down at Momma with my fists curled at my side. My whole body shook. I wanted to punch something. No, I wanted to punch her. I hated her. She was so fucking infuriating.
I left her sitting on the couch. I slammed into the kitchen. I went straight to the island, picked up the biggest knife from the butcher block. For a minute I just stared at it, thinking about going back into the living room to slit her fucking throat. She was determined to ruin my life, wouldn’t taking hers be fair? But as quick as the thought came it left. I dropped the knife. I ran my hand down my face and took a deep breath to calm myself.
“This can’t be my life.” I groaned while blinking away tears.
Out of my peripheral, I glimpsed someone.  Startled, a sharp gasp forced its way from my throat. Turning, I found King staring at me intently. I hadn’t seen him in a week. Not since he’d forced me to go to the movies with him, claiming he wanted to have an actual date. Which ended up being code for us fucking in the theatre.
He was sitting, leaned back into one of the kitchen chairs, watching me. He was wearing an expensive charcoal grey suit and his glasses were back.  He looked like a shady businessman. I wondered why he was dressed up. I wanted to ask him where he had been. I had been wondering about that a lot lately. Where did he go when he left for days and weeks at a time?
He spoke up first. “What were you thinking about doing with the knife, Eden?”  His index finger circled the rim of his glass as he watched me with a bland expression, waiting for an answer.
He wouldn’t get one. I shook my head in dismissal. I made my way over to the table and picked up the bottle of brown liquor he’d poured himself a drink from. He held my eyes the entire time without saying a word until I raised the bottle to my lips.
King frowned. “What are you doing?” he asked as he reached out and snatched the bottle from my hand before I could swallow a drop.
“I need fucking a drink,” I said but didn’t bother trying to get the bottle back.
His eyes had narrowed to slits.
“Oh, yeah?”
He picked up the cigarette that lay smoldering in an ashtray next to his arm. After placing it between his lips and inhaling deeply, he picked up his glass, exhaled white smoke. It floated around him like a cloud. He took a sip from his cup, set it down. He watched the thin lines of brown liquid run down the sides of the glass, back to the bottom, then he took another drag from the cigarette. I watched him waiting for what came next.
He said nothing. He cocked his head to the side. He studied me, as if he was trying to see through me, see if I was capable of doing what I had been thinking when I’d picked up that knife.
When he dropped his eyes, his gaze travelled down the length of me then back to my eyes.
“Come here, Eden.” His tone was syrupy but dark. It turned my nipples to hard pebbles that strained against my shirt.
I glanced towards the door. Momma and James were still home, plus James had a couple of business associates over.
“It’s okay,” he encouraged waving me over with two thick fingers as he snubbed his cigarette out directly on the Wood of Arditi collection dining table. That table was Momma’s pride and joy. The first time she’d caught King’s father cheating on her she’d guilted him into buying it. She was sure to mention that it cost almost twenty thousand dollars.  Imagine that. She had spent twenty thousand dollars on a fucking table, but she couldn’t give me five thousand to cover what my scholarships weren’t for school? Supposedly she and James couldn’t afford another expense now.
Momma would definitely notice the damage in the resin. I sniggered.
Not caring at the moment if we got caught or not, I went to him. He spread his legs to accommodate me. He pulled me to him. His hands went to my hips.
“Kiss me, Eden.” He ordered. I hated kissing him after he’d been smoking but I did anyway. I always found it hard to say no to King. I leaned in, pressed my lips to his. He kissed me back, slow and soft at first. Then he kicked it up a notch. He ran his tongue against the seam of my lips, coaxing me to open for him, when I did, he delved into my mouth. It was a sloppy, nasty kiss, all teeth and tongue and lips. He pulled my arms to rest around his neck. I got lost in. He made me forget I was mad. I felt weightless, and seamless. My clit throbbed, my panties were soaked and clinging to my wet pussy.
I moaned into his mouth. God, I love kissing him. I tried to climb onto his lap. He pulled away. “Please, I want to feel you,” I whined. I would have risked it all in that moment, just to ride his dick.
His hand came up to clasp my chin, harshly.
“What do you have on, Eden?” He didn’t raise his voice, but his demeaning tone caused the haze his kisses had me in to slip away, like fog clearing.
“Clothes?” I answered, confused.
He reached in between us, took my hard nipple between his two fingers and squeezed until it ached. I hissed and snatched away. My hackles rose.
His jaw tightened. He set his mouth in a firm line as his grip on my face tightened.
“These are not clothes. I can see your fucking tits through this thin ass shirt and where’s your bra? Who are you dressed like this for?”
I glanced downed at myself. “Excuse me?” I was wearing a white T-shirt and gym shorts, what I usually wore around the house.
He had to be joking.
I went to snatch away, but he pulled me down onto his lap, trapping me. He arms were like twin vises wrapped around my waist.
“Let me go.” I hissed at him from between gritted teeth.
“I will, if you’re going to go change your fucking clothes.”
“No. I’m not. I’m not a child and you should stop treating me like one.”
“They talk about you,” he said.
“Who?” I asked with an arched eyebrow.
“My father and his associates. They talk about how your ass and titties are always on display. They talk about how hard and in which positions they would fuck you. Do you know how that makes me feel, to have to listen to that when I can’t say anything?”
I glared at him. I couldn’t believe he thought I would care.
“Ooh, so what you’re telling me is… is some old men are talking about fucking a woman half their age. That’s so unusual.” I rolled my eyes and waved him off.
 
“Nothing you said means I would allow them to touch me or that I should change my clothes.”
“You want them to look, don’t you? You crave attention like a spoiled child.” He accused, but then to add insult to injury he said, “a child dressed like a whore.”
My mouth dropped open. His ass had lost his mind. “Stop acting like my fucking daddy, King. You aren’t. As a matter of fact, you’re nothing to me, so go fuck yourself.” I said, purely out of anger.
“Eden,” he said my name in a flat tone that warned me I was pushing him too far. I didn’t care. My momma had just told me she would not be paying for me to move to Georgia to attend Spellman like she had promised. He knew something was wrong. Instead of asking me what he could do to help, he wanted to bitch about my clothes. He was infuriating.
I snatched away from the hold he had on me. I pushed myself up from his lap.
His jaw tensed.
“Go change, Eden.” His Adam’s apple bobbed.
“No, Ashford. You don’t get to tell me what to do or what to wear.”
He put the knuckles of his fist to the table and rested his weight on them as he leaned in. “I can tell you whatever I damn well please, Eden. You are mine.”
It took me a moment to process what he’d said.
I scoffed.” The whole “you’re mine” thing is getting out of hand.” It was only cute when he was fucking me. Ignoring him, I made my way to the kitchen counter. I snatched up my purse and keys.
“Where are you going, Eden?”
“Out, Ashford. “I snapped.
“No, you’re not. “He stared with his lips drawn in a thin line, disapproval was written all over his face, but I couldn’t care less. I stared right back, our gazes held, both of us challenging each other.
When he stood, I didn’t make a run for the door because I knew he could easily catch me.
“Mom, James.” I smirked as I yelled for both our parents. They both came into the kitchen at the same time. My momma gave me that look that Black Momma’s give you, the one that says, “you better not start no shit, girl.” She was too busy glaring at me to notice the tension in the room or the fact that her husband was staring at my tits. “I’m going to the park to jog.” I didn’t wait for anyone to respond. I didn’t need their permission. I just needed them in the kitchen so King couldn’t stop me from leaving.
When I got to my car, I started it up. As soon as I backed out of the driveway, I called the one person I knew would be there for me, Ellis. He answered on the first ring. He agreed to meet me even though I hadn’t answered hardly any of his calls in weeks.
I told him to meet me at the park down the street.
Ellis pulled up not long after I did. Soon as I opened my door the balmy Florida heat hit me right in the face. It wasn’t even June yet and it felt like mid-summer. I got out of my car and made my way to his side. His blue eyes were glued my thighs the entire time. He was obsessed with burying his head between them and wrenching multiple orgasms from me and I was obsessed with him doing it. I low-key felt guilty that I had given King my virginity instead of him.
He got out, made his way around the car. Ellis was huge with a thick neck, muscular thighs and big broad shoulders. He looked like a whole Viking, with his long blond hair and ice blue eyes. The khakis and white polo he wore made me roll my eyes. They fit his personality to a fucking tee. Ellis was the type of white boy that the term, “white privilege” was made for. He was from old money; drove an expensive car no eighteen-year-old boy should have, and his future was set. He could go to any Ivy league school he wanted to even though he was graduating forty-second out of a class of one hundred.
Despite all that, I liked him. But in the way a little girl likes her new puppy. As fucked up as it sounds, he was too easy for me. I wanted drama and passion.
His thin bottom lip was trapped between his teeth when I reached him. I walked into his outstretched arms. He leaned down to meet my height and tried to kiss me. I turned my face in time for him to miss my lips. His kiss landed on my cheek. I didn’t feel right about kissing him on the mouth when minutes earlier I’d been kissing King.
I nudged his head back, rose to my tip toes and pressed a soft kiss against his Adam’s apple, eliciting a groan from him. His big hands gripped my waist, massaging the soft flesh. I nipped at his chin and a groan I could feel reverberate throughout my body tore from his throat. He was so easy to please. Why couldn’t I have the same chemistry with him that I had with Ashford? I liked his kisses and personality. I even wanted to fuck him. But there was something about him that kept me from going all in, even before King was in the picture. Or maybe it was my own fucked up issues that kept me from being with him.
His right hand slid under my shirt to palm one of my breasts. His free hand started to disappear under the waistband of my shorts. I shifted away. “Not now.” He pulled me back against him, but just held me, breathing heavy. He kept his hands to himself, though. His erection lay thick against my stomach. My insides tingled, but not like they did when I was with King.
We sighed in unison.
He dropped his forehead to mine, “What happened?” he asked, sounding genuinely concerned.
Right there, leaning into him for support. I told him.
“That’s not fair,” he said. “But I think I have the solution.” He righted himself. “Get in.” He opened the door for me to slide in then he made his way to the other side of the car, he opened the door and settled into the driver’s seat.
We sat in silence for a while.
“I’ll pay for it,” he said out of the blue.
My mind had drifted so I was confused as to what he was talking about. So I asked him. “Pay for what?”
“Your dorm and books, or better yet I’ll get us an apartment.”
“An apartment?”
“Yes, an apartment. You won’t have to stay in a dorm.”
“But what about Duke? What about your football scholarship?”
He grasped me by my wrist, ran his thumb along the sensitive skin underneath as he looked me in the eyes. He had the prettiest ocean blue eyes and longest lashes.
“I already told you I wanted to go to Georgia with you. That I want to be with you… I applied at Emory. I got accepted. I don’t need the scholarship. I received my inheritance a few months ago when I turned eighteen.” He said.
I gave it a moment’s thought. I didn’t want to say no, even though there was this niggling in the back of my mind saying I should.
First, we were way too young to be making such rash decisions. My doubts also had a lot to do with King and how he would feel. I loved him and he said he loved me, but I knew us being together wasn’t realistic. I was just eighteen, my life was just starting. He was twenty-four, already living his.  I knew he wasn’t moving to Georgia. I doubted he even wanted a real relationship. There was also the fact that I’d be totally dependent on Ellis. That never worked out for my momma. What if he decided he didn’t want me anymore? Did I really want to put my future on the line by depending on a man when I could simply go to school in-state?
“Let me think about it.” I said.
Ellis nodded but interjected “We only have two months to make the decision. I’ll need time to get everything together.”
One moment we were talking about our future, in the next moment my chest was pounding the way it does when you’re awakened suddenly. My hair was snatched from behind. I screamed as I was dragged from Ellis’s car by it. It all happened so fast I didn’t get a chance to fight or react. My ass hit the ground hard. I thought I was being kidnapped to be sold into some type of sex ring or some shit. Then I heard King’s voice, I became even more frightened. I froze.
Before he lifted me from the ground where I’d fallen, I could see him waving a gun at Ellis. He threw me over his shoulder. “If I ever catch you near her again…” I didn’t get to hear the rest of the threat because he shoved me into driver’s side of his truck. He slid in right behind me. He slammed the door so hard the car rocked.
I scrambled into the passenger seat and dived for the door.
“Don’t fucking do it.” His tone was deathly calm. I looked back just in time to see him slam the gun he had threatened Ellis with onto the dashboard.
He gave me a dead stare. Every hint of human emotion had drained from his eyes. The darkness in them chilled my bones.
My stomach tightened. My blood raced in my ears.
“Don’t fucking test me, Eden,” he murmured with an intensity that rattled me.
That’s when the scary thought came. I realized I knew very little I knew about the man I had spent months chasing. I sat back, fisting my hands in my lap. Trepidation had my heart beating a mile a minute. He peeled out of the parking lot. As he sped towards Ellis, it looked like he was going to try to intervene. I shook my head, “No.” I mouthed, “please don’t.” He angrily threw his hands up. I was okay with him being angry. I didn’t need him to help me, just to get hurt because of me.
King’s foot was heavy on the gas as we soared down the street in the opposite direction of the house. I was so scared I felt like I would pee on myself.
My heart hiccupped. “Slow down, you’re going to kill us,” I yelled.
He kept his head forward, ignoring me. His knuckles were white from the grip he had on the steering wheel.
He hit a corner and I swear the car tipped over onto two wheels. My eyes were probably the size of saucers.
“Slow down,” I yelled again.
He roared. “Shut the fuck up.” He pressed his foot further down on the gas. The car sped up.
Not thinking straight, I reached over. I grabbed the wheel as we were driving onto the highway.
The car swerved. King shoved me so hard I flew across the seat and my arm and side slammed against the door, hard.
He pulled over on the shoulder of the road and exploded. “Are you fucking crazy?” he yelled at me, directly in my face.
By that time, I was hysterical, shaking and crying.
“You’re trying to fucking kill us.” My tone was frantic. 
He glared at me like he didn’t give a fuck if we lived or died. His eyes were pitch black.
“Do that again and I’ll fucking hurt you. “He continued to glare at me until I could physically feel his anger. I sank back into my seat.
He put his attention back on the road. He pulled off the shoulder and started driving again, but this time safely. Still my entire body trembled. I wanted so bad to ask him where we were going, but I was too scared. I cowered next to the door. Staring out the window helped dispel some of the panic that was fraying my nerves. What was he about to do to me? I wanted to ask him, but I was scared to set him off.
He got on the Howard Franklin leading us out of St. Pete to Tampa. He drove in complete silence, anger radiating off of him in waves.
Finally, he pulled up to a hotel across from the University of Tampa. I was relieved because I knew where I was and how to get home in case, I had to run away from him. He got out the car, taking the gun with him. Just watching him tuck it in the holster on his side paralyzed me with fear. He came around to the passenger side and snatched me from the car. He opened his mouth to say something but must have read the fear on my face. He took the gun from his holster, he shoved it in the glove compartment then slammed it, then the door.
My relief was audible. I exhaled loudly.
“Fucking behave, Eden. Don’t make me show you a side of myself you won’t like,” he warned before he intertwined our fingers and pulled me to one of the rooms. He opened the door with a key and shoved me in. “Sit your ass down.” He pointed the chairs in the corner of the room.
Afraid, I did exactly what he had told me. I made my way over to one of the high back leather chairs and sat quietly while he removed his tennis shoes. The suit he had been wearing earlier had been replaced with black skinny jeans and a band t-shirt.
My gaze travelled down the length of him. I dropped my head shamefully. Something was wrong with me. He had just dragged me out of a car kicking and screaming, pulled a gun on my friend and basically kidnapped me and my first thought when I got a good look at him was I liked the way his muscles looked pressed against his shirt, and the way he filled out his jeans.
I looked around the room instead of focusing on him to calm my nerves. It was unlike any hotel room I’d been in before. It looked a lot like his room back at home. A platform bed occupied most of the space and a large black wood dresser sat beside it. A fifty-inch TV hung from the wall. The room smelled like him too. In that moment, I realized that probably was where he went when he disappeared.
“You should have listened,” he said. I snatched my head in his direction. There was rage swirling in his eyes. That was the only warning I got before he charged me like a mad man, I barely had time to throw my hand up to block my face before I was being lifted from my seat. I thought for sure he was going to hit me. Instead, he carried me the few steps to the bed, then slammed me on my back down onto the mattress. I yelped. The headboard banging against the wall drowned it out.
I tried to scoot back, to get away but King grabbed my foot and pulled me back to the middle of the bed., He snatched my legs open then dropped himself, all two hundred of his pounds, landing directly on top of me. All the air left lungs like a deflating balloon. I had only a second to catch my breath before his fingers were clasped around my throat, squeezing. Breathing became hard. I was scared if I fought, I’d pass out, so I laid still concentrating on trying to breathe through my nose. He snatched my shorts and panties off. His nails dragged against my skin scratching my thighs. I winced.
As soon as I was naked below the waist, he roughly pushed two fingers inside of me as if he was testing the tightness. What was fucked up was my body didn’t know whether to be petrified or aroused. I was scared, really scared, and a ball of humiliation sat in the cave of my belly. But my body was winding itself up to orgasm and my pussy was sloppy wet. I fought against the urge to moan. Fisting the sheets, I tried thinking of anything that would calm my body down, but all I could do is feel him fingering my pussy. I liked the ache, had been trained to like his roughness.
Just as I was about to cum he snatched his fingers from inside me. My body ached for relief. I clenched my eyes closed tightly so he couldn’t see the lust swirling in their depths. I didn’t want him to think anything he’d done to me was right.
“Did you fuck him tonight?” There was a menacing edge to his tone.
“N- no, I didn’t.” I stumbled over my words, making them sound untrue.
“Did you fuck him, Eden?” he roared as he grabbed my face with his free hand. “Open your fucking eyes, Eden, and answer my question.”
I opened them. “No, I didn’t.” My voice shook as I looked him directly in the eyes.
He must have believed me because he let me go all at once and stood.
“Get your ass up and go fucking shower. I can smell his stench on you.”
He didn’t have to tell me twice. I raised myself up from the bed. I didn’t look back. Careful not to trip over my own two feet, I hurried to the bathroom. I took my time in the shower. I must have stayed in there an hour. I was scared to face him and scared that if I didn’t, he would be even more pissed. I left the bathroom naked. It was freezing in the room and I still hadn’t gotten comfortable being completely nude in front of him, but I didn’t dare say anything.
He was occupying the chair he had snatched me from with a half empty bottle of whiskey sitting next to him on the floor. The vein on his temple pulsed. He was still very angry.
I had barely made it into the room before he was shoving a pizza box in my hand. “Eat.”
It was weird, him acting normal like nothing had happened. I was too afraid to broach the subject, so instead I did what he said. I ate.
I tried not to meet his gaze as I sat ramrod straight on the bed. I choked down greasy pizza and Pepsi, not tasting any of it. My gaze kept involuntarily sliding to him. His expressionless face told me nothing. But his methodical gaze stayed on me, unnerving me.
He tipped his glass and drank, his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. Nervous energy had my knees bouncing. The whole time I was holding the pizza box like a protective shield.
I had watched him so hard, anticipating his next move that when he spoke, I jumped slightly.
“Why him, Eden? Why’d you go to him? “His voice was cold and detached.
“What? “My voice shook
“I told you that first night I wanted the blond gone. I told him that night he came looking for you that he should stay away. I told him again when I saw him here. You must be giving him something to make him stay around, Eden.”
His voice rose an octave every word.” You fucking him?  Sucking his dick?
Does he know what you mouth and pussy feel like? Is that why he’s risking his life for you?” He was nearly screaming at this point. His questions were rhetorical; he already knew the answers. He was just working himself into a frenzy.
He jumped up from his seat.
“Get up,” he shouted. He didn’t give me the option or time to disobey his order. He moved so quickly I had no time to react. He fisted his hand into my wet hair, he yanked me up by it. The pizza box slid to the floor. When I was standing, trembling before him, he let my hair go just to secure my chin in a firm grip. He lifted my face so I was forced to look at him so I couldn’t escape his intense gaze.
“Why did you go to him, Eden?” he yelled.
“I was just feeling really, really angry and resentful. I wanted attention.”
I was on the verge of breaking down. I blinked away tears and sniffled.
“Attention?  So, you wanted me to follow you, see you with him. That’s why you told them you were going to the park?”
My heart got caught in my throat.
I shook my head violently. Lying. I now regretted playing games with him. I was out of my depth. I’d poked the fucking bear, not expecting it to tear my head off.
He sneered at me, his anger distorting his face. “Now you’re fucking blatantly lying to my face. What were you doing with him, Eden?”
“We were just talking,” I blurted out. My answer only seemed to further incense him.
“Talking about what. You didn’t want to talk when I was trying to talk to you. You yelled and swore at me.”
I wanted to point out the fact that he didn’t want to talk to me, he simply wanted to lecture me and call me names, but I wasn’t stupid.
“Tell me what you talked about.”
I told him everything.
“Move in with him, so he pays for your college?” He let me go abruptly, shoving me so hard I landed on the bed.
I heard him mumble under his breath what sounded like, “You’re more like your momma than I thought.”
I wanted to be mad at what he said but those were my exact thoughts earlier.
He started pacing in front of me, looking like a caged pit bull.
I trembled. He was genuinely scaring the fuck out of me.
“You think I would allow you to do that? You think I’d allow another man to have you, to take care of you?”
He waited, even though he didn’t look at me, I assumed he wanted an answer.
“It’s just a lot of money I need, and we aren’t even together. School is in Georgia, you’re in Florida. It just sex.” I was rambling trying to find the words to calm him down.
King pulled something out of his pocket and threw it, hitting me directly in my face. It fell into my lap. Surprised by his action all I did was stare at it, not really seeing it.
“I have fucking money, Eden. You were never going to Georgia alone.” He slammed his hand against the room wall causing me to jump.
“Fucking never. Where you go, I go.” He banged his chest. While he ranted, I picked up the object he’d hit me with and realized it was a roll of hundreds. It had to be at least ten thousand dollars.
“But you already knew I was never letting you go, Eden. You had to know it. You have to know no other man is ever going to fuck you like I do; love you like I do. I won’t ever allow that. You gave yourself to me.” He paused long enough to glare down at me. “It was never about sex. You need me. I need you. You told me you loved me.”
“I do,”. I blurted out meaning it. But only saying it to calm him down.
He paused, blew out a breath of air, and pinched the bridge of his nose.
“You’re going to have to do more than just say it. Show me.”
He pulled out my phone and handed to me. I really hadn’t expected that.
“Call him,” he said when I took it. I knew what he wanted me to do. I didn’t want to do it, but yet I didn’t hesitate.
I found his name and pressed send.
When Ellis answered he sounded frantic.
I waited until he’d stopped talking to tell him I was okay and couldn’t talk to him anymore. In the back of my mind I was already planning how I would get back into his good graces. I trusted King as much as I trusted my mother as far as school went. Intuitively, I knew he would try to keep me in Florida and to appease him I might stay. I had already missed prom because he hadn’t wanted me to go.
” I’m sorry,” I whispered to Ellis while he was trying to ask me why.
That set King off again. “I didn’t tell you to fucking apologize to him,” he hissed. He snatched my phone from my hand. It flew across the room, smashing against the wall. He blinked down at me before speaking. “You’re so fucking stubborn. Get on your knees, Eden.” He enunciated each word through clenched teeth. I didn’t fast enough for him. He rolled his head on his neck before he grabbed my wrists, encasing them in one hand. He pulled me from the bed.




King: Those Five Days.
Past
She ran her tongue against the underside of my cock, as I guided it between her thick lips. I dropped my head so I could watch her swallow me.
I savored every second of entering her greedy, hot, wet mouth. The room was stifling. My anger, jealousy, made it feel as if the temperature was rising by the second. I paused long enough to pull my shirt from my head.
I swear I saw her smirk around my cock. She was enjoying herself too much.
I laced my fingers through her hair—disregarding the fact that she’d told many times before not to. At the moment her feelings didn’t matter. I’d told her she was mine. I’d told her to stay away from him. I wanted to punish her for her transgressions.
Without warning, I filled her mouth with my cock in one hard thrust, going deep; I hit the back of her throat.
She groaned. Her eyes watered, but she was too good at giving head to gag. She took all I gave her, while keeping her watery eyes on me.
Seeing her on her bruised knees, watching me with my dick between her lips was picture perfect. My stomach muscles clenched.  I slammed my eyes closed. Fuck. I wanted to cum right then, but it was too soon.
I tightened my grip in her hair even more. Tight enough to make it ache. She moaned around my rod. I pulled out slow, thrust back in hard. She let me fuck her face. Not even a minute passed before I felt that feeling again, the tingle that let me know I was about to cum inched up my back. I withdrew. I fisted my dick and stroked it. She knocked my hand away.
“This is supposed to be my punishment?” She laughed mockingly before flicking her tongue over the sensitive head. “Let me do it, let me make you feel good.” She said, before she gripped my ass, digging her fingers into flesh and pulling me forward. Nose to pelvis. She swallowed and I could feel her throat constricting on the sensitive tip. Pleasure sent tingles racing up my spine 
I wanted to ask her what happened to the scared lil girl from only minutes ago. Her behavior confirmed my suspicions that she liked attention positive or negative, but I couldn’t form the words.
I concentrated on not cumming while she concentrated on sucking just the head and using her warm hand to stroke the length of me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I moved my hips faster. I watched her as saliva dribbled from the sides of her mouth. Her eyes flickered with lust. That’s all it took. I held her there. She had no choice but to swallow.
When I let her hair go, she let my dick slide from her mouth.  She frowned when my expression turned stern. She yelped when I snatched her up from the floor. I carried her to the bed, then placed her on edge of the of it. I forced her legs open. I spread them until they formed a v, then I brought my right hand down hard, spanking her wet cunt lips. “Bad Kitty.”
She whimpered and cried out.
I dropped to my knees in front of her. Ran my tongue along her thighs. Kissed just the top of her pussy. Then extended my tongue and licked from her clit to her ass. The scent and taste of her arousal was heady.
“Ooh,” she moaned and ran her fingers through my hair, gripping it the same way I had done hers. “Please, touch my clit.” The way she begged caused my anger to lessen, but not dissipate.
I had been waiting for her to reach the edge. Instead of doing what she asked, I stood; I wrapped her arms around my thighs, locking them down. I slammed into her pussy without regard. She was so tight, stretching to accommodate my girth. Her mouth hung open in a silent gasp. I planned to brand her. Make sure she never forgot that I owned her.
“Keep your eyes open, Eden.”
They rolled into the back of her head, but they remained open.
“I’m going to fuck you until you understand who the fuck I am and what lengths I’ll go to keep you.”
She gasped.
Rolling my hips, I fucked her deep, making sure to have no contact with her swollen bud.
“Please,” she begged. She arched her back and snaked her fingers down her body to her clit.
I knocked her hand away. She groaned and glared at me.
“You’re close, Eden? You want to cum, don’t you?” I taunted, pounding into her. “Tell me you’re mine and mean it and then I’ll let you cum.”
Her eyes drifted shut. I brought my hand down on her pussy hard, to focus her. Her body bucked. She panted, moaned and gasped.
“Say it, Eden. Say I own you and mean it.”
Eden was naïve but smart. She understood the implication of giving in to me a second time, so she fought against it. But I fought dirtier. For the rest of the night I would bring her to the brink, but never let her fall over. We came to an understanding that night, or so I thought.




Eden: Those Five Days.
Past
The morning we were supposed to go back I was trying to program the phone King had brought me to replace the one he’d broken when he woke up. He rolled over on top of me. It was weird that he never came gradually awake like normal people, he just wakes up.
On their own volition my legs spread to accommodate him. I was naked because King liked me that way.
“Good morning,” he said against my mouth.
“Good morning,” I breathed back. I waited for him to kiss me but instead, he hovered over me as he started to explore my body.  “I just need to touch you. Can I do that, Eden?” I nodded though I knew he wasn’t asking. He was telling me what he was about to do.
He watched me as he ran his hand over every inch over my frame, applying pressure to the soft parts. He traced the curve of my hips, massaged my fleshy belly. His cock slipped and slid between the slippery folds of my puffy pussy lips. He didn’t try to enter me though, just tease me with the possibility.
I exhaled when he finally kissed me, tasting my mouth. When he pulled away, I whimpered.
“I dreamt of you,” he said.
“Did you?” I asked in a breathless whisper. “What was the dream about?”
“I’ll tell you later,” he replied. “Right now, I just want to make you feel good.”
He began to kiss every part of my body that was accessible. He kissed my breast, my stomach, my kneecaps, the back of my knees, the palm of my hand, the crook of my neck. “Ashford.” I chanted his name. “Yes, Baby?” he answered. My response was a soft moan.
One moment I felt tight and the next I felt loose. By the time he actually touched my pussy I was delirious and ready to beg him.
He massaged my swollen clit, rubbing it in circles until I felt like I wanted to pull my own hair out. When I was on the brink of cumming, he slid down my body and sucked my orgasm out of me, leaving me boneless.
After, he sat back on his knees.  I watched him through half-closed eyes, he stared at my pussy as he jacked his cock until he shot cum all over his hand and stomach. When his breathing returned to normal, he pushed himself up from the bed.
His huge dick flopped as he walked toward the bathroom.
“Get up, Eden. It’s time to return to the real world,” he said before disappearing behind the bathroom door.
The ride home was done in silence. I think King and I were both contemplating what happened during those five days. We’d grown closer. But what would happen next? When we pulled into our neighborhood, King parked a block away from our parents’ house. He got out, opened the door for me, then helped me from my seat. He grabbed my wrist as I was walking away. He pulled me back to him. He claimed my lips, overpowering them. He kissed me like it was the last time he’d see me. When he pulled away, he leaned his forehead against mine.
“I’ll see you later?”
“Yeah.” I answered breathlessly.
“You know I love you right?”
There was an undercurrent of something in his voice that gave me pause, but I didn’t debate it for long. I nodded, then pulled away and began the block long walk to the house. King had told me he’d told my mother I was touring the Florida State University campus to cover for me being gone and not contacting her for five days.
I had learned a lot about King those five days we’d stayed in his hotel
He was funny and had personality- We could talk about everything. He made me laugh. He was downright goofy at times. We liked the same movies. He even liked to read, but not like me. I liked erotic books, with lots of sex. He read the classics, like Poe and Dickens.
I found out that he snorted coke. He didn’t come right out and tell me. I caught him in the bathroom late one night. He shrugged it off saying it was something he only did occasionally. I’d always known he got high, he always looked it, but I never thought he used hard drugs. But coke explained his erratic behavior. When I asked him could I try it he told me he would kill me if I did.
Most surprising of all was that he had only had one girlfriend ever in twenty-four years. He said he fucked a lot, but never kept them around for long. That shook me a bit. I wondered, Why me?
Least surprising of all I found out was that he was into some very illegal shit. Every day four or five men his age would drop off duffle bags of money to the hotel.
When he thought I was asleep one time I heard him talk about someone owing money. He said they would pay him, even if it was with their life. He left that night for about an hour. When he came back, I pretended to still be asleep. I peeked just before he went into the bathroom and I could see the bloodstains on the white t-shirt he’d worn. The next day his knuckles were torn and bruised.
When I asked what he’d done, he told me to mind my business. So, I minded my business. I didn’t want to think about the possibility of him actually killing someone anyway.
It all made sense when I thought about it, though.
King and James did not get along, so I doubted his father was the one financing his lifestyle. He drove a BMW Roadster most days, but also had a Range Rover, and an expensive Ford truck. He wore four hundred-dollar jeans and expensive tailored suits. Somebody had to be paying for it.
Those days gave me a better perspective of King. They also helped me make my decision about school and Ellis. I knew I would be going to school in Georgia if Ellis still offered. I wanted a different type of lifestyle than what King was offering. I wasn’t emotionally or mentally equipped to handle him. It would take a woman with more than eighteen years of experience to do that. We wouldn’t work.
I was emotionally stunted.  King was so intense sometimes. He got all moody and dark and would fuck me like he was trying to prove a point then accuse me of wanting to leave him. But even after learning the truth about him I still planned on fucking him until I left.
Sometimes I was convinced I was addicted to his touch. When it was time to leave the hotel, I was sad and angry. I would have liked to spend the rest of my summer just like that.
***
I was standing at our front door before I even knew it. I didn’t make it into the living room before my mother was on my ass.
She was sitting on the sofa, like she’d been waiting for me. “How fucking dare, you leave this house for nearly a week and not call?” She hopped up from the sofa. In confusion I watched her rush toward me. I saw her hand coming towards my face but didn’t have time to move before it connected with my cheek. I was flabbergasted and frozen in place.
What in the fuck was her problem?
She continued yelling not letting me get a word in edgewise. She didn’t calm down until about two minutes into her rant when King walked in.
Her face softened when she saw him.
“Thank you for bringing her home.”
I turned to glare at him.
“What the fuck?” I mouthed. I thought he had smoothed everything over. He never even looked my way as he made his way to the stairs.
“I found her and her boyfriend at a hotel in Tampa. I just parked her car in the garage. She left it unlocked in the parking lot of the park with no regard.” He told that lie without blinking, then disappeared upstairs, leaving me at the mercy of my very angry mother.
My mouth dropped open. It dawned on me in that very moment what he was doing. He was forcing my hand. I could face Momma’s wrath alone or I could say I was with him the entire time. Naturally, she’d ask what I was doing with him, he’d probably chime in and tell her the rest.
Motherfucker, the curse slipped.
Momma really went off then. Her face was twisted in rage.
“Your fast ass not going to end up pregnant under my fucking roof.” She reached out and smacked me right upside my head. It took everything in me not to hit her back. I just stood there holding my cheek, trying my best not to cry, thinking about what a manipulative asshole King was.
The only thing that saved me from more of her physical and verbal abuse was her phone ringing. She dismissed me before answering.
“Take your fat ass upstairs and you better not darken this fucking door for a month. Tell that lil’ motherfucker you spent the week with if you come up pregnant, he’s going to pay for the abortion.”
She was still yelling as I stumbled up the stairs in a state of disbelief. King was waiting for me, leaning against my bedroom door. I could feel steam coming out of my ears. I shoved past him and walked into my room.
He grabbed me, holding my arm so I was forced to turn to face him. I snatched away, then faced him.
I was so mad. I clenched and unclenched my fists. Anger had me ready to swing at him and he knew it. His eyes narrowed in warning though his tone was normal when he said, “You should have just told her. This is why I said you act like a child. You’re eighteen and you’re letting her ground you?”
His eyebrow quirked.
“I fucking hate you,” I snapped in rage, wishing it was true.
Malevolence flashed in his eyes.   He flipped out. His hand flew out and enclosed around my neck, cutting off my air supply. I didn’t process what was going on until I was already against my bedroom wall. I had to stand on my tippy toes to keep myself grounded. His hold was not sexual. There was no tingle.
The shock of what was happening had my heart beating like a bass drum. Instinct kept me from attempting to fight him. I went limp, hoping my submission placated him and he’d let go.
“Say that shit again. Say you hate me again.” He sneered, right in my face and shook me.
How in the fuck am I going to say anything when you’re fucking killing me? I thought bitterly. I shook my head no and his grip loosened, his eyes softened. He let me go all at once. I gasped for air. He stepped away.
“You shouldn’t have said that.” His voice was soft, but his stance was tense. “You can’t say stuff like that to me, Eden.” He bent and leaned in, then his lips gently caressed my forehead.
This motherfucker is crazy, was my next thought. The drugs just probably amplified whatever the fuck was wrong with him, but fundamentally he was crazy.
I took deep breaths to calm myself.
“Get out, King.” I said when I finally managed to find my voice.
He ran his hand through his hair. And narrowed his eyes.
“So, you’re mad now? You’re done with me now?”
I could hear it in his tone. He was working himself back into a frenzy.
I softened my voice. “No. I’m just tired.”
“Oh, okay. Goodnight, Eden.” He conceded too easily and the smile he gave me looked maniacal. I knew he was up to something.
He left the room without another word.
It took me a while to get myself together.
I learned that night that he could get into my locked room. I woke with him pressed into me. He whispered against my hair. “No more freak outs and no more drugs, Eden. I don’t ever want you to look at me like you did earlier.” He smoothed down my hair then kissed the back of my head. I wanted to ask, “Is that supposed to make me feel better?” But I was too tired, mentally and physically. I closed my eyes to go back to sleep. Out of the blue he asked “What is it that you’re going to school for Eden? “It was a weird time to ask. It was also the first time he had asked me anything about my future. That should have set off all types of alarms. We’d talked about everything, but what I would do when I left for school.
“I want to be a civil rights lawyer.” I answered.
He hummed deep in his throat. “My own personal defense attorney. I’m a fuck up so I’m bound to need one,” he chuckled
“When I was young and imagined being a lawyer, I didn’t exactly have defending white men, who are actual criminals in mind,” I half joked.
He chuckled. “You have a smart mouth, little girl.”
“You like my mouth though, don’t you?” I reached down and grabbed the hand he had laid on my thigh and brought it my mouth, I circled the tip of one of his fingers with my tongue. He groaned while snatching his hand away.
“Stop playing around before I fuck you.” My body heated at the thought, but I could hear my mother downstairs laughing.
“None of this means I’m not still angry for the stunt you pulled.”
“I know,” he said. “I just get so jealous thinking of you wanting Ken doll or any other man like you do me and it makes me crazy. But I’ll make it up to you.”
“I should have never involved your mother. I didn’t think she would actually hit you.”
I rolled my eyes. I wanted to say more, I wasn’t about to trigger his ass again.
We both got quiet after that. My eyes got heavy. He pulled me closer and I rested against, feeling safe and secure.
Just like that, I’d forgiven him. No apology, no groveling. I was my own worst enemy when it came to King.
Just before dozing off to sleep I remembered something he’d said earlier.
“What was your dream about?” I asked.
He smoothed down my hair again before answering.
“Our wedding day. The birth of our child. I saw her. She looked just like you, but with my eyes.”
I was stunned speechless. How was I going to tell him that I was leaving after he’d told me something like that? Better yet, how was I going to leave when just the thought of being married to him and having his child made my heart feel full?
***
The next day when I woke up, he was gone. I didn’t see him for another week, but while he was away, I got a call from Spellman. They let me know all my expenses had been paid for the year. I immediately knew King had done it. I guess that was his way of apologizing, at least that’s how I took it. He had made it so I wouldn’t have to depend on Ellis either. Everything was right as rain between us when he came back, until the next incident.




Eden: It All Falls Down.
Present


“It all crumbled after that, like a house of cards.” His voice brought me back to the present. He shut his eyes and ran a hand over his jaw and sighed.
I nodded my head in agreeance. “It really did.”  The only good that came from all the chaos was King getting sober. He stopped drinking and doing drugs cold turkey, for a while.
“We were doomed from the beginning.” I pushed myself on you when you didn’t want me. Maybe that’s why.”
“I wish I had a cigarette,” he muttered before he ran his hand through his hair, then leaned further into his chair. He looked like he had something to say so I waited.
“I always wanted you. Eden. From the very first moment I saw you. It was like a punch to the fucking gut. But you were so young, so I stayed away. I should have continued to stay away, but I couldn’t resist you. It came to a point where I just wanted to be around you all the time. Then that night happened, when I found you in my bed. I felt like I no longer had a choice. If I could take it back I would. We’d both be in better places.”
I scrutinized the many emotions that flickered across his face.
I laughed. “Would you take it back?” I asked, doubting he would.
He narrowed his eyes in my direction, before answering. “No. Would you have wanted me to stay away?” He reached up and rubbed the back of his neck like the question made him nervous.
I thought about it. I shook my head no. Even with all that happened I wouldn’t have wanted him to. Being with King was exhilarating. It was like a shot of adrenaline straight to the heart.
Silence accompanied us as we sat. He broke through it.
“Why are you back here, Eden? You never liked being in this house.”
I heard the unspoken question in his question. Our eyes connected.
“I didn’t come back for you, King. I didn’t even know you were getting out until I had been here a few days.”
He nodded. His face was unreadable.
“What happened, with your hus—” He started to say husband but paused. “What happened with Ellis to bring you back here?” He spit his name out like it tasted sour in his mouth.
I dropped my head back onto the pillows and told him.
“Ellis’ parents wanted a baby. We tried for two years. When I couldn’t get pregnant, he blamed me. Two weeks ago, I went to the doctor to be checked. I found out a few days ago I wasn’t the one with the problem. He blacked out and-.” Mid-sentence I stopped, realizing what I had done way too late. I scolded myself for forgetting.
I sat up abruptly, my eyes landed on King. I could feel his anger, like ants crawling over my skin. If looks could kill I would have dropped dead.
“You tried to give him a child, after killing mine?” King’s tone chilled me. He looked as if he was on the brink of becoming unhinged.
“I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.” I wanted to explain myself to him. But Momma’s car horn blew outside. Both our eyes flew in the direction of the window.
Saved by the proverbial bell.
We both knew the blowing of the horn was my momma signaling that she needed help with the groceries.
King stood abruptly, knocking over the chair he had been sitting in. He took one single step in my direction. I shrugged away, drawing myself up against the headboard. He stopped, cracked his neck then turned and headed towards the door. The sound of his fist hitting the wall next to it as he exited reverberated throughout my room, causing me to jump. It took forever for my heart to slow.
I heard Momma call my name, but I ignored her. I got up, closed the door and locked it. I crawled back in bed and cried.




King: Drinking Poison Hoping She Dies
Present


After helping Ruth with the groceries, I made my way back to Eden’s room. We needed to talk. I was wrong for the way I’d reacted to hearing her news, but fuck it. Despite what she thought, I was human. I had feelings. Finding out she had killed my child had been the single most painful moment in my life. Some nights I still dreamt about the little girl that was supposed to be ours.
Standing at her door, I stopped short of knocking. She was crying, sobbing. I don’t know how long I stood at that bedroom door listening to her before I couldn’t take it anymore. I turned and walked away. I felt like shit knowing I was the cause of her tears.  I had to ask myself if my anger was justified. I groaned into my hands as I made my way back to my room. I had a lot of thinking to do.




Eden: The Day I Died.
Past


King slammed into my room. His nose flared. His skin was bright red, even the tips of his ears. The look in his dark eye chilled me.
I knew he knew. Momma probably told him and his father as soon as she’d made her way downstairs. She was the last person I wanted to know, but when I passed out in class, they called her since she was my emergency contact. I was unconscious when she arrived. She’d had to sign off on my d & c. The abortion I’d had two weeks before hadn’t been done correctly and I’d gotten an infection.
When I woke up, she’d been standing over me. The first thing out of her mouth wasn’t, “Are you okay?” It was. “You happy now, that you almost fucked up your life. I knew you weren’t as innocent as you made out.” Her eyes shone bright like she was giddy. She’d been waiting for me to make a mistake. I knew she would tell everybody. When I wouldn’t tell her who the father was, she assumed that I didn’t know. I knew she would also tell that. So, I wasn’t surprised to see King. I had prepared myself mentally for it.
Besides, I was in too much pain to care about his anger and the meds I’d been given had me too out of it to feel truly afraid.
He glared at me. “Was it mine?” He started out yelling, but quickly lowered his tone. Our parents were downstairs somewhere.
He knew the answer.
One tear dropped from my eye then another.
“I couldn’t have that baby. I’m nineteen, a freshman in college. I have no money. I can’t—”
He cut me off. “I would have taken care of you and them. You didn’t even have the decency to tell me.”
I bit my tongue to keep my words from spilling out. I didn’t want to depend on him. I didn’t want to have children at all when I couldn’t take care of them myself.  King’s lifestyle was dangerous, he’d end up in jail or dead. I didn’t want a child to grow up like me, without a father, searching in all the wrong places for attention.
My father had abandoned my mother and me. His actions had led me to King. And though I loved him with everything in me, I wouldn’t wish someone like him on my child. I couldn’t do it. I didn’t tell him because I didn’t want him to talk me out of what I needed to do.
I had already given up attending my dream college for him. He’d begged me not to move to Georgia and like a fool I’d given in. I felt so stupid, because I knew he would do it months before it happened.
He made his way over to the bed, leaned over, gripped my hair and dragged me up onto my knees so we were eye to eye. It felt like he would pull my hair from the roots. But I gritted my teeth and bared it. His rage was palpable and stifling I didn’t want to make it worse. Wiping tears from my cheek I stared back at him.
“I should kill you like you did my child,” he snarled at me.
I knew he wouldn’t. That would be too easy.
“From this moment on, you’re dead to me. Don’t speak to me. Don’t fucking look at me.” He gripped my chin, his nails dug into my skin. He searched my eyes. I could see that he was dying inside and needed me to say something to explain it all away. He wanted me to tell him pretty lies. Maybe say I had a miscarriage; he would pretend to believe it. But I refused.
His lips flattened out. My heart quickened. I knew he could see that I didn’t regret what I’d done. He thought him screaming and raging would make me beg for his forgiveness, beg him to give me another baby. After all the things King had done to me, he’d never begged me. I wouldn’t beg him. If he forgave me, it would be on his own volition.
His grip on my hair tightened until I whimpered. “I can’t hurt you without hurting myself. But I know Pretty Boy helped you,” he stated quietly then his voice rose. “Tell him if we cross paths it’ll be his last moment he has breath in his lungs.”
He was right. Ellis had helped me because I’d asked him to. He’d paid for the abortion and drove me to the appointment. I felt like shit because I had to ask him. If I would have just chosen Ellis and went to school, I would have never needed an abortion. I could tell he was thinking it but was too nice to say it.
I wasn’t worried about King hurting him. As soon as Spring Break ended, Ellis had returned to school. I fucking envied him so much. He got to leave all his troubles behind.
King shoved me so hard my head flew back and cracked against the headboard. Then he punched the spot right next to it causing my ears to ring. He glared at me a final time before storming out of my room.
I thought that was the end of King and me. I thought he was going to start avoiding me and staying away again and I was relieved. He was everything he said he would be. He drained me. He hurt me continuously, yet I couldn’t pull away. I needed him to.
But he didn’t go away. He pretty much moved back home and started parading each girl he fucked through the house when our parents weren’t home. It hurt watching and hearing him with other girls, but it was what I needed to get back on track.  I stayed out of his way as much as possible and thankfully he stayed out of mine.
Ellis returned for summer break. He became my ally, my confidant. I told him everything, except about my true relationship with King, back then he thought I got pregnant by some random and that King was being an overprotective brother at my mother’s request.
I had snuck around with Ellis for a few months, just as friends, before King found out about us.
Ellis had invited me to breakfast, and it was just my luck that King walked in with his new redhead. I would find out later that she wasn’t new. King freaked out, tried to drag me kicking and screaming from the diner.  Ellis stepped in. A physical altercation ensued. Just shoving and pushing before the police were called.
King left with his redhead who had spent the entire time King and Ellis fought, glaring at me. I’d meet her formally later and find out King had been living a double life.




Eden: Still in Love?
Present
“Eden,” King called my name waking me up. My eyes fluttered open. The room was pitch black which meant I had been asleep for hours, since it had been around noon when I’d fallen asleep.
The bed dipped. King slid in behind me. His body was so warm and regardless of what had happened between us I felt safe in his arms. I wanted to lay my head on his chest and fall back asleep but instead, I mentally prepared myself for whatever punishment he thought of without a fight. I tensed up.
“Not tonight, Eden. No fighting. No anger. No fucking reliving bad memories.” He pulled me tight me against him. “I’m tired of missing you.” He confessed quietly.
I sighed long and hard, closed my eyes tightly.
“I’m tired of hurting you and myself by holding onto anger from the past.” He said.
Grasping my wrist, he ran his thumb along the sensitive skin underneath, calming me and causing goosebumps to explode all over my body.
“I’m so sorry for everything, Eden. Please forgive me,” he begged, placing kisses on the curve of my shoulder
I tried to hold my tears at bay, but they started falling and wouldn’t stop.
“I found out you were here, and I came back with the intent to hurt you. Then I saw you, felt you, smelled you and I couldn’t do it.” He caressed and kneaded my hip. “Nothing from the past matters, just what happens after this moment. I’m ready to let the anger go and just love you.”
I shut my eyes tightly. Even if I wanted that, I couldn’t have it. My life would be getting complicated soon. I had been home five days. I didn’t expect to make it another.
As if he read my mind he said, “I’ll fix whatever it is that brought you back here. Nothing will stand between us.”
Palming my breasts, he teased my nipple between his fingers. A soft whimper forcefully escaped my mouth.
“Let me take the weight off your shoulders.”
He trailed his hand from my breast to my pussy. He snaked it between my legs and massaged my clit, swirling his thumb over it.
My toes curled; a moan slipped between my tightly pressed together lips.
His fingers sped up.
A pained and excited gasp left my mouth.
“Please,” I pleaded.
“Please what?” he asked.
“I need it.”
“You need my dick or me, Eden?”
I wasn’t so sure at the moment. Being so turned on had me confused.
“Tell me, Eden and I’ll make you feel good.” The way he said, “I’ll make you feel good,” made me think of the devil and selling my soul, but then I realized I’d already sold it. I wanted him so bad my entire body ached.
He groaned and trailed his finger up my spine forcing the words I wanted to say but knew I shouldn’t from my mouth.
“You. I need both.”
He slipped his cock between my thighs, pressing it against my opening. He pushed in slowly.
“I need you too, Eden. I always will.”
I sucked in a breath and held it.
His fingers dug into my fleshy hip, gripping me, guiding me back into him. He repeated that until my hips were moving of their own volition.
His strokes were slow, his breathing labored.
“Fuck. I’m gonna cum, already.” His breathing grew ragged “You gotta cum with me.” Frantically he sucked and kissed at my neck. “Please cum Eden.” He fucked me harder. My eyes watered, I was so close.
“Tell me you love me, Eden.”
I didn’t hesitate. “I love you, King,” I moaned. I figured I should tell him the truth while I could. I still had to deal with Ellis.
When I’d told him, I would probably always love him I hadn’t been lying. Ever since that night I watched him making love to the redhead, there had been a pull between us.
When he grunted and bit into my shoulder the sensation started in my pussy and spread throughout my body like quicksilver. My whole body clenched. “Fuck,” we moaned in sync.
His body tensed. Not even seconds later I was following right behind him into euphoria. I came hard, so hard I got dizzy.
He buried his face into my hair and hugged me from behind.
I wanted to live in the afterglow, but reality wouldn’t let me.
I sighed.
King pulled me closer and covered us with a sheet before slowly pulling out of me.
“I know what you’re thinking, and you’re a widow as far as I’m concerned.”
In that moment I thought about telling him that I may have killed Ellis. I said, “It’s not that simple.”
“It is,” he said resolutely, “I have some things I need to take care of, then we’re leaving. This place is not good for you. Too many bad memories. We’re starting over, I’m taking back what’s mine.”
I quickly dismissed my earlier thoughts of telling him. I didn’t want to start a fight or get him involved at all. Like I’d said before, he would find out soon enough.




Eden: Nightmares Come True.
Present
I was in a black room. At first there was music, a choir of sorts in church singing that mismatched fucked up song from the night I’d stabbed Ellis.
Danger, danger the Queen’s about to kill. If love ain’t dead I’ma kill it ‘cause it’s killin’ me. Kill the king. Tear him down. Kill the king, yeah. Got to take his crown, Heaven help me. Their singing turned into a chant that was soon drowned out by an analog clock, which ticked loudly on a nearby wall, then even that sound stopped.
Suddenly all I could hear was blood rushing in my ears. Panicked I looked around, searching for a door. The only thing there was a chair with a redheaded life-sized doll sitting slumped over in it. In the back of my mind I knew that doll was an important part of my dream. I cautiously walked up to it and realized it was a woman, not a doll.
“Are you okay?” I reached for her, but before I could touch her to check, she jumped up and started screaming at the top of her lungs. I screamed and backed up bumping into something. No someone. I turned around to find Ellis. He was holding the same butcher knife I’d stabbed him with tightly in his hand. The screaming stopped long enough for me to hear him say, “Until death do us part, Eden.” He swung the blade towards me. I woke up, breathing heavy and kicking my covers, just before he could slit my jugular, after fully waking up I could still feel the presence of the chilled knife grazing  my throat.. I frantically felt my neck in search for blood or wounds. When I didn’t find any, I exhaled, then made myself just focus on my breathing. I calmed down long enough to orient myself and turn on the lamp.
I didn’t really get time to think about the nightmare. Momma and King’s raised voices drifted from downstairs. I couldn’t make out all the words, but I knew King was trying to convince Momma to do something that she was adamant about not doing. I adjusted myself in the bed to hear better. The springs in my old mattress creaked. They both stopped talking then I heard someone coming up the stairs. I clicked off the lamp and pulled the covers over my head. Something told me not to let them know that I’d heard them.
When King came into my room, I pretended to be asleep. I heard him take a seat. I maybe pretended for about ten minutes before I was pulled back under.
***
I could feel it when I woke up. Something bad was about to happen. I thought about King. He had awakened me earlier to tell me that he needed to do something important and would be back in a day or so. I had a feeling that whatever it was had to do with his illegal activities from before he’d gone to jail.
I called him; glad I’d made sure he hadn’t left until he’d added his cell number Momma had gotten him into my phone. It went directly to voicemail.
“Fuck.” I called again and got the same result. I didn’t want to think too hard about what he was doing and work myself up, so I pushed it to the back of my mind. That and thoughts about what happened the night before. Telling King I still loved him had probably been a mistake, especially when I would soon be going go to jail or have to go back with Ellis. Despite King’s promise to fix things, those were the only scenarios that awaited me.
If Ellis was dead, his family would make sure he looked like the victim and I ended up in prison. If he wasn’t, I knew he’d demand I go back with him and I’d have to in order to keep King safe and myself out of prison.
I’d fucked up and told Ellis entirely too much about myself. When I’d tried to leave before he’d used it against me. I didn’t understand Ellis’s obsession with keeping me as his wife. Nothing had been easy about our relationship and he had a mistress he seemed to love a lot more than me. I had a suspicion his family even knew about her.
I wanted to go back to sleep but nature was calling. I got up to use the restroom. While I washed my hands and brushed my teeth the nightmare I had drifted to the forefront of my mind. “Fucking ominous,” I said aloud, but the nightmare also explained why I felt an overwhelming sense of doom and gloom suddenly.
Momma must have heard me walking around because as soon I went to lay back down, she called me.
“Eden, Come down here.” She yelled upstairs.
“Shit, shit, shit.” I stomped my feet like a child throwing a tantrum. I was too fucking tired to deal with her bullshit, but I got dressed, throwing on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt I’d bought at Wal-Mart since I hadn’t exactly packed a suitcase before leaving home.
I trudged down the stairs. The whole house smelled like bacon and biscuits, so I figured King was back or would either be back soon since Momma was cooking again. I swear it irked the fuck out of me the way she treated King like he was her man.
I walked into the kitchen. My eyes immediately landed on our guest. I wanted to die, for just a little while.
Sitting across from my momma was Ellis. My hands shook and my legs felt like spaghetti.
What was scarier than him being there in the flesh was the fact that he didn’t have a mark on him. He looked so fucking smug in his expensive suit with not a hair out of place.
I blinked hard, closed my eyes and reopened them. “But I hit you in the face with a blender then stabbed you?” I blurted out.
They both frowned and looked at me like I had grown an extra head.
“What are you talking about, girl?” Momma asked.
“Are you okay, Queen?” Ellis drawled.
I gritted my teeth. He knew I hated when he called me Queen. It was a dig at King and my relationship.
“How are you here? Didn’t I kill you?”
“You obviously didn’t,” he responded snidely, raising his hands.
I dug my nails into my palms thinking I was having another nightmare or maybe I hadn’t woken up from the first one. I winced at the pain that came immediately.
“What is wrong with you, Eden?” Momma asked. I never looked in her direction. My eyes stayed focused on Ellis.  His blue eyes sparkled with mischief.
Ellis spoke up. “I can probably explain this. Eden and I got into it. You know how she is. She got out of hand. I had to defend myself, of course. She threw a blender at me. She slipped on whatever spilled from it, fell and hit her head on the kitchen countertop. I went to get help but when I came back, she was gone.”
His heavily rewritten, retelling of the truth brought back my memories.
I had confronted him about having a vasectomy. He hadn’t said anything, just attacked me, not just attacked. He’d beat me so bad I could barely stand, let alone defend myself, and then slammed my head down on the kitchen island like he was trying to kill me. The rest, stabbing him and standing over his dead body I’d probably hallucinated.
But I knew for a fact he’d watched me in pain and bleeding while he’d called his mistress and made plans to take her out.
He threw his head back and laughed. Momma joined him.
Irritated, I cut my eyes in her direction
“Why is he here, Momma?” I was asking her to confirm what I already knew would come, but I still needed to know if he’d come on his own or if Momma had a hand in it.
“I called him.” She shrugged.
I opened my mouth to ask her why she would do such a s thing, but Ellis cut me off. His gaze cut to Momma.
“Mrs. Ruth, do you think I could have some time alone with my wife?” He smiled showing her all thirty of his pearly whites. His sugary sweet tone turned my stomach. I wanted to jump across the table and strangle his ass.
“Of course.” Momma giggled before pushing away from the table. “I’ll be upstairs if you need me,” she said to him. While walking past me, she mumbled, “fix this” under her breath before leaving the kitchen.
Ellis and I entered a staring contest, like we often did before all hell broke loose.
“Sit down, Eden.” His deep baritone was filled with malice.
When I didn’t move to do it right away, he screamed, “Sit down!” I had never feared Ellis even after the beatings started. He would hit me; I’d hit him back. He more fucked up my self-esteem. But for the first time I jumped when he yelled. I guess the last beating had finally broken me.
For some reason I glanced towards the door where Momma exited. I imagined her coming back and being a mother and telling Ellis to leave. But hope for that only lasted a second. I didn’t have that type of mother.
As if he had read my mind, he said, “She’s not coming to save you. Neither is your King. We’ll be long gone before he gets here.” Smugness was thick in his tone. He smirked and gestured for me to take the seat next to him.
I continued standing where I was with my arms folded across my chest. My thoughts were racing a thousand miles per minute, trying to figure out how I could make it so I did not have to go back with Ellis.
“Disobey now, suffer later. I might even call your King’s parole officer and tell them he’s on the run. He’s not supposed to cross state lines and he’s probably already in Georgia, searching for me after he got some false information about my whereabouts.
He was a master at using my weakness against me.
On heavy feet I made my way over and sat next to my husband.  The crisp clean smell of him made me angry. I hated how easily he was able to hide how evil he was behind the trappings of wealth.
He placed his hand on my thigh when I sat. I fought the urge to snatch away.
“So?” he said and cocked his head. “Did you enjoy your vacation?”
I rolled my eyes and shifted in my seat so his hand would fall away. He replaced it.
“Why did you come here, Ellis? We don’t even like each other anymore.” About a year after we’d gotten married, he’d morphed into an entirely different person. First was the name calling, then a slap here and there, then the demand for a baby, because his parents wanted grandchildren. The abuse ramped up after another year passed, and I still hadn’t become pregnant.
“I like you, Eden. I love you even. It’s you who can’t love me. You never will, Will you? Because of him.”  He cocked his head and stared me dead in the eyes. “Do you think he’ll still want you when he finds out you killed his wife? Should we wait and tell him together?”
“I didn’t ever tell you I actually killed his wife.” I had told him about hitting her with the lamp.
“I already know. I dug the bitch’s grave and put her in it,”. King’s chilling voice came out of nowhere.
I saw the flash of fear in Ellis’ eyes, felt his hand tremble, but he recovered from the shock of hearing King’s voice faster than I did.
King walked into the kitchen with a smile on his face that the devil himself would envy.
Turning his attention from Ellis he smiled at me. “Good morning, beautiful.” His tone was light, but his jaw flexed. His eyes fell to Ellis’ hand he had moved it to my wrist, using his grip on it to hold me in place.
“Come here, Eden.” King ordered.
Ellis’ grip on me tightened, though I hadn’t attempted to move. “She’s exactly where she needs to be,” he said.
King winked at me and Ellis’s grip tightened even more. His nails dug into my flesh.
Ignoring King I turned to Ellis. “Just let me get my things and then we’ll leave.” I tried to deescalate the situation. I could tell King was itching for a fight. He had just gotten out of prison. I would leave with Ellis if that kept him from going back.
I was looking at Ellis. He was looking at King.
“See King, your queen has chosen.
The sound of what I’m sure was a gun clicking echoed off the wall.
My breath caught in my chest when King lifted his arm and aimed the gun directly at Ellis’ heart. His mouth was drawn in a thin fine line.
“Eden,” I recognized the tone as one that brokered no argument. My heart twisted, then sank. I yanked away from Ellis grip.  I walked the scant distance to King’s side. A million ways to talk King out of what he was about to do —cycled through my mind so fast that none of them fully formed.
When I turned to face my husband, Ellis’ face was neutral, but smugness in his eyes. His lips twisted into a half smirk and I wondered what he had up his sleeve.
“I hope you didn’t think I came here alone?” he said.
King chuckled. “Of course, you didn’t. You never fight your own battles, unless it’s against a woman.” King taunted him.
“I tried to take a page from your book and bribe the two you left out front, like you did my investigator. But you paid your guys too well. They wouldn’t take bribes.” King threw his free hand up and shrugged. “So, I put a bullet in both of their heads,” he said nonchalantly, he managed to maintain a cool detachment, like he’d just told us he’d done something other than kill two human beings.
Ellis’ face dropped. a hint of anger twisted his features. His bleak cloudy blue eyes fell to the weapon King held.
I knew I should have probably stayed quiet, but I was curious. “What investigator did he bribe?”
King cut his eyes to me. “The one I had watching you while I was away, of course. You didn’t think I’d let you go anywhere without knowing? But it seems Michael the private investigator I hired left out a few details, like the ones about him beating you. But don’t you worry your pretty little head,” he said and tapped the gun to his own head. “He’ll pay for lying with his life when I find him.”
At the end of his explanation King returned his attention to Ellis, while I was left with more questions than answers.
I glared at Ellis, who was staring at King like he was about to soil himself. I wanted to be petty and ask him where all his big talk was now, but I wouldn’t make the situation any worse than it was.
King spoke up. “Don’t look so sad, Blondie. I’m not going to kill you.”
The relief surfaced on Ellis’ face immediately.
I cut my eyes at King. Then what was this whole set up about? I thought.
King stepped back away from me an inch.
“She is?”
What he said didn’t sink in right away. When it did my head flew in his direction. King shoved the gun towards me.
“What?” I stuttered. I took a step back. I knew my eyes had to be as big as saucers.
“I proved my love to you. Now it’s your turn,” he said as if I had actually asked him to kill for me.
I took a deep breath as I tried to calm myself. I felt like the world was slowly disappearing in front of me.
I drifted back to the past where Ashley, King’s wife, was still alive. Two nights after the incident with King and Ellis, I’d awakened to find Ashley sitting on the foot of my bed like she belonged there. The streetlight from outside had the room illuminated so I could see her clearly. She had her long red hair pulled on top of her head in a messy bun. She wore one of those matching spandex workout outfits, red and black from head to toe.  I could smell the sweat and perfume wafting off her.
I figured she was just another one of King’s random bimbos wandering around the house. I’d once ran into one that was buck naked drinking orange juice right from the container. I hadn’t even been scared at first, just irked that some random woman was sitting on my fucking clean sheets.
“King’s room is two doors over, if you’re lost?” I said, as I pushed myself into a sitting position.
Her cold green eyes scanned me before she answered. “I’m Ashford’s wife.” There was a definite clip to her voice.
My head involuntarily reared back like she’d hit me.
“His wife?”
She cocked her head and scrutinized me for a few seconds. “You didn’t know?” Her tone didn’t convey just disbelief but anger, like she was mad that I didn’t know, because I should have. She waved her hand giving me a flash of a huge gaudy diamond.
“His wedding was a week after your parents got married. I was there.” She’d divulged voluntarily.
I tried to think back to seeing her, but one redhead blended into another. King had a definite thing for them. Maybe his wife was why.
“But he’s fucked a billion wom—” I stopped mid-sentence.
She chuckled under her breath. “Don’t hold back on my account. I know Ashford. There’s been many women, but you’re the first that didn’t know he was married. Not even his father said anything to you?” she asked.
“No.” I shook my head.
“Why was he fighting with your boyfriend at the restaurant? Are you fucking my husband?” she demanded to know, her nostrils flaring.
I opened my mouth to say something but had a sudden epiphany. I was sitting there having a conversation with what could be some crazy woman. It had been five years since my mother and James’ wedding. How could she have been King’s wife, and nobody ever mentioned her?
I pushed myself from the bed and hopped up.
“Lady, you have to go. If you have a problem, you need to take them up with King.”
“He lets her call him King?” She quietly mumbled then she did a complete 180. She started yelling. “My problem is with you. I want to know all that’s been going on between you and my husband.” She slammed her hand down onto my bed. She eyed me hard, her lip curling in disgust. “Look at you, a fat pig, stretch marks everywhere.” 
I did what she said and looked down at myself. I was wearing a cami and underwear. Sure, she was right, my too thick thighs and rounded belly had barely visible stretch marks and I would never fit in a size four. But I thought I looked good with my hourglass shape and fluffiness, so did King. He’d worshipped every part of my body once upon a time, and if I decided I wanted him to again I knew he would.
The petty jealous part of me came to the surface and I told her so. “Your husband doesn’t have a problem with it. He used to try to smother himself between my thighs.” I rolled my hips vulgarly. “Now get out.” I pointed towards the door, then I went to walk past her. She reached out, grabbed my wrist, wrapping her slender fingers around it. Her nails dug into the skin drawing beads of blood. I snatched away and shoved her backwards. She easily steadied herself.
“Bitch, are you fucking crazy? You don’t put your fucking hands on me.” I squared up, raising my fist, ready to defend myself if I had to.
She closed her eyes, then shook her head. When she opened them her green eyes were dark and murky. I took a step, then another away from her until I’d backed into the desk in the corner of my room.
“You’re the reason he wants a divorce. You’re the reason he stays away,” she yelled.
My eyes darted towards the door. I regretted backing myself into a corner. Shit was about to get out of hand.
“King,” I yelled for him knowing that my momma was out trying to drown her sorrows in alcohol. I’d heard King stumble his drunk ass in. He needed to get his bitch. If she was his wife, I didn’t want any smoke with him for beating her ass. We were already on bad terms.
Her eyes darted back and forth between me and the door nervously “Shut the fuck up,” she tried to whisper under her breath.
I opened my mouth to yell for him again and that’s when I saw it. The butcher knife in her hand. Ironically, I knew it was from our kitchen downstairs, probably the sane one I had pulled out the day my momma took Spellman away from me.
My chest constricted. Before I could ask her what she was doing she yelled and lunged towards me. I didn’t think, I just reacted. I picked up the desk lamp beside me and swung. Crack! I heard it connect with her head. Warm liquid sprayed my face.
She fell to the floor and didn’t make another sound.
It took a minute for my brain to catch up to what had happened. When it did, I freaked out. I ran to King’s room to wake him up. I couldn’t even fully explain to him all of what happened.
“I killed her,” I kept screaming while he kneeled over her body.
“Calm the fuck down,” he yelled. I jumped but quieted. He pressed two fingers to the pulse on her neck. “No, you didn’t.” I calmed even more then, but nervously rocked on my heels. I just wanted him to drag her out so I could start to forget what had happened. I made up my mind then I was moving. I would take the help Ellis had offered. I couldn’t stay in that house any longer. My momma was walking around in a funk because James had finally left her a week earlier. She was being a real bitch.
“I didn’t mean for you to find out this way,” he said out of the blue.
So, it was true. I ignored the burning feeling in my chest, I said, “I don’t care, just get her out of my room.”
He sneered up at me. “You honestly expect me to believe that you don’t care?”
I folded my arms across my chest and cocked my hip. “Yes,” I lied. I did care a lot. Sometimes I cared so much it kept me up at night. I didn’t know how to physically stop wanting King. There was no way I’d show it, though.
I could see the hurt that flashed in his eyes when he lifted his head.
His wife whimpered and her hand moved to her head. “What happened?” she moaned as she tried to sit up.
King continued looking at me. His voice got low and ominous.
“I understand. You just don’t think I love you anymore because of this mess with her and the baby.” His voice cracked when he said baby. “I married her because I thought I loved her, then you gave yourself to me and I knew she wasn’t the one meant for me, you were. I forgive you and still love you. I can prove it.”
Before I realized or even imagined what he was about to do he put his hand over his wife’s nose and mouth and pressed down, cutting off her air. She started to fight in earnest. She kicked out and flailed her arm, clawed at his hands.
I was frozen for a half a second. Then I reacted. I had shoved him off her before I even knew I was doing it. He jumped up. He got in my face. We started yelling at each other, neither one of us paying attention to what his wife was doing, which was a big mistake. Somehow, she got up. I watched over King’s shoulder as she stumbled in our direction. I thought she would attack him. She had every right to, but instead she pushed past him.
“Get away from him,” she screamed and lunged for me. He caught her mid-air, but she swung wildly. She was able to slash my face with her fingernails. “He’s my husband,” she kept screaming.
Stupid bitch. I had saved her life and she was still trying to attack me?
When King pulled her off me, I turned away. Unable to watch what would happen next, I left the room. I didn’t care what he did with her.
He came downstairs five minutes later. He sat on the sofa next to me.
I flinched away when he reached out to wipe my tears away. “She won’t try to hurt you ever again.” Roughly he grabbed my face and rasped, “Look at me.” He didn’t force my head around, but his grip on my jaw tightened until I faced him. “I’d never let anyone hurt you, Eden. You never have to worry about her again, ever”
I knew what he meant by ever. I shivered. Just thinking about it caused my heart to speed up. I tried to swallow but found it difficult around the lump that had lodged in my throat.
“Look at what she’s done to your pretty face,” he said. He leaned in to kiss the scratches on my skin. He paused and lingered when he got to my lips. “I have to go, Eden.” Just as he said that the doorbell rang. “Go to the guest bedroom and shower, but before you do that stuff your clothes into one of the trash bags in there. Leave them outside the door. Don’t come out of the guest room until I tell you.”
Everything he said to me went in one ear and out the other. He pecked me on the lips. “Go now, Eden.” He walked over to answer the door. He was talking to two of the guys from the hotel when I slipped out of the side door into the garage. I was barefoot wearing nothing but my cami and panties.
I quickly grabbed my spare keys from the junk drawer. I got in, cranked up, hit the garage opener and backed out. I was turning into the street when King came running out of the house. He ran to the end of the driveway then just stood there. I watched him through the rearview mirror. He looked downright evil, like he was ready to cause me pain. I trembled. I would explain to him I just needed a minute.
I was reeling from the violent grip of anxiety that had overtaken me. I knew I shouldn’t be driving, so I parked down the street at the park, climbed into the back seat of my car, then I cried myself to sleep.
When I woke up it was light out. I checked the clock and saw it was after nine in the morning. I panicked because I had an exam that morning. I tried my hardest not to think about what happened with King. I reasoned that if he hadn’t killed his wife she probably wouldn’t have stopped until she’d killed me. She seemed deranged, but she was married to King, so that was to be expected.
I crawled back into the driver’s seat and drove back home.
When I got there my momma had already packed my bag. She told me King had let her know I ran James away. “Why and how would I do that, Mother?” She slapped me. Instead of hitting her back like I wanted to, I grabbed my bag to leave. Fuck her, she wanted me gone. I would leave. I opened the door just as King was pulling into the driveway. A squad car pulled in right behind him.
He stared at me with so much malice it unnerved me.
Time seemed to slow down after that. King got out of the car. His white t-shirt and blue jeans had blood on them. He stood like he was waiting for something. The officers rushed him, slamming him to the ground. Momma rushed out past me yelling at the officer “What is going on? That’s my son.”
I later learned that King had went to Ellis’s house thinking I would be there, when Ellis told him I wasn’t King had assaulted him.
The whole time everything was going on I just stood frozen like someone had pressed pause on life, watching it all unfold. It was weird, because the look on King’s face as he was shoved into the back of the car was almost serene, like he was okay with being arrested.
I always wondered why. In the end I begged Ellis to not press charges. He didn’t, but King still went to jail. The cops had searched his car and found a gun. He was found guilty of possession of an unregistered firearm. In Florida that was a mandatory five years.
After that I had nowhere to go, so I moved in with Ellis. We moved to Georgia and I transferred to Spellman. I put the past behind me, somewhat. I tried to act normal. I finished my freshman and sophomore year of college before Ellis and I got serious. I thought marrying him would be the first step in the right direction.
He turned out to be worse than King, in my opinion. At least King had loved me. Ellis turned into a nightmare. He seemed to hate me but wouldn’t let me go. He forced me to drop out school. He didn’t want me to have friends. The sex that was already mediocre from the beginning turned terrible. Some night his dick wouldn’t even get hard. He would blame that on me. Then his parents started asking for a grandchild, so of course we had to give them one. We tried but couldn’t. For a year I thought I was the one with the problem.
King’s hand on my shoulder brought me back to reality. He held the gun out for me to take. “Do it.” He circled me. “Kill him. Prove to me that you never loved him, that it’s always only been me. You want to do it. You’ve dreamt of killing him. This is your chance. You say you love me, prove it. You started all of this. End it,” he taunted. “I showed you I’m willing to sacrifice it all for you, that I love you,” he said sounding less calculating.
“Why did you look so at peace that day?” I asked, ignoring the gun.
“What day?” he nodded.
“The day you were arrested.”
He paused; his brow creased as if he was contemplating it. A lascivious smile slowly spread across his lips.
“I knew that day even if I went to prison for ten years, I’d be in your head for every day of those ten years. You wrote me once a month for nearly four years even though I never responded. You say you didn’t come back here for me. But you didn’t leave when you found out I was here. You could have gone to a hotel. I’m in your head, Eden, your heart.” He reached out to tap me on my chest. “Your soul.”
I cut.my eyes at Ellis, uncomfortable at the fact that he was hearing one of my secrets. The letters I’d sent King I’d sent out of guilt at first, then it just became a habit.
King snapped his fingers in my face. “You don’t have to feel bad. Ken has a secret of his own.” He turned away from me to face Ellis. “Don’t you?”
Ellis glared at King.
King waved his gun towards him. “Should I tell her, or will you?” King paused long enough to make sure he had my attention. “Well, since you don’t seem to want to tell her…” He sounded giddy.
Ellis stood up from his chair so fast it fell over. The bang startled me, I jumped.
King’s reaction was to aim the gun at Ellis’ head. “Sit your ass back down.”
Ellis hesitated for a few seconds. King tapped the gun with two fingers. He nearly growled. “Pick the fucking chair up and sit down or I won’t let her shoot you. I’ll gut you like a fucking pig and I’ll take my time.”
Not even waiting for him Ellis to comply, King turned to face me while pulling my right hand into his, acting as if I would need comfort for what I was about to hear. He retrained his gun on Ellis
Nervously, I chewed at my bottom lip waiting on bated breath for what would come next. I knew about the affairs. I knew about his vasectomy. What more could there be?
King pulled out a cellphone that had to be at least four years old. He scrolled through it for several seconds His tongue was stuck between his teeth. He did that when he was excited.
When he found what he was looking for he turned the phone in my direction. I took it.
The shock of what I saw had my mouth falling open. The first picture was Momma on her knees in front of Ellis. My stomach roiled. I almost dropped the phone. My head snapped in the direction of my husband.
“This is from back in high school.” Ellis still had his toned body. I didn’t even know Ellis and my momma knew each other then.
The world felt like it shifted on its axis.
Ellis looked about ready to murder King. His face was a mask of rage. He looked how I felt. His eyes kept darting towards the gun, like he was considering going for it.
King laughed drawing my attention. “When I told you to stay away from him it was for your own good,” he said, with a condescending smirk on his lips. “Boy Wonder is a local mother fucker, literally. Long before I knew he was interested in you I saw him going in and out of the hotel I was holed up in with all the local cougars, your momma was one of them. I told him to stay away from you or there would be consequences.” King sighed and sneered at Ellis. “But your husband likes to play loose and fast with his life.”
I took a tentative step back, raised my hand and massaged my temples in an attempt to stave off the migraine.
“You want to shoot him now?” King asked eagerly.
Aggravated, I glared at him, while my mind kept replaying all the times my momma came to visit me. Her and Ellis acted like a couple. One incident in particular came to mind. I couldn’t sleep so I got up to get a glass of water. I caught Ellis coming out of the guest room where she slept at like four in the morning. I hadn’t even questioned it. I hadn’t cared. But now I felt dirty.
“You knew this entire time?” I asked King in a small voice because that’s all I could manage with bile in my throat. I dry heaved. I had exchanged fluids with my momma.
Before King answered I turned to Ellis, our eyes connected. I needed answers.
“Why would you marry me? Why force me to stay?”
He shook his head at me. “I didn’t even know she was your mother until the day of the wedding. I stopped when I found out. It lasted until she told me about your secret phone calls and visits to him.” he spat out. “She wanted me, you didn’t. Not while your King was in the picture.”
“What secret calls and visits? There were never any visits or phone calls,” I sputtered. “My momma?” I felt like I needed to walk away before I lost my mind. “All you people are fucking crazy.” I made a move to leave the kitchen. King grabbed my shoulders.
Again, he shoved the gun at me. I looked at it in his hands, so shiny and black.
I felt numb. I wanted to shoot Ellis. I had dreamt of killing him. I had spent four years with him beating my ass, ridiculing and humiliating me.
His parents had degraded me so badly when he told them I was the reason they didn’t have grandkids and it was not even my fault. He knew that and on top of it he was fucking my momma.
I took the gun. It was heavy in my hand. I was almost mesmerized by the feel of it. Ellis was talking but I couldn’t hear him, only the blood rushing into my ears. Without even aiming for any spot in particular, I pointed the gun at him. I felt nothing when I pulled the trigger, nothing happened. I pulled the trigger again, nothing happened. Again, and still nothing. I yelled. I reared back to throw the gun at him. King took it from my hand. I turned to find a satisfying smirk on his face. I knew then he had only been testing me. “You fucking asshole” I shoved him with all my might but, he barely budged.
Before I could stop myself, I slapped him. King stepped back out of my reach, so I couldn’t do it again. He raised his hand to his bleeding lip, brought it down to observe the blood.
“You hit me.” He smiled. “Seems like you’re feeling more like your old self. Good.” He laughed as if my fucked-up life and heartache was a joke.
My mouth opened then shut, then opened again. “The moment I start trying to trust you again I find you’re still the same old King. I fucking hate you for these mind games you play.”
His nostrils flared. I could feel his anger, like a brush against my skin. He raised his hand. I flinched because I knew he was tempted to snatch me up, he dropped his hand quickly.
“I told you not to say that ever again, “he hissed through clenched teeth. “But I know you don’t hate me,” he said. His frown turned into a smug smile. “You’re upset. But did you think I would really let you kill him, so he could rent space in your head for the rest of our lives?” He cooked his head and stared at me lovingly. “I just needed you to be willing to do it.”
I just stared at him wide-eyed.
He was certifiable.
“You’re too fucking smug for you own fucking good.”
In the same moment I was considering slapping King again Ellis decided to make a run for it. Out of my peripheral I saw him stand. The chair fell, his large frame barreled towards the door. King moved so fast it seemed as if the gun he’d pulled from his back materialized from thin air. For a minute my heart stopped beating.
The gun didn’t explode like I thought it would, just made a pew, pew sound. Before Ellis made it halfway to the door, he was hit with two bullets directly to the chest. I’m almost positive he was dead before he hit the floor.
I tried to stay calm as my eyes met his slumped form. He wasn’t moving and he was bleeding so profusely that a bloody puddle quickly formed around him. My stomach dropped. Ellis was dead? I didn’t feel bad, just shocked.
In the next moment my momma walked in the kitchen. She dropped the cup she’d been holding and freaked out. “What did you do?” Momma’s bottom lip quivered,  her shoulders jerked as she broke out in sobs. She shoved King out of her path and headed straight for Ellis. “Why?” she cried, leaning over him. “You weren’t supposed to hurt him. You told me if I got him here, you wouldn’t hurt him,” she roared hysterically. She got down on the floor on her hands and knees. She lifted Ellis’ head into her lap, cradled him lovingly and started rocking him. I felt cold, like I was trapped in a frozen wasteland.
It was surreal watching it all unfold. Was I still asleep? Was this my hell? I felt as if everything was unreal
“What are you doing? Get up!” I yelled at Momma. She went silent. She snatched her head up in my direction.
“This is your fault.” Her contempt for me rolled off her in waves.
Astonished, I pointed to myself. “My fault? How Mother? I didn’t shoot his ass.” The fact that I’d tried didn’t really matter at this point.
“It’s your fault. Because of you that fucking maniac ruins everything.”
I turned to King. The self-satisfied look was back on his face, but he simply shrugged.
“Tell her,” she yelled at him.
“Because of you he killed my husband, and now the only person I ever loved.” she said before King even got a chance to open his mouth
“James? He left you. That’s what you told me.”
King laughed and drummed his fingers on the table. He was acting so casual about the fact that he’d just killed somebody. I couldn’t wrap my mind around that.
Momma glared at him.
“Your mother is so dramatic.” He shook his head ruefully. “I didn’t kill him. We argued. He fell down the stairs and broke his neck. She didn’t care. She’s been enjoying the fruits of his death and fucking your husband for the past three years with nary a fucking tear. Now it’s, ‘Blah, Blah, Blah.’  She’s heartbroken and it’s everybody else’s fault.”  King rolled his eyes.
“She only acts as if she cares now because her little fuck toy is dead.”
“We have five minutes until my crew comes to clean this mess up,” he said waving his hand in the direction of Ellis. Momma was staring down at his body, stroking his hair like she’d lost her mind. “I’ll tell you what led up to my father’s death. Do with it what you may.” He took a deep breath like he planned to tell me everything in five minutes or less.
“Your mother,” He pointed to her. “Tried to bargain your pussy to my father.” He pointed at himself, “so he’d stayed and take care of her. Why do you think she took Spellman away from you? She wanted you here. James got an upgrade and she got to continue living in the lap of luxury. Haven’t you ever asked yourself why James would leave his house, his cars and his bank account for her if he had simply left?”
I hadn’t. My head started pounding.
“I’m confused. Make this shit make sense.” I turned to King. “She said you told her that I was the reason for James leaving. She’s the reason I had to move in with Ellis.”
King’s head snapped in her direction. He answered me but glared at Momma
“Why would I do that? Why would I make it easy for him to have what’s mine? I suspect Mommy Dearest just wanted you gone.” he said.
“You’re damn right I did,” Momma yelled. “I was free from your limp dick daddy, from her whiny ass. I finally had everything. The money, the house, the cars. Then you fucked it up.” She glared hard at King, while pointing at him. “I now understand why your father used to call you the fuck up.  You pushed her and Ellis together when you went to prison. I lost him. He wouldn’t even talk to me for a year. Not until I told him about the phone calls and visits.”
“Why would you do that?”
Momma shook her head in disgust.
“Heathens, the both of you. You two only deserved each other. I knew you two had been fucking.” She faced me again. “Your bed sheets reeked of him. He wasn’t trying to hide it either. Coming out of your room in the middle of the night smelling like sex. You didn’t deserve my Ellis.”
King chuckled as if he was proud of himself.
She sneered at him “I bet it was your bastard she aborted, too.”
If looks could kill Momma would have dropped dead right next to Ellis. King took a step in her direction just as the doorbell rang. He pointed the gun at her and growled. Yes, growled like an animal, before turning and storming from the kitchen. Ten seconds later he returned with two men and although we all had aged a few years, I recognized them as the men from the hotel on the night Ashley died.
They didn’t acknowledge me or Momma. They stared at King as he gave instructions, then left through the garage door. I watched it all like you would watch a movie on TV, detached. When it came time to move Ellis, Momma freaked the fuck out. One guy pried her arms from around him while the other pulled him from her grip, then they got her sitting in a chair. One pulled zip-ties from out of bags I hadn’t noticed they were carrying; they zip tied Momma to a chair facing the table. She was nearly breaking her neck to see what they were doing. Ellis’s blood was all over her white short set and all over her face, it mixed in with her tears as she continued to cry.
She must have really loved Ellis. I tried to think back to the times we’d all been in the room together. Had there been any looks of love, any affection? Nothing. They never gave anything away. Maybe they saved it all for the little clandestine lunch dates they had.
I had a question, so I asked. “Why would you tell me to stay with him if you wanted him so badly?”
Momma glared at me like she really hated me for just speaking to her.
“If you could have gotten pregnant, we could have been together. He said as soon as you had the baby, we would be together. Your tainted womb ruined that.”
I scoffed, then chuckled to keep from crying. I could have kept the truth to myself, but I wanted Momma to hurt so I told her. “Ellis had a vasectomy.”
Momma sneered at me “Liar. You’re a got damn liar.”
I shook my head. Our eyes connected. “That’s what the fight that brought me here was about. He blacked out when I confronted him about it.” 
Momma’s face fell.
Feeling petty I decided to add to her pain. That’s all she’d ever done to me was think of herself. I was going to be selfish for once.
“You know there were others, right? His secretary. Once a judge. A few of his momma’s friends, which I couldn’t understand at the time, but now I do. He liked them old.” I nodded. “Probably because y’all didn’t care that his dick couldn’t remain hard for longer than a few minutes. Y’all probably just liked fucking and sucking on some young dick.”
My voice kept rising an octave with every word I spoke. “Did it make you feel good, Momma, fucking my husband behind my back?  You thought he was really going to leave me for you? Did you think he didn’t want me because he was fucking you? Every night he came home and told me he loved me, damn near begged me to love him in return.”
I didn’t give a fuck about Ellis. She could have had him. I was just so mad. I slammed my hand on the table. “Answer me.”
“Fuck you,” Momma spat. 
Someone cleared their throat. In my rage I had become blind to what was going on around me. I hadn’t realized I’d been drawing closer and closer to Momma.
One of King’s guys stared at me, waiting for something. He nodded towards my feet. I dropped my head and found myself standing in a pool of blood. It was cold.
I whimpered. The blood from my veins rushed to my ears drowning out all sound around me. King rushed over to me; he sat his gun down. He lifted me into his arms, physically removing me from the blood, he sat me in a chair. He was talking but I couldn’t hear him. I just kept staring at the puddle and thinking, How could my own momma betray me?
In the next moment there was another pew sound that woke me out of my daze. Momma was slumped over the chair with a bullet hole where her nose had been.
King roared, drawing my attention to him. “What the fuck are y’all doing? Stop fucking pointing your guns at her.”  Both men had stopped what they were doing and had their guns pointed directly at me.” King rushed both of them, shoving their hands down.
Though his actions showed me differently. In my mind them pointing their guns at me meant that King had told them to point them at me.
“You’re going to kill me too, King? You already killed my momma.”
King’s face scrunched up. “Give me the gun, Eden. You’re not thinking straight.”
I screamed, “What gun, King?” 
“The one you have in your hand. Baby, please.”
I looked down. I was holding his gun at my side. I lifted it. I stared at it. I didn’t remember picking it up. It shook in my hand.
“Eden.” King called my name, his tone heavy with worry. I looked up at him. His face was all distorted.   “Give me the gun, Eden,” he coaxed. I raised it in his direction. “What are you, doing, Eden?”
“All of this is your fault, King.”
My conscious was screaming that it was partially my own. I’d begged him to ruin me even after he’d warned me.
But the irrational part of me didn’t care. I aimed the gun at King’s heart, I closed my eyes and pulled the trigger. I heard the pew, which was immediately followed by two bangs. I felt the burn of the bullets entering my chest. I hit the floor hard, my head banging against the tile. I didn’t even fear dying. I was just so fucking tired.
Just as all the pain started to ebb away King called my name. My eyes flew open.
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“This is your chance to save yourself, Eden.”
I raised my hand to my chest.  My heart was pounding, but there was no pain or holes. I looked up at King, he was fine. I looked around the room, no Momma, no henchmen. I let out a heavy breath. I had imagined it all. Maybe foresight is twenty, twenty, or some cosmic being was giving me a way out of a bad future.
“Tell me to leave.” King stared directly at me. His gaze heated my body.
Whatever daydream or premonition I’d had was quickly forgotten. Even if I was one hundred percent sure what I saw would come to happen, I would still choose to do it. My need for him was thick and sticky, clinging to me like honey. I could feel it in my very being, like a visceral force.  I shook my head. There was no way I was telling him to leave “I want this, I want you,” I said.
He gave me a hard look. I could see the possessiveness in his penetrating glare. Something in me screamed for me to change my mind, but I couldn’t. I was too far gone.
“No more Ken doll. No other men. Just me and you, Eden. Forever.”






Epilogue




King: Tatted Up Bullet Holes.
2040
My daughter Lilith threw her head back and laughed. “You keep telling me this story and I’m going to start believing it, Father.” She pushed herself away from the sink to turn and face me. I pulled the top of my shirt down, revealing to her the bullet hole we’d been talking about. Well, not exactly a bullet hole, a wound from where a bullet grazed me. Covering it was her mother’s name written in cursive. Her mother who sat across from me knew the routine, she pulled down her shirt revealing an actual bullet hole, right next to her heart, she had a crown tatted over it.
I bit my lip as I stared at her. She was so beautiful. The years had been too kind to Eden. She and Lilith looked more like nearly identical twin sisters than mother and daughter. They both had their newly colored, red hair piled on top of their heads in messy buns. Lilith was just taller and slimmer than her mother and she had my eyes. She was the daughter I’d dreamt about.
Eden rolled her eyes at me before speaking to our daughter. “I wish he would stop bringing this story up, every birthday it’s the same story.”             
I shook my head. I would never. After being shot in the chest, Eden didn’t wake up for nearly nine months. Going into labor brought her out of her coma.
“It’s her birthday story, we tell the story on her birthday.”
Lilith made her way to the table, she sat in the middle; she looked at me then my mother.
“Y’all story might be easier to swallow if one of you told me why Mother shot you.”
Eden waved in my direction. “Tell her.” She dared me.
I shrugged. I didn’t care if she knew. I trusted her. She had more of me in her than her mother. She could handle the truth.
“Granny and your mother’s first husband really didn’t die of Covid-19. I paid a medical examiner a lot of money to say they did, then I had them burned. I flushed their ashes down the toilet.  I killed the husband; your mother killed her mother. Your mother shot me, because of all the fucked-up shit I did to her when we were younger, but she had her eyes closed when she did it, so the bullet only grazed me.  My associates Warren and Jack, who are dead now shot her thinking they were protecting me. She died in my arms but was bought back by an EMT. You know for a fact that she was in a coma before you brought her out, you can look that up. What you don’t know is that the first two years of your life she barely spoke a word to me. She only forgave me after I spent years groveling. She still won’t agree to marry me.” I paused to take a breath before continuing “I also had to pay for her to go to law school and play stay at home dad while she got her degree.” Eden had been practicing law for fifteen years, Lilith was following her footsteps.
“She also told me once that she imagined everything that happened between us in the future, in book form, from both our points of view.”
Eden blinked rapidly at me. She shook her head.
Lilith mimicked her mother, then she stared at me hard for a moment “Something is wrong with you.” She said when she finally spoke.
“She’s the one that says she had premonitions, but I’m the one you say this to. You wound me, daughter.” I teased, with my hand held over my heart dramatically.
She turned to her mother, easily dismissing the truth she asked for and me. “Could you help me get ready for my birthday date?” She asked.
Her momma smiled at her. “Yes, baby. Go get started. I want to have a word with your father.’ She cut her eyes at me.
Lilith left the kitchen after rolling her eyes at me one final time.
Eden just sat across the table staring at me in disbelief.
“What?” I asked.
“Really, Ashford?”
“So, you’re mad I told her the truth?” I grinned.
She shook her head one final time before getting up. “If she even starts to think what you said is true, it’s me and you. Remember, I know how to shoot a gun the right way now. My eyes won’t be closed next time.”
I laughed, “You love me too much to shoot me again.”
“I don’t love you anymore now than I did when I shot you the first time.” She said sassily as she walked out of the kitchen.
The End.
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