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Hi...



Not my usual.



No blood is shed.



Nobody is kidnapped.



Drama and sex are the themes.






Prelude to a love song






Storm




Fuck... It was so ridiculous how much this piece of a man affected me. Just the smell of his cologne, Christian Dior’s

 

Sauvage


 
and the warmth from his body had me on fire. He ramped up the heat when he leaned his body into me. In that deep melodic tone of his, he rasped, “this pussy mine, baby?”



The fervently, possessive question sent sparks through my nerve cells causing my entire body to shiver and shake. My brain short-circuited. The moan I’d been trying not to reward him with, slipped from between my lips, but I was still well aware enough to know I could not let the truth leave my mouth. I left his question unanswered.

My silence prompted him to repeat himself, putting emphasis on his words. “I asked you a question, Storm. This pussy mine, ain’t it?” He pressed his long, moist tongue against my ear as his thick fingers crept up my thigh. I leaned into him, melting like chocolate in the fucking sun. I needed to get myself together. Our meeting was not supposed to be a prelude to fucking. Clinching my sweaty, trembling hands in my lap, I took multiple deep breaths to keep myself from giving in and confirming that my pussy was indeed his, or it had been.

We needed to talk, but it was hard to stay focused and on task when my brain was fogged with lust. Problem was, I couldn’t make him stop touching me. Not when I loved the way his calloused fingers felt against my skin. The way his touch was both firm and well placed. I loved the way he smelled, the way he looked, and the way he tasted. Hell, I loved everything about him, with every fiber of my being, and that’s where my problems lay. I loved his stupid ass, absolutely. Even though I didn’t really like him and I knew he really didn’t give a fuck about me, not the way he should after five years. For that—on an emotional level, I was done with him. Physically, was a different story. I was so keyed up my panties were uncomfortably wet and clinging to my pussy. I wasn’t complaining. I liked the state I was in. At the precipice of ecstasy. Biting into my bottom lip, I fought against closing my eyes and spreading my thighs for him. I wanted to give in and enjoy his ability to make my body feel good. I really, really wanted to but, not only was it inappropriate in a restaurant full of people, but it was also a trap. Zo didn’t do public displays, sexual or otherwise. He was trying to distract me away from the talk I told him we needed to have. It was the end of us. He felt it. He was trying to avoid it.




Get it together Storm!


 
I chastised myself, but I still found my traitorous hand trying to creep towards where I knew his hardened dick lay on his thigh.





Maybe I could indulge just more time, my body reasoned.

 

No more!


 
My brain yelled. Common sense prevailed. I snatched my hand away as if touching him burned me.



I didn’t have the power to make him stop. I wished I were stronger. Shamefully, I asked him to stop, sounding weak and unsure.

My request fell on deaf ears. Instead, he dipped his finger under the lace of my panties. Finding my clit, he brushed his thumb against the tiny gold hoop that hung from it, sending a jolt of electricity up my spine, setting off an ache deep down in my core.

I repeated myself, firming my tone. “Stop! I came here to talk.”

His hand froze as he blew out a frustrated breath.

I cheered myself mentally for my uncharacteristic show of strength where Zo was concerned. I usually bent to his will because I never wanted him mad at me. My celebration was cut short when his finger found my opening. My legs spread further apart without my permission.

He didn’t even try to hide the cockiness, condescension, or the arrogance in his tone when he said, “I’m not stopping you from talking, talk! Shit.” His finger slipped inside of my pussy. My head lolled on my neck.

He knew he wielded an infinite amount of power over my body. I fucking hated him for using it to bend my will. I didn’t really hate him, but hate was a better motivator in a situation like ours. My love for him would have me waiting another five years for him to decide what I meant to him or bent over the table, letting him fuck me in a restaurant full of people without shame.

Though it took me a few more seconds than I would have liked, I’d made myself reach under the table and still his hand, placing mine on top of his.

He kissed his teeth. The sound irked my soul, aggravation flooded my system, replacing lust. I hated to death when grown ass man sucked his teeth.

“What, Storm?” He barked impatiently, finally. I could feel his aggravation and impatient rolling off him in waves, but I didn’t care. He could wait for me to get myself and my words together. Like I had waited.

Just the thought of the time I wasted on him pissed me off. For five years, I’d been his maid, his momma, and his whore. I washed his clothes, cooked his food, cleaned his house, sucked his dick, and gave him good ass pussy anytime he asked for it. I even pierced my clit when he said he’d like it that way. All things I now realize I should have never done for a man who hadn’t given me any sign that we were moving towards anything permanent.

However, if I’m being honest. The last three years wasted were my fault too. Probably around the second year, I had realized how stupid I was being for him. Despite the fact, I kept doing it all. Hoping that one day he’d see how valuable I was to him. But as time passed, there were no talks of commitment or a future. No titles added to my name. The only thing I could give him credit for was letting me live rent free in one of his condominiums where he paid all my bills. But that didn’t count for much since I’d recently learned he was fucking someone else.

I had heard my momma tell her friends to never go searching their men’s things for something they weren’t prepared to find or they’d end up with your feelings hurt. I was a glutton for punishment. I went searching. Things between Zo and I were feeling less right than usual. I knew something was going on. Call it intuition.

I waited until Zo was drunk and deep in sleep one night. I pointed his phone at his face, using the biometric scanner to open it. I had found only one text he seemed to have forgotten to delete. It was from Jessica. She wanted him to come back over so she could taste him again. Attached was an ass naked pic. She was a typical skinny blond girl. I checked his shared attachments folder and found pic after pic of the same woman in compromising positions and several X-rated pics Zo had sent her in return. His dick was photogenic as fuck. Oddly enough, that pissed me off those most.

It had taken everything in me not to react to what I found by turning violent. I had gotten out of his bed and drove home. That had been five days earlier and the last time I’d seen or spoken to him. He hadn’t even called to find out why I left or if I was even still alive.



Despite my suspicions that he was cheating, to find out he was actually cheating really surprised me. Early on, he acted as if being non-monogamous was a deal breaker. Six months after meeting him, he’d sat me down and told me he didn’t share his toys. Yes, I was the

 

‘toy.’


 
He said if we were to continue on together, that fucking or even dating anyone else was out of the question. I assumed he would abide by those same standards, but I hadn’t exactly gotten a chance to ask him questions or make any demands of my own because right after he’d said it, he’d bent me over the kitchen counter and fucked me so good, I would have agreed to do anything he asked or said. Good dick had made me blind as hell to the reality of who I was really dealing with. I ignored the callousness, the lack of intimacy. The fact that he had very little emotional intelligence, and his sheer disregard of my feelings. All because he fucked me well and paid my bills. Thinking about it all had me ready to try to slap his dark skin off his handsome face. Instead of losing my mind, I clenched my fist under the table and exhaled. I needed to calm down. Violence was not the answer. My momma taught me long ago to never hit a man unless I was prepared to fight one. Zo was too big to fight.



I needed a distraction until I calmed down.



I let my eyes wander around the restaurant, finding myself easily becoming envious of all happy couples.

 

Why couldn’t I have that?




A huge lump formed in my throat. Tears welled in my eyes. I closed them, trying to get myself together before I cried.


You will not cry, storm.


“Storm!” Zo barked my name. My eyes fluttered open. I let them slide in his direction, not letting them go further than his chest. I was too much of a coward to face him eye to eye. There was something about him. Something in his hazel eyes that made me weak; that made his deceitful, selfish ass irresistible.

“Yes?” I answered, sounding indifferent on purpose, knowing it would annoy him. Petty, I know, but if it irritated me, why shouldn’t he be?

He sucked his teeth again and scooted out of my personal space in a huff. His hand fell from my thigh. He pushed the plate and glass in front of him away, then waved his hand in my direction.

“Tell me, what the fuck was so urgent? What do you need to talk about and why did I need to meet you here? I could have been doing more important things.” He spat nastily.




More important than me?


 
Well, aint this a bitch?



I turned and gave him my full attention. He wouldn’t look at me, so I was just going to say what I had to say to the side of his face.

“I think we should end this, whatever this is between us.” There I said it.



The muscle in his jaw picked up speed. “Storm, why are you being ridiculous right now?” He was looking everywhere but at me as he impatiently tapped his long fingers against the tabletop.

 

Oh shit, he was mad. Good! Be mad, I was mad too.




“I’m not. I’ve thought about it and I think it’s best we go our separate ways.”

Shaking his head. “No!” he growled out and raised his free hand to his goatee, combing his fingers through it.

“No?” I repeated indignantly. “I’m not exactly asking you. I’m telling you.”

His fingers picked up speed for a second, then paused. He hung his head and shook it slowly, chuckling to himself. “Here we go again.” He mumbled.

I understood why Zo wasn’t taking me seriously. He had no reason to. I’d gotten fed up with him twice before and said I was done, but never followed through. I’d go as far as telling him it was over, then he’d make a grand gesture. For example, a week-long Caribbean vacation, paying off my student loan debt or he could do as little as whisper few nasty words in my ear and fuck me into oblivion and I’d forget why I was so mad at him, forget that I almost hated him. We’d be good for a while, then he’d go right back to canceling dates. Showing up late or being MIA for days, sometimes weeks. And I’d be back to where I started, lonely and yearning. The one time I left, I only stayed gone for five days before I caved.

“You’ve been out of pocket for the last few weeks. You quit answering your phone and started canceling on me. What do you need me to say or to do to get us back to normal?”

Was it that easy? Could I just say, Zo, I want a commitment, kids, a ring? Would he then give them to me? Why didn’t the thought of that make me feel better? Wouldn’t I basically be begging him to love me? Had I really become that desperate? I wish I could have said no right away. I took a minute to think it over. Pathetic, right?

I finally answered. “Nothing. Nothing can make me change my mind.”

He chuckled. “I was honestly trying to appease you by asking you that. I don’t really care about your reasons or excuses. You’re well taken care of financially. I ain’t beating your ass. I fuck you well. You have no reasons for leaving. It’s over when I say it’s over. And that ain’t ever happening.”

The fucking audacity.

I pointed to myself. “You’re talking to me? Storm? You’re telling me I can’t break up with you?” I tried to keep my voice level and lower than the elevator music playing. The thought of drawing attention to us and embarrassing myself made me regret inviting him to a public place, but I wanted to tell him it was over face to face and being behind closed doors with him wasn’t an option. I was too weak for that.

He steepled his fingers and shook his head again. The tick in his jaw was thumping away at a hundred miles per hour. He still wouldn’t face me. As if I didn’t deserve to be looked in the eyes as he told me what I would and would not do, like I was his child and not his woman.

I thought about just getting up and walking off, but I stayed put for my ego. I at least wanted him to grovel a bit before I left.

“This is why you wanted to meet me here? You thought it would be easier to get rid of me in public?” Zo asked, surprised. He looked around the restaurant. His voice raising an octave. “That’s your mistake. I don’t give a fuck about these people. If imma show my ass, imma show my ass wherever. So, you could have told me this over the phone, at the condo, or my house and the result would have been the same. We’re not over. We’ve been together for five years. You don’t suddenly get to decide without my input that we’re going to end our relationship.”

It was my turn to chuckle.

“Relationship? Is that what you call it?”

“Yes Storm, that’s what I call it. Because that’s what it is. It’s you that seems to have trouble defining it.” His already deep baritone got deeper with each word he spoke. The anger in his voice made me fidgety; my resolve wavered. I’d never been one for confrontation and I was currently in the middle of my first break up with someone. The other two men I’d dealt with, we went our separate ways when we finished using each other.

“You know what? I’m just going to leave. We can talk about it over the phone, as you suggested.” From my seat, I rose. I was glad I’d gotten a room in the hotel around the corner. I should have never driven so far after work in the first place. At night, I was a terrible driver. An hour and a half drive back to my city, in the dark, was out of the question, especially in my state of mind. The only reason I’d come was because Zo said if I needed to see him, I’d have to come to him. He worked right outside of Tampa, where we both lived.

I didn’t get a chance to step away from the table before he yanked me back. “Sit your ass down.” He demanded between gritted teeth; his voice was loud enough to cause the people from the two tables next to us to turn in our direction. I could physically feel the heat of their eyes on me. Embarrassed and self-conscious, I ducked my head and sat down quickly before snatching my arm out of his vise grip.

“Why are you causing a scene?” I hissed under my breath, not caring about the fire in his eyes.

“Why? Because you got me here for this bullshit. Then when it didn’t work out like you saw it going in your big ass head, you thought you were just going to tell me you’re going to call me later and walk away and that’s it? What kind of man do you take me for? We can either sit here and discuss it or go to the room you booked and discuss it. Fuck your promise of a phone call.”

I wondered how he knew I had a room. I decided not to ask. It didn’t matter. Before I could stop myself, I blurted out. “Fine, let’s discuss it here. Who the fuck is Jessica?” I had never planned to bring up Jessica. I didn’t want him to know he had reduced me to being the type of woman who snuck through a man’s things.



He arched a brow and his mouth pulled into a slight smile that caused the dimple on his right cheek to peek out.

 

Yes, the devil had the black ass nerve to have dimples.




That wasn’t the response I’d expected. I stared at him like he had grown an extra face from his neck. “That question’s funny to you?”

His entire demeanor had changed. Now he wanted to look at me. Now, the tick in his jaw had stopped. Now he looked cool and fucking collected.

Fixing me with a stare, he nodded. “Yes, if this is about Jessica, it’s really fucking funny? You’re mad about the bitch I’m giving dick to?” He paused, waiting for me to answer. When I didn’t, he said. “Ok, Let’s talk about Jessica?”



I only comprehended half of what he said after

 

‘the bitch I’m giving dick to.’






Those words kept ringing back to me.

 

The bitch I’m giving dick to?




Because I already knew the truth — I thought that hearing it from him wouldn’t be as painful, but it was. I felt destroyed. I didn’t know how to respond now that he’d put it all out on the table, like it wasn’t a big deal.

He tapped the table, regaining my attention. “Who is Jessica?” He repeated. “That’s what you want to know?” The art of stalling. He was dancing around the question instead of answering directly. I knew he was about to blatantly lie in my face. Still, I nodded my head yes.

“That’s a simple question to answer. Jessica is the temp secretary at my job. She wanted to give me some pussy. I took it.”

My mouth fell open.

Well, damn. Was there any way to respond to that? No, so I said nothing. He took my hand in his, gentler than usual. “Storm, if you wanted to discuss Jessica or any other females I’m fucking or have fucked, a simple phone call would have done.”

I glowered and snatched my hand back from his.

What? Was he serious?

“Females you have fucked or are fucking, as in previously and currently. There’s more than Jessica? In the last 5 years?”

He shrugged, tilting his head. “There have been about five or six since we’ve been together.”

This man was trying to kill me.

Five or six? Shock sapped me of every bit of reserve energy I had left.

I was dumbstruck. A dumbstruck dummy. He sat in front of me, telling me he’d been fucking a gang of women while we’d been together, as if he was telling me what time it was.

Five or six and Jessica. He’d been getting around. “Why are you so comfortable telling me this in the manner that you’re telling me?” The way he was handling me really said he didn’t give a fuck.

“Did you expect for me to lie to you, Storm?”



Tears pricked at the back of my eyes.

 

I will not cry.




“I don’t know.” I paused, then shook my head. “No, I just didn’t expect you to tell me like this, as if you don’t give a fuck about my feelings. Like it’s something I’m supposed to hear you say and accept.”

My feelings weren’t even hurt, though. Five years with Zoe had taught me how to numb that part of myself or I’d always be hurting. I was mad, though. He’d been fucking other women, while keeping his foot on my neck, about other men. He’d throw a fit any time another man even so much as looked at me, but the entire time was fucking out of both pant legs, regular ole community dick. I couldn’t make any sense of that. I wanted to go. I needed to get as far away from him as I could before I lost it, but I couldn’t move.

He had given me too much to digest. My head throbbed.

I ran my tongue across my teeth. “Okay.” I responded, then absentmindedly picked up my wineglass and brought it to my lips. I remembered at the last second it was empty and sat it down.

“You want more wine?” He turned to signal for the server.


No, I didn’t want any more fucking wine. I want to bludgeon you in your fucking head.


“No, I’m good.”

“Ok, but are we good?” He asked.




Are you stupid?


 
I cut my eyes to him. “No, we aren’t good, Zo.” I didn’t bother to hide the attitude in my voice.



Zo’s back stiffened as he drew in a deep breath.

He had a hell of a lot of nerves to be huffing and puffing at me.

“And why not, Storm?”

What a stupid incendiary question. He wasn’t stupid. He knew why. Fighting off blind rage made me lightheaded. I stared at him wondering if he really didn’t understand.

He opened his mouth to say something, probably something else stupid..

I held up my hand. “Just give me a second then we’ll finish this conversation..”

I closed my eyes until I felt steady. Then and only then did I speak. “You’re asking me if we’re good? As if we should be good. So let me make sure I heard you correctly and didn’t misunderstand your words. We’ve been in this,” my words trailed off. I couldn’t even get the word ‘relationship’ out of my mouth.

“We’ve been in whatever this is for five years. You have continuously warned me and threatened me about other men. Unnecessarily asked me if I was fucking other men. Wrongfully accused me of fucking other men. And after putting me through all that, you were fucking not one, but five or six other women? Is that what you’re telling me?” I was looking at him right in his mouth when he answered. I saw the audacious ass ‘yes’ come from between his lips

“Ok. Good to know. Thank you for answering my questions truthfully. I replied in my customer service voice, then dropped it. I have one more for you. “Why in the fuck are you asking me are we good?” I raised my voice, but quickly lowered it. “Why would we be good?”

I had to shake my head. If God ain’t nothing else, He is funny. I asked him to give me strength enough to let Zo go. He fucked around and gave me a lot more than I asked for. Needing him again. I closed my eyes and prayed silently. I asked him for patience. I needed a lot. If I asked for more strength and got it, I would fuck around kill Zo's stupid ass.

When I opened my eyes, Zo was staring over at me like I was crazy.

Fixing my mouth to curse him out, I started. “You are a b—,” but caught myself before I embarrassed both of us in public.

My frustration caused a grin to curve his plush lips. I amused him. He knew I wanted to air him the fuck out, but I wouldn’t.

“This is funny to you?” I clenched my hands into fist so tight, my nails bit into my skin. I had never before had such an overwhelming urge to punch somebody in the mouth. Instead of giving him what he deserved, I placed my hands on my lap. The police department was less than a block away. If I hit him the restaurant would call the police,. I would most end up in jail. That meant losing my job. I worked for the county clerk’s office. A criminal record was a no no. I wasn’t about to fuck up my money over him. I would have to pay my own bills once he was gone.

“It’s not exactly funny, but your reaction amuses me. In five years, have you ever bothered to ask me who else I was fucking? No. Why the change of heart suddenly? Why not ask in the beginning?” He gave me a pointed look. “I told you what I expected from you. I questioned you. Did I not?”



’

 

Touché!”


 
I nodded “You’re right. I give that to you. I never asked, but with your insistence on me not seeing other men, I assumed you would do the same.”



“Well, you shouldn’t have assumed. You should have asked.”

I nodded again. My voice cracked. “You’re right again, I concede to that, too. I shouldn’t have been so fucking stupide either.”

He gave me a long-suffering sigh and this lopsided look that showed that he pitied me. “I’m sorry for the disconnect, Storm. This is on you. If you would have asked questions, I would have discussed this with you from the jump. I never told you I would be monogamous.”

His faux sorry irked my nerves. He was being condescending.

I stood abruptly. “I have to use the restroom.”

Zo’s big hand wrapped around my wrist, applying pressure. Glaring up at me, his nostrils flared. “Sit down, Storm. You’re not leaving until we come to an understanding.”

I cocked my head while frowning down at him. I understood he could kiss the entirety of my wide, black ass.

“Ok, we can do that. I’m just going to the restroom. My purse is on the seat across from you. I’m not going anywhere without that.”

He glanced over at my purse, then back at me, nodding his approval for me to leave.

Seething, I turned and walked away from the table, with no intention of ever seeing his stupid face again.




Breath, Storm, just breathe. Everything’s going to be okay


 
. I tried to calm myself to avoid bursting out in tears in front of what felt like a million strangers.



The restrooms sat in the hall about fifty feet away from where we had been seated. You couldn’t see them from our table once you turned the corner. That’s also where the exit was. Even though I wanted to run, I tried not to speed up my pace and alert Zo to my plan. I needed to get away from him, far away. I could feel tears coming. No matter what he said or did to me, I had never cried in front of him. I refused to ever. Once I hit the corner, I sped walked to the exit. I pulled my cars ticket from my bra, handed it to the attendant and hoped he hurried the hell up.

Zo letting me go because I left my purse behind confirmed another one of my issues with him. He never listened to me. If he would have, he’d know there wasn’t anything of importance in my purse. I was in the habit of leaving them places. I always locked my wallet inside my glove compartment unless I planned to use it. The only items in my abandoned purse were some personal hygiene products and my cell phone. I could easily replace those things.

The valet pulled up with my car up. I walked around to the driver’s side and bent down. I pulled a five from the ashtray and handed it to him. Then I quickly slid in and closed the door. I drove off just as Zo was exiting the restaurant doors. Our eyes connected in the rearview mirror. Zo’s usually hazel irises had turned brown. He was beyond pissed. Good! Now I was going to make him super mad. I rolled down my window. I threw my arm out and gave him the finger as I drove away. Watching him standing in the middle of the street, enraged while holding my purse, made my urge to cry lessen, but it didn’t dissipate. There would be a lot of crying in my future.





Ending to a love song






Storm




When I got to my new hotel the first thing I did was shower his scent off my skin. The smell of him had my stomach roiling and threatening to spill its contents. After scrubbing myself nearly raw, I stood in front of the full-length mirror naked, running my eyes over my rounded frame. Jasmine Sullivan’s

 

Dumb


 
played in the background from my laptop. It fit my mood at the moment, because boy, did I feel dumb.

 

Big ole fucking dummy


 
. Five years I’d wasted.



My eyes were puffy and bloodshot from crying and for the first time in a long time, I had a low self-esteem moment. I could feel what he’d done to me picking away at the parts of me I worked so hard to fix. I hadn’t felt so bad about myself since high school. I’d always been a big girl; 5’8 and 190 pounds at my smallest. Somebody always had something to say about how I looked and it had given me a complex, but I’d gone to counseling. I did the work. I learned to love myself.

Leave it to me to let a man who obviously didn’t give a fuck about me, put me back into that bad head space again. I tried to mentally navigate out of it, but what had just happened was too fresh. Too many questions were left unanswered. What was wrong with me? Was I not good enough for him to do right by? Maybe, if I looked more like the chicks he was fucking he would have wanted to commit to me. He wouldn't have cheated.




Stop it!


 
I shook the thoughts away, took a deep breath and closed my eyes, not opening them again until I felt stable. I stared at my reflection again. I took in my flawless dark melanin skin, slightly rounded stomach, thick thighs, and large double -D breast. Then my face, rounded and cute with full pouty lips and expressive brown eyes. There is nothing wrong with me, I affirmed aloud. Fuck Zo if he couldn’t see that.



I reached up and gathered my shoulder length curls, I used the hair tie on my arm to make a sloppy bun before walking into the hotel bathroom to grab a robe. I slipped it on after putting on panties. I knew room service would be knocking soon. I'd ordered a bottle of wine and a burger after crying my eyes out for an hour or so. Just as I secured my robe, there was a knock at the door. I opened it to find a young boy no older than nineteen standing there, his blue eyes immediately fell to my exposed cleavage and stayed there. I giggled inwardly, I was used to it, I had some big ass titties.



I cleared my throat and his eyes quickly found my face, “this mine?” he nodded his head yes. I moved out of the way and let him come in. He didn’t say a word the entire time, his cheeks were red, even the tip of his ear looked aflame.

 

Adorable.


 
I handed him a tip, he said thank you and hurried out of the room.



I sat down at the table and ended up just picking at my food, drinking cups of wine like you’d take shots while my mind drifted to Zo and the first time we’d met. Back then he’d been helping a friend open a club or something. He’d come to my window to file the papers and I’d thought he was the finest man I’d ever seen. Clean cut, chiseled Lance Gross face, but with back-length dreads, six’3 and 240 pounds of chocolate poured into a tailor-made suit. I swear just looking at him made my mouth water. Then it went completely dry when he asked me out. I’d kept my professional face on and turned him down. Saying no had hurt me to my soul but my supervisor was within listening distance and the two malicious bitches next to me were ear hustling. I wasn’t trying to lose my job over a pretty face that probably wanted to only fuck me. He’d taken my rejection well. Too damn well. Had me feeling some type of way all day.

When I got off of work at five and I found him standing outside the courthouse waiting for me you could have run a train through my mouth, it was so wide open. He’d taken me to dinner that evening and talked me out of my panties that same night and without shame I’d given them to him. The first few months after had involved a lot of wining, dining, and fucking then just before we hit the year mark all that was left was fucking. We didn’t go out anymore, no more long talks on the phone, just either me showing up at his house after work or him showing up at his condo where he’d stashed me away. We’d eat, fuck, and go to sleep then repeat it the next day. I could count the times on one hand that he said he loved me or said thank you or I appreciate you. He just expected me to be there and do for him.



How the fuck had I survived four years of that?

 

You didn’t survive, you suffered through because you’re stupid and desperate and thought you couldn’t do any better than him


 
. The little voice in the back of my head chimed in and was correct. I was well aware of my own bullshit. I thought I was lucky to have a man like Zo for superficial reasons. Whenever we were out, I could feel the envy wafting off other women. I reveled in that feeling. That’s probably why we didn’t work out. I was in it for all the wrong reasons.



A knock at the door drew me out of my thoughts. I looked at the time on the clock hanging above the nightstand. I couldn’t believe almost two hours had passed since I’d checked in. I assumed it was room service for the tray. Tightening my silk robe, I got up and opened the door. Without looking, I turned back to get the tray. “I’m surprised I didn’t have to call you to come get this.”  The door slamming shut startled me, I jumped and turned around prepared to fight the hotel attendant.

It wasn’t him in my room, glaring at me. It was the devil.

“What are you doing here? How did you even know I was here? Never mind, I don’t even care. Get the fuck out” I yelled.

There was a long-drawn-out silence that followed my outburst. I could tell by the look on Zo’s face that he was trying to calm himself before speaking. It didn’t work. He scowled at me so severely his thick, naturally arched eyebrows met in the middle before speaking. “So, we’re playing games now?” He asked.

Something hit my feet. I looked down to find the purse I’d left behind.

I ignored his question.

“How did you know I was here?”

He reached into the pocket of his jeans, he must have gone home or to his office and changed because when I’d left him he was still in his work suit. He pulled out his wallet and pulled a card from it. He waved my credit card in my face.

“You gave it to me when you asked me to pick up your car from the shop, I didn’t use it to pay for the repairs, but I did add your alerts to my cell.”

What kind of crazy shit is that? It explained why he knew about the room earlier. Any purchases or transactions over a hundred dollars were texted.

“You were supposed to give that back to me.” I reached out to snatch it from his hand. He moved out of reach, replacing it in his wallet.

I sucked my teeth. “Fine, I’ll just cancel it tomorrow. Thanks for my purse, see you.” I waved him off before turning and walking toward the bathroom leaving the purse on the ground and him standing there. He grabbed me from behind just before I crossed over the threshold into the bathroom. I snatched away and turned to face him.

“Please go. I’m not in the mood for any more of your bullshit.” I shoved him, but his big ass didn’t budge an inch.

“No. We have some things we need to get straight. First, that stunt you pulled. Leaving the restaurant after lying and giving me your middle finger, was really disrespectful”

I stared at him unblinkingly with my mouth wide open.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” he damn near growled.

“I figured it out. You’re a nut job, that’s it,” I laughed. “All these years, it was in the back of my mind that something about you wasn't right but I could not figure it out. Now, I know what it is. You’re fucking crazy.” And I wasn’t even being factious, all that negro needed was a diagnosis and meds.

“You’ve lied to me, treated me like shit, endangered my health by fucking multiple women. Wasted my time for five years. Then you turn around and tell me giving you the finger is disrespectful? You’re lucky that’s all I gave you, as a matter of fact.” I walked up on him. I reared my arm back and swung my hand and the side of his face connected. I got in a second slap in only because he was shocked by the first. He caught my hand when I went in for the third.

We faced off.

He glared down at me with. He was holding my right hand in his, his other was balled at his side.

I glared back at him. My free hand clenched at my side. “Go ahead and hit me” I taunted. I saw the fury in his eyes and knew he was considering it but I didn’t give a fuck. I might not actually be able to whoop his ass, but I’d fuck up the hotel room trying. I was just that mad. I’d try my best to beat his ass for the old and the new.

I raised my chin and squared my shoulders. I waited for him to do something. Wanted him to put his hands on me. I could literally feel my blood boiling. I wanted to see him bleed.

“Find you somebody safe to play this game with, Storm. I’m not going to hit your silly ass, but I will shake your ass until your head bobble if your heavy-handed ass hits me again.”

I smirked. The slap had hurt. Good.

“Get the fuck out and you won’t have to ever worry about me hitting you again. The door is right where you left it.” I tried to snatch my hand out of his grip, but he held on, pulling me flush against him.

He bent down to meet me at my height, getting right in my face.

“You’re really getting on my fucking nerves with this little tantrum. It’s not like you can make me leave if I don’t want you to and you can’t go anywhere if I don’t let you, so I advise you to calm down so we can talk.” He exhaled and rotated his neck.

Unfortunately, he was right.

“Let’s talk. Let me go and we can talk.” I offered.

He let me go with a slight shove. I glared up at his petty ass as I took a step back. I still had the urge to hit his ass in the mouth. Taking another step, I put more distance between the two of us, shoving my hand into the pocket of the robe to keep them to myself. I walked over to the recliner next to the bed and sat down. He took the chair from the table and brought it over, sitting it right in front of me. I rolled my eyes. When he sat down, our knees touched so I readjusted myself. I didn’t want him touching me.

I wished he would hurry up and say whatever he had to say. I had nothing to say to him. He'd better get to talking, I could afford to remain silent and wait. I didn’t have work the next day, being that it was Saturday and my office was closed. He always worked. He was fucking with his sleep and money not mine.

While waiting for him to speak, I stared at him trying to figure out what besides his physical appearance, I actually liked about him. Like, as a person. There was nothing that immediately came to mind. That annoyed me. I couldn’t blame me being superficial on him.

“I never lied to you, Storm.” He finally spat out as if the words had rotted in his mouth..

I chuckled. “What would you call it?

” I answered every question you ever asked me, truthfully.”

My eyes bucked. “Are you okay? You can’t be okay if you believe that. Omission is a lie when you intentionally withhold the truth. You were fucking Jessica and everybody else, whole time. You intentionally didn’t tell me because you knew I would have been done with your ass. You’re a liar and trying to gaslight me won’t change it.”

He paused, searching for another angle. Zo wasn’t used to me standing up for myself so he was struggling to manipulate me as usual.

“This really is about Jessica?”

I rolled my eyes and pursed my lips. I was not going to keep circling a dead mother fucking horse with him.

She scratched his jawline, slowly, thinking hard. “I want to fix this, Storm. How am I supposed to know what to say or do to fix us if you won’t talk? How do I fix us?”

I sighed. “You just don’t get it. I don’t want to fix anything. I just want to be left alone, it’s over. “I waved my hand in the space between us. “There is no us.”

“No Storm, it’s not over. I already told you that.” He damn near growled.

“Okay so what if I told you, we could continue how we’ve been but I get to fuck other people too now?”

His head jerked back as if I’d hit him again. His tone could have cut steel. “Absolutely fucking not. Quit fucking playing with me.”

“Okay. No compromises. So, it’s over.” Even if he had said yes. It's over.

“No. It’s not over and you’re not fucking other men. “He reached for my hand which I promptly placed behind my back, out of his reach.

“I don’t want you anymore, Alonzo. All you did was lie to me.” 

He frowned, “I can make this right, Storm.”

He really wasn’t getting it and I wasn’t about to raise my blood pressure trying to explain it to him. I got up from the chair, “please leave. This is my life you fucked with. My time you wasted. I refuse to forgive you for that.” I shook my head. “There is no making it right.”

My feet dragged as I made my way over to the door. With shaky hands, I opened it and turned to wait for him to leave.

He dropped his head. “Storm, I just want to know how to fix —.” he stopped himself mid-sentence and shook his head in despair. He stood and started walking my way. He was leaving and I was happy. I lied to myself. I was miserable. I had to bring my hand to my chest to try and soothe the ache there.

He stopped at the door.

His eyes roamed my face for a moment. I thought he was about to try to convince me again.

He grabbed me. Did it so fast, it scared me. A tiny scream escaped my lips. Wrapping his big hands around my waist, he lifted my big ass up off my feet. My heart banged against my ribcage. Instinctively, I wrapped my thick legs around his body to keep from falling. My arms went around his neck. My robe rose above my ass, bunching at my waist.

My back hit the wall with a thud. His hard body slammed into mine. I thought about screaming again, for real this time. He silenced me with a kiss. One of those resistance melting kisses you read about in books. I gave up and gave in. My whole body tingled. He kissed me until it was hard to breathe. He finally drew back leaving us both panting.

He pulled his head back to gaze at me, narrowing his hazel eyes. “You don’t want me anymore, Storm?”  sunk into his bottom lip.

I shook my head no and stared him down. “Hand on a stack of bibles, I swear I didn't want you anymore. You hurt me too bad." I answered, being only half truthful. I wanted him like I wanted my next breath, but I wasn’t enough to stay. He had skewered me. He had wasted my time. Now my mind set was fuck him. He laid his head against me. In a voice filled with emotion, he asked, “Why do you look so sad then, Storm? “Impatience had him answering for me. “Because you’re just as afraid of losing me as I am of you. I know you are.”

I shook my head.

“Liar.” he accused.

“No.” I growled. I was scared as fuck of being alone.

“Then why are you letting me touch you like I am. Why is your body responding to me like it is?” He pulled at the tie on my robe, it fell open.

His rough palm slid up the curve of my hip. I made sure to look him in the eyes when I said.

“Because I want to fuck you doesn’t mean I want you.” Feeling spiteful, I added. “I want to fuck a lot of men, including a couple of your homeboys too.” I smiled at him just to be petty.

He gripped my chin and squeezed, forcing me to look at him. “Keep playing with me.” He warned, anger bleeding from his words.

Knowing he was thoroughly pissed off and jealous pleased a very petty part of me.

“I’m not playing. If you don’t like it, you can get the fuck out for all I care. Finding someone else to fuck me will be easy.”

Ignoring my words. He kissed me again. This time softly and deeply, the way he knew I liked. Making me weak and malleable, I was putty. His to do with as he pleased with.

He cupped my ass lifting me further up the wall.

I groaned as he slid his hand between our bodies, thumbing my panties to the side finding my clit. A gasp slipped between my lips on contact with the sensitive bundle of nerves. Another gasp got caught in my throat when he began using his thick fingers to massage it in tiny, tight, and urgent circles. In the same instance, he pushed his dick inside of me. Using gravity, he raised then let me drop. He had me dripping for him, my juices leaked down my thighs. I was so fucking wet, it was embarrassing.

“Open your eyes, Storm” he demanded. It was hard but I opened them.

“You don’t want me?” In his eyes, I could see that those four words had really hurt his feelings. He deserved to hurt. If hurt feelings mattered, mattered, he would have considered mine.

I tangled my hand into his hair, grabbed a handful of his locs. Putting all my anger behind my yank, I snatched his head backwards. He didn’t even flinch.

“Shut up Zo and fuck me.”

He kept talking as if I said nothing, thrusting slow and deep as he spoke. “You gon’ leave me Storm, take this good pussy away?” He spread my ass cheek. Going deeper.

Squeezing my eyes tightly together I blocked out his words. The pace he was keeping made it easy and had my head swimming. My entire body was throbbing.

My hand fell away from his hair. It was ridiculous how good he felt inside me. Why did anger always make have sex better?

“Say it.” He growled.

“No.” I whined.

He sped up. Making me lose my breath.

“Don’t matter that you don't. We’re forever, Storm. Til death do us part.”

I sucked in a breath of air. “Fuck you, Zo.” I panted against his lips.

He went deeper.

My legs started to tremble.

I hated Zo, but if he stopped fucking me, I’d die.

“I know you don’t think I’m gonna let you take this good pussy away to give it to another nigga? I’d kill you and him ‘bout this pussy. My pussy.”

He sounded crazy as fuck and I was just as fucking nuts as him because the shit he was talking, plus his meticulous long strokes had my ass wanting to scream, “please don’t let me go.” I begged. I wanted to be with him, but I knew I couldn’t.

“I won’t, baby, I won’t. Me and you, forever.”

“Forever.” I cosigned. Lying.

“I’m about to cum, fuck.”  He warned.

His lips went to my ear as his big right hand found my neck, holding me in place. He squeezed and began pounding into me, putting all acrimony and aggression behind his strokes.. “Don’t you ever mention wanting to fuck another man to me again I’ll choke your ass unconscious. His grip on my neck tightened, restraining my breath. My entire body tensed, then I felt something in me let loose. He kept pumping into me. Kept choking me. I gasped for air as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. My body began to vibrate. I was cumming harder than I ever had.

Moments later, he stiffened and grunted. His dick jerked and I felt him cum deep inside of me. Breathing heavily, he held me there for a moment. Hand still wrapped around my throat, but loosely. “I love you, Storm.” He sighed into my mouth. He meant the moment to be sentimental but it wasn’t. He rarely told me he loved me and when he did, it was because I was mad at him or we were having sex and that made me angrier than I already was.



He let go of my neck then legs. If not for him holding me up, I would have collapsed to the floor. He steadied me and helped me to the bed where he removed my robe then underwear. I lay down, curled up into the fetal position, exhausted. He disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the shower go on. My eyes felt heavy, they drifted shut. I was half asleep when he came out.

 

Whap!


 
His hand came hard on the ass. My eyes water.



I jolted upright, ignoring the sting. “Why in the fuck you hit me?” He was now buck naked. His dark skin slicked wet with water. His big dick was waving at me. I reconsidered leaving him alone. He was just as fine as he was evil. Black as midnight with the body of an African God and he was my man. Did I really want to give him away? Maybe I could change him with a little more effort. I didn’t really care if he wasn’t the most romantic or sensitive. If only those were our only problems, I might have held on. But I couldn’t abide by was him having other women and neglecting me. I quickly blocked the idea of staying with him out of my head.



“We ain't finished, “he grabbed my leg, using it he dragged me to the edge of the bed, dropped to his knees. He pressed feathery kisses against the roll on my belly then kissed downward until his head was between my thighs. He tasted my pussy, snaked his tongue inside of me and licked my walls.

 

Nasty motherfucker.






He sucked my pussy like he was on a mission to prove himself.

 

It’s going to be a long night


 
were my last thoughts before just letting go and letting myself enjoy his mouth on me one last time.



Five hours later, I could barely move, my body ached, painful and pleasurable.

I was going to miss so much about Zo, mainly sex but my mind was still made up about ending us. A man like him was hazardous to one’s health.

I pretended to be asleep until I heard him snoring; I crept out of bed, going to the bathroom. I didn’t even wash the sex off me, just threw on the blouse and pencil skirt I’d worn early, I didn’t want to risk him catching me. I left everything behind but my keys. I crept out of the hotel room without looking back once. I said I was done. I meant it, I was done, done. I would never give Zo another chance to hurt me.





The Making of a Love song
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Storm


Sprawled out on my back in bed. From the floor to ceiling windows in my new townhome, I watched chaotic drops of rain fall from a blue velvet sky. The sounds and smell of the end of summer storm had me feeling restless. I yawned. Throwing my olive linen comforter, I’d been using like a shield from my sweaty, naked body. I thought maybe getting out of bed would make me feel better. I immediately vetoed the idea. Wasn’t like I had anything to do.




I guess I was staying in bed


 
.



Taking a breath I rolled on to my side trying to get comfortable. My muscles groaned.  I would have to get up to remedy that.

Sighing, I sat up, swung my feet over the edge of my mattress and pushed myself up. My toes sank into plush carpet, making me feel grounded. Which I really needed at that moment. All my regrets —mainly surrounding Alonzo— had my head swimming.

“Fuck Zo.” I screamed to nobody as I stretched my size sixteen frame towards the heavens to get the blood flowing in my veins again. I reached up and massaged my sore neck until a moan of satisfaction slipped from between my lips.. I rubbed until the tension loosened and some of my worries ebbed away.

With very little motivation to do more than lay around and smoke I fell my ass right back into bed, reached for the blunt on the nightstand, lit it and inhaled.

Melancholy had my ass in chokehold, because no matter how many times I tried to shake thoughts of Zo from my head, they kept chasing me like a fucking rabid dog. Thinking about what had happened between us was depressing as fuck and the rain wasn’t helping my mood. Solitude was fraying at my nerves. I hated being alone. I was an only child of a single mother who was an only child. I had spent most of my childhood wishing for siblings or cousins. Zo remedied that when he came along. After meeting him, I spent all my free time with him or waiting for him. Without him, I didn’t know what to do with myself. My momma was dead, a drunk driver hit her my freshman year of college. I didn’t have any close family and the two women I did consider friends had husbands and or children. I couldn’t interrupt their lives with my bullshit.

So yes, I was emotionally spiraling. Feeling anxious, I wanted to cry and scream. Which was why I was smoking strawberry -bananas when I usually preferred sour diesel. I needed to calm the hell down and get myself together before I did something I would regret like calling Zo.

I brought the blunt to my lips, drew in the smoke, held it in my lungs, exhaled, then watched the tiny clouds of vapor that slipped from between my lips disappearing into the vapor was kind of relaxing.

Waiting for the weed to take effect, I reached up to remove my newly faux loc-ed hair from my face. My knuckles brushed my cheeks becoming wet.


Strange.


I brought my hand down and stared at it.

I was crying and hadn't even realized it. That shit was crazy. Nearly a month later and this clown of a man still had me crying over him. I shouldn’t have still been feeling so raw. That made me mad. Three weeks wasn’t enough time to get completely over some, but it should have been enough time to not still be falling apart. I used the back of my hand to wipe away the tears before glancing over towards my phone. I was horny and depressed. He could make it all go away.

“Don’t you dare call his ass, Storm.”

The day after I’d left him behind in the hotel, was the last day I’d spoken to him. He had texted me though. Not an apology. That would have been too close to right.. He told me he’d be gone, away on a business trip for a week and he expected to see me when he came back.

I deleted the text and blocked him. I used the time he was away to show him I was serious about us being over. I’d moved out of his condo and had my number changed. I even quit my job and was living on my sizable savings until I wanted to go back to work. I was absolutely free from Zo. Contacting him would be stupid. Though I really, really wanted to. Frustrated I reached over, smashed my half smoked blunt in the ashtray and laid back down.

Maybe cumming would calm me down enough to put me to sleep. I moved my hands between my legs, flicked the gold hoop attached to my clit and groaned. I tried, but no matter how I rubbed clit or pulled at that ring, I couldn’t get myself off. I was so fucking dick spoiled that masturbation only made me mad. I needed somebody else’s touch.

“Fuck!” I screamed out and removed my hands.


This shits for the birds.


I looked over at the Google clock on my nightstand. It had just turned ten. My usual bedtime but I didn’t have anything to do the next day. I knew I wasn’t going to sleep anytime soon. I needed a distraction. I glanced at the remote on the table. Wasn’t shit I wanted to watch. I wasn’t hungry. Didn’t feel like messing with social media.

“Okay Google, Play me some music.”



"Sure, playing music on Spotify, here you go." Jesse Reyes’s

 

Imported


 
started to play lightly in the background. Halfway through the song, I laughed and started singing along. “Get over him by getting under me.” That particular song coming on had to be a sign or maybe it came on because I’d been playing it religiously just months before when it was new. I didn’t know which but I was going to take it as a sign because getting some new dick sounded good.



But would it help? Could getting under the next man help me get over Zo? The theory sounded like bullshit, but I was about to put it to a test.

Suddenly, I had a lot more energy. I got up from my bed feeling wobbly but made it the fifty feet trek over to my walk-in closet without falling.

I had a shit ton of going out clothes because Zo never took me anywhere and would trip if I went without him, but when I had nothing else to do or was depressed, I’d go on shopping sprees On Zo’s dime of course. I sure did miss his credit cards. I’d been tempted not to cut them up after I moved out. But I did, because I didn’t need him to have any excuse to stay in my life.

I stepped into the closet and made my way to the very back, where I stored clothes I swore I would wear when I lost twenty pounds. But fuck it.

I knew exactly what I wanted to put on. It was a black knee length body con dress, made of heavy spandex material with a generous V neckline that displayed my breast just right and it had split up the back. It fit my body like a glove. Forgiving all my imperfections. I paired it with tan ankle booties, a tan trench coat of the same color since it was a bit chilly out. I laid everything on the bed, then made my way to the bathroom to get my hygiene in order. When I got out of the shower, the rain had stopped.

I wrapped a bath sheet around my waist and spent a few minutes looking at myself in the mirror. Did I really want to go in search of casual sex to make myself feel better? Yes, the answer came immediately.

I was going out.





Storm


The heavy bassline in the hip hop song had me feeling all of my African ancestry and I moved to it like I imagined my ancestors had; freely, undulating and winding the hips and ass I’d been blessed with –in abundance. The music spun me; gravity lifted away. I was floating. I don’t know what me had higher. The music, the weed I’d smoked in the parking lot, or the man who I was dancing with.

When the beat dropped, so did I. When I came back up, I rolled my hips then leaned back, reaching behind myself, I looped my arm around my dance partner's neck. His roped locs slipped through my fingers like silk.

My only reason for coming out had been to find somebody to fuck my worries away and soon after I made my way to the dance floor the man who I knew could do exactly that creeped up behind me. He asked me to dance in this deep vibrato tone that moved through me like a current and I was ready, pussy gushy, nipples hard and everything. I didn’t want to know anything about him, not even his name. All that mattered was the fact that he moved his hips like a pro, and he was cute. When I say cute, I mean fine. He oozed sex appeal. 6’3, with smooth espresso brown skin, hair freshly twisted, taper fade, a round baby face, thick eyebrows that had a slant to them and one of those stocky athletic builds that you only see on offensive lineman. His plump lips and whiskey-colored eyes sealed the deal for me. On top of that, he chemistry between us was electric. Every one of his touches singed my flesh.

“Time for a throwback.” the DJ announced and the music switched up.




She hit the floor Next thing you know Shawty got low low low low low low low low


 
doing as the song instructed, I got low, damn near touching my toes while grinding my ass into him. He seemed to be liking what I was doing. His hard dick was poking me like a steel rod.



Thick and long. It was a monster.

Just as I was getting into it, about to throw my back out trying to prove a point nobody asked me to prove, the music switched again. Anthony Hamilton’s Diamond in the rough started to play. I knew the song well enough for it to fuck up my entire mood. My chest grew tight. Suddenly all I wanted to do was go home, curl up in bed and cry.

Pulling away from my dance partner, I walked away. I didn’t get very far.

Grabbing my hand, he pulled me back into him. I allowed him to for whatever reason. By my waist he guided me until we we’re body to body, face to face, with our eyes connected we began to sway together as he sang along with the song.

The moment, and his deep velvety voice combined with the lyrics pushed me deep into my feelings. I blinked back tears. “I see the scars from the broken heart; life's got you down.” He pulled me closer, his grip on my waist tightened. His hold on me was possessive and protective, as if he’s instinctively knew I needed comfort. I felt good in his arms.



Heat swelled between us, spreading warmth across my skin. Everybody else in the club disappeared.

 

And the bags under your eyes have the smiles inside, that's tearing you apart.


 
The way he was gazing into my eyes made me feel like I was some kind of puzzle he was trying to figure out. I glanced away, breaking the connection. I tried to make myself feel nothing when I was feeling everything.



He reached out and directed my eyes back to his. Forcing me to look at him. I wanted to look away but he held my gaze captive

He shook his head. “Don’t do that.”

“What?” I snapped with more attitude than I meant to have.

Unruffled, he responded “don’t pull away. I can feel and see you’re thinking too hard right now feeling too much. Let that shit go and just dance with me, beautiful. ``

He dropped his hand from my waist placing it on my lower back. He pulled me even closer, so close, we breathed the same breath.

It was fucking intense. Not at all what I’d come to the club for.

I grinded my middle into him to change the tone.

In response, he groaned deep in his throat before speaking. “Damn, I was trying to be a gentleman, but you’re acting like you’re trying to get fucked tonight.”  It was a question. He leaned back so I could look into his eyes again.

I asked, while sliding my hand down his hard abdomen. “Do I need to be more obvious?” His dick jumped under my grip.

My action caused a flicker of surprise to flash in his eyes.

Reaching down, gently removing my hand from his dick he slipped it into his, intertwining our fingers. The tiny hairs on my neck stood on end. I was taken aback by the intimacy. It was too much. I went to snatch my hand back, but it was like he could read my mind. Preemptively, his grip tightened.

“You sure? I ain’t in no rush, pretty.”  His warm breath brushed against my lips as he continued. “We could just get breakfast and talk. You seem like you need someone to talk to.”

He sounded sincere. I was flattered and impressed. Most men would jump at the chance to take pussy that was openly being offered to them and they would have done it without question, but here he was trying to give me a shoulder to cry on? Yep, I was about to fuck him, because he deserved some good pussy for being a stand-up dude in a world full of fuckboys.

I nodded.

“Yes, I’m sure. I don’t want to talk or thinking, I just want to escape, for a little while.” I needed a release. Could you help make me feel good?”

He twisted his mouth like he was thinking, then nodded. “I can do that.” He said after a moment.

With my hand wrapped tightly in his, he started guiding me off the dance floor. My heart thumped to the beat of the bass that surrounded us as I allowed him to pull me towards the back of the club. I couldn’t believe I was about to have sex with some random man. I knew better but I was going to do it anyway.

We exited out the back of the club, leaving through the employee only exit. I found it strange but didn’t question it. The doors muffled out the loud music when they closed. We stepped into an alley. He tugged me towards the mouth of it. “Where are we going?”

“There’s a diner down the street, let me feed you. We should have a conversation.” He coaxed.

I pulled out of his grip. “Again, with the food?” I felt myself become instantly aggravated. I was not hungry, I was horny.

Stopping, he turned and just studied me for a while. I could feel his eyes prying and penetrating, trying to see deeper than the surface again. Wrapping my arms around myself, I stood there and let him see my sadness, my loneliness, my anger. What was the point of hiding from him? I wouldn’t see him ever again after tonight.

I watched his eyes soften before he asked, “What’s your name, Beauty?”

I sighed.

“Does it matter?”

He shrugged all nonchalant like, “I guess it doesn’t.”  He said this, even though it obviously did. I could see the truth in his very expressive eyes.

“You sure about this?” He asked again.

“Why you trying to play my hero when I’m just trying to fuck?”

I’ve never had to try this hard to give away any pussy. And why was I begging? I had to ask myself. The answer came easy. Something in me was incessant on having this man, at least once. No man had ever looked at me the way he looked at me. Had never tried to save me, even from myself. I had a feeling that the experience would be life changing.

“Because I don’t want to be that guy. The one that takes advantage of the obviously vulnerable girl.”

“Aww so you’re a gentleman, a live and for real one.” The derision in my tone was loud.

I caught a glimpse of his nose flaring. “I just want you to be sure, s—"

I cut him off. “I’m sure I want you to touch me. There’s no point in being a gentleman to a woman who is asking you to be a savage. He tucked his bottom lip into his mouth and grinned at my declaration.

His lips looked so soft.” I closed the distance between us, rising onto my tip toes, stealing a kiss. I gripped his neck. With no finesse, I shoved my tongue in his mouth. He tasted like whiskey and mints. At first he was slow in his response. It didn’t take long for him to become more aggressive. Suddenly he was kissing me back, hard and guiding me into the shadows alley.

After that everything moved fast, like I wanted it to. Pulling away from our kiss, he leaned back while snatching the front of my dress down over my breast to find me braless.

“Fuck, these are beautiful.” he complimented then stared for a second too long, becoming memorized by them. He stared for a while. When he was done, dropped his head, ran his hot mouth over swell of both of them before taking my right nipple into his mouth. He was definitely a breast man. I wasn’t complaining, but he was taking longer than acceptable for back alley sex to just touch and caresses them. Using his tongue to draw slow circles around both Hershey colored circles. He nibbled and sucked at them until my panties were saturated in my juices and all I could think about was him inside of me. I damn near had to pry him off. He roughly spun me. I ended up trapped between his body and the concrete wall, with my ass arched into him. My exposed breast scraped against the rough cold bricks, causing me to tremble, and my nipples to harden to painful.

There was no way we could get all the way naked. He slid my dress above my waist.

“Damn.” he whispered from behind me. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once. My body feeling like it was vibrating. My pussy was leaking.

“I never imagined we’d end up here,” he confessed in a low honeyed tone as he snaked his arm around my waist and found my middle. “I would have liked to have done this differently, but I can see you need this. And I want this.” 

Sliding his hand in my thong. He found a surprise, tugged at it. “Did that hurt?’ He asked in awe.

“No,” I moaned prettily, pushing my ass further into him.

“What’s your name?” he tried again to pry my name out of me as two of his long thick fingers slid inside of me, stirring my thick cream.

I shook my head. “No names.” 

He leaned over me and whispered “It’s ok, keep it to yourself for now,”. His lust laced baritone made all his words sound nasty to me, or maybe it was the fact that he was finger fucking me against a wall, next to a trash can that made them nasty.

Either way. I was a new fan or nasty. Adrenaline had me feeling drugged.

“Well, my name is Lionel, “he breathed out hard. “You can call me Lion. I only tell you because you need to know it. I want you to call it when I make you cum.” He pressed a kiss to the side of my mouth then grazed his teeth against the pulse of my neck.

Sweat slid down my spine. I was on fire, burning from the inside out.

“Imma call you Juicy,” he added as his fingers sped up. “Your pussy juicy, ass juicy, lips juicy, your pretty ass titties juicy. Everything’s juicy. His words trailed for a second then he finished his sentence with. “Yeah, that fits you perfectly, Juicy.”

I bit my bottom lip, and rolled my waist fucking myself on his fingers, only half listening. I was anxiously chasing an orgasmic high and it was so close; I could feel bliss creeping up my spine. “Make me cum.” I begged.

He groaned, grinding his cloth covered dick between the globes of my ass. “I plan to, several times. This first one on my fingers, the next, two or three on my dick.” He swore.

He sped up, fucking me really good with his fingers until I was clawing at the wall. He got too impatient because I didn’t get that first nut on his fingers like he promised. He snatched them from inside me. I whimpered as he held me in place with the weight of his body whispering the nastiest things he wanted to do with me in my ear, but I still heard the sound of a condom being ripped open, a jingle of his belt, a zipper coming down.

He forced me down, to bend at the waist. My hands on my knees, the side of my face pressed against the rough brick of the wall. In one swift motion, he filled me with a substantial amount of dick. The way he stretched me, burned. A hiss slipped from between my lips. I tried to inch forward.

“Nah, Juicy, you begged for it, don’t run, take it like a big girl.” His grip he had on my waist tightened.

I refused to let him play me. My head dropped. My hands went to my ankles. I braced myself.

He chuckled.

Spreading my ass cheeks, he rocked his hips forward going impossibly deeper. I could feel every vein. It was a lot.

“Damn. Shit,” He exhaled sharply. “How your pussy so hot, you burning me, Juicy.”

Some illegible words came out of my mouth.

Gripping my waist, he started moving slow, shallow strokes at first giving me time to adjust but not for too long. Soon, he started pounding inside of me until he had me begging.

“Oh, God, ase…please…please don’t stop.”

His hold on my waist tightened.

“Shit, if it feels good to you. Bless my dick, Juicy. Cum for me.” This tingly feeling in my stomach let me know I was close. My entire body tensed.

I felt his dick expand. He groaned. His dick jerked.

My pussy gushed cream. The wetness saturating my thighs. I came yelling. Not caring who could hear me.

His grip on my waist tightened again until it was painful. He held me steady. Pumping into me, the sound of skin slapping skin and our labored breathing echoed down the alleyway, he growled when he came. He held me longer until our breathing returned to normal. He helped me stand. On wobbly legs, I fixed my dress and rested my forehead against the wall in front of me. “Shit.” I mumbled into the brick wall. I was ready just to take a nap right here in the pissy alley.

I heard Lionel’s pants zip.

Then he spoke. “What’s your name?”

The way he had just fucked me, had me feeling I had no choice but to tell him.

I slipped my hand into his. “Storm, my name’s Storm. Pleasure to meet you.”

Cocking his head, he gave me a panty wetting smile before rasping. “No. The pleasure was all mine.”

Too tipsy to drive, Lionel got me an Uber, since that’s the way I’d gotten to the club I didn’t have to worry about my car. When the uber pulled up, he kissed me on the shoulder. He opened the door and helped me in, then leaned in. He bit his lip. “Imma call you tomorrow, Juicy.”

I grinned. “You pried my name out of me so you could call me juicy?”

He raised both hands. “No disrespect to your moms but my name fits you better.”

I laughed and waved him off.

“Don’t call me by anything until five pm.”

He could call me whatever nickname he wanted after the dick he’d given me.

He laughed. He leaned down and pecked me on the cheek.

“Goodnight Juicy,” he said before closing the door.



We pulled off. The driver cut the corner. The uber got caught at a stop sign right outside the front of the club. I felt a familiar presence. I looked out the window and laid eyes on Zo for the first time in weeks. The Blond, Jennifer, or Jessica or whatever the fuck her name was

 
— was hanging from his arm.





Wearing a gingham print shirt tucked into charcoal black trousers, he had a fresh line up, his beard freshly trimmed, he looked better than when I last saw him. Seeing him fucked up my after sex euphoria. I kissed my teeth and raked my shaky hand through my faux locs to get a hold of myself. Tampa was too fucking small. Then I saw who he was talking to and it jarred me. Lionel looked up and caught me watching them. He said something to Zo that caused him to look in my direction. Our eyes connected. He squinted really hard, as if to make sure he was seeing what he thought he was seeing. He knew what I looked like after I’d just been fuck. His head swiveled to Lionel. Lionel nodded. Zo’s gaze swung back to me, his eyes were narrow as fuck. He gave me a steady glare. I could see the

 

‘what the fuck did you do?


 
question in his eyes. I smirked. Hoping he could read how thoroughly I’d been fucked on my face. Then I turned my head. Fuck him. I was lowkey sad though that I probably wouldn’t be getting that call from Lionel. But I had learned

 

the fuck him to get over him


 
theory was true, somewhat. Fucking Lionel had taken my mind off Zo and even though seeing him had me feeling a bit open, it wasn’t as bad as when I left the house.







Storm


“Excuse me, I need to use the restroom,” my date informed me just after we were seated. he slid out of the booth releasing my hand that he’d been holding since I agreed to have dinner with him.

I met Andre when I worked at the Clerk’s office. Imagine one of the square ass Donald Glover type Black men but with a basketball player's build and you have Andre. The too nice, nerdy guy. He was so not my type. He'd probably be good to me and I had a thing for men who weren’t shit. I now realized that. Being away from Zo had given me time to look back and examine myself. I didn’t have much long-term experience with men outside of him, but even the ones I just fucked with were toxic. They only came around when they wanted to use me. They gave nothing and I allowed it. I figured it was probably because that’s all my momma had dealt with when I was growing up’ She was a natural born nurturer. She always thought she could change them. Some of the idiocy had rubbed off on me. But that was a story for the therapist I planned on going to.

But for now, I was working it all out on my own and if I could have gone back in time I would have definitely given Andre a chance. I was trying to rectify my mistake now. I was at the point where I wanted a family and a husband. I needed to make better decision where men were involved.

Earlier in the day I’d ran into Andre at the mall. He asked me to get some food with him. I almost said no, but then I thought about the fact that I hadn’t cried over Zo at all after getting some penis from Lionel and decided to say yes. Maybe stranger dick was the cure for a broken heart, I reasoned.

I followed Andre around the mall as he shopped for his niece, then we walked to the diner that sat directly across the street from the mall.

My cell rang as soon as he turned the corner. Without looking at the caller ID I picked it up off the table and answered it.

“Hello.”

“Who is he?” Zo’s Deep voice boomed in my ear. He had gotten my number from Lionel and had been calling me nonstop since. I could tell by the noise in the background. in the same place.

My heart slammed against my chest as I searched the crowded diner for him.

“Fuck.” I cursed under my breath when I found him, he was glaring directly at me, from across the diner. His eyes were bloodshot and his head lulling to the side. He was either tipsy or high or both, His face all scrunched up.

What really fucked with me and had my knees shaking — was the fact that he was surrounded by about six of his frat brothers, which meant he’s really was going to show his ass. They liked drama. They’d encourage whatever he was about to do. Especially since they thought their women belonged to only them. Which is asinine since they all were fucking other chicks besides their wives and girlfriends. “A friend,” I answered

He chuckled at that.

“You’re not allowed to have any fucking male friends.”

I rolled my eyes in his direction about to hang up when he warned me. “You got less than a minute to excuse yourself and bring your ass here before I embarrass you.” He pointed to the empty chair beside him. He hung up the phone before I could respond. Whole time, his eyes never left mine. He could clearly see me when I shook my head no in his direction. I was not playing games with Zo anymore. I’d just turned thirty. I was trying to grow and mature and put down some roots. He wouldn’t waste anymore of my time. We were done and I wouldn’t let him dictate my life a minute more.

“Hey, you ready to order. “I jumped slightly in my seat. Andre startled the hell out of me, but my eyes never left Zo’s.

I watched rage mask his features.

My heart felt like it was about to take its last beat.

“We gotta go,” I stood before Andre could sit.

My stomach was doing all types of flips.

“What’s wrong?” He reached out to grab my hand, I snatched away. Hurt flashed in his eyes. “I’m sorry. Shit I was trying to help you. I’m going to be really truthful with you right now. My ex, the one I told you about, he’s here and he’s a nut.”

He cocked his head to the side as he listened to what I had to say.

“I don't want to get you involved in my bullshit so we should go before he pops off.”

He frowned. His head swiveled. His gaze landed on Zo without me pointing him out in the crowd of hundreds. I guess he could feel Zo eyes drilling a hole in the side of his head.

He chuckled, “I’m not scared of him, Storm. I like you and I want to get to know you. If you want to leave, we can leave but not because of him.” He took my hand and laced my fingers with his. He brought it up to his mouth and pressed his soft lips to the knuckles..

Awww. He’s stupid, but brave.

I watched as Zo stood. He rudely pushed past customers as he stormed over to us. Before I could tell Andre to run, he was in our face. I was honestly scared as fuck, Zo had always been violent in his jealously and proficient in dishing out said violence.

Instinctually, I stepped in front of Andre. Which was stupid on my part. I was stuck between two big angry men.

Zo bared his teeth at me, the gold flecks in his eyes shimmered and danced.




Don’t do this.


 
I plead with my eyes when I couldn’t find my voice. It irked me knowing that regardless, even if I had managed to spit out the most eloquent words ever heard—I was powerless.  Zo never listened to me before, he wouldn’t start now.



“Move, Storm.” he tried to shove me gently. That was the only reason I managed to stay put.

“No, don’t start tonight. We ain't even together anymore.” I whined.

He flinched at my words then snickered. “So just last night you weren’t playing in your pussy, telling me how much you miss me?” He blurted out, telling all my business.

His brothers cackled like some crackhead hyenas. I looked away from Zo to find them surrounding us. I hadn't even noticed them move. Heat warmed my cheeks. I was embarrassed and itching to smack the stupid grin off his face.

“Sure, I had a weak moment and back slid, but only after you called me begging and I felt sorry for you.” I retaliated.

His smile turned to a scowl, morphing his handsome face. He glared.

I crossed my arms over my breast and glared right back.

We were about to start a full-blown shouting match in a crowded place that could end up on social media and I was too angry to care.

“Is any of this necessary? Move around.” Andre spoke up, interrupting the profanity laced words that I was getting ready to let fly out of my mouth. No fear could be heard in his voice. Admirable.

At that, Zo carelessly pushed me to the side. My hand slipped from Andres. I didn’t fall, but I almost did, giving Zo enough room to act. He got right up in Andre’s face.

One of his frat brothers gripped me from behind. I tried to snatch away, but he was too strong. My body started to tremble, I could see the devil in Zo’s eyes and I didn’t want Andre hurt because of me.

“You don’t get to have a fucking say when it concerns my woman.” Zo barked in Andres face.

“Obviously, she isn’t your- “Andre started but was interrupted.

“Excuse me sir.” All heads swiveled to the manager, a big burly white man with grease stains on his shirt. He stepped up next to the men. He looked up at Zo.

“I’m going to have to ask you and your friends to pay and leave. I watched you start trouble with these people. Leave or I’ll call the police.”

“I don’t give a fuck call them.” Zo responded and waved him off without even sparing the man a glance.

Of course, he would say that. He was surrounded by two lawyers, a police officer and a pro ball player, of course he didn’t care. He was untouchable with brothers like his.

Andre spoke up. “No need to call the police sir, we’ll leave,” he offered. He reached past Zo for my hand. Without thought or hesitation I reached for him. Zo knocked my hand away and for a second, he just glared at me like I had betrayed him and he was really considering choking my ass.

Then he gave Andre his full attention again, the manager was forgotten.

“Don’t fucking touch her.” Zo looked like a mad man. He shoved Andre and to my surprise Andre who was smaller by eighty pounds and outnumbered did not cower or shove him back. Nope, straight right hook to the jaw. I heard bone connect with bone. My mouth fell open.  Zo staggered. There was a long moment of silence, then all hell broke loose. I watched in horror as Andre and Zo went blow for blow for a full minute. Zo’s frat brothers surrounded them and made sure nobody could interfere or take pictures or video. I blinked and just like that Zo’s nose was bloody and he was winded and Andre was fine. Age was catching up with Zo, he used to beat men down and be ready to fuck all night.

James, one of Zo's oldest friends and the ones with the least to lose, didn't like the slight advantage Andre was able to gain over Zo. I watch him stick his foot out, clipping Andre’s foot.. Andre head hit the table with a loud thud when he went down. It met the next, hard, so hard it bounced. He was out and Zo went in for the kill. He was about to stomp the man in his head with his boot-covered feet. I didn’t know I could move so fast, but I did. My instinct to protect Andre was instant. I Shielded him with my own body by draping myself over him. He’d fought for me. I’d be damned if I let him die for me.

“Just stop, this shit is ridiculous!” I shouted up at Zo from the floor. This negro had the nerve to look hurt. I didn’t care. He was out of line.

Ignoring him, I frantically started yelling for someone to call the ambulance, there was so much blood seeping from Andre’s head, I just knew he was going to die. I was so angry and scared my entire body was trembling. I wanted to bludgeon James with my heel, if only to knock the satisfied expression off his face. I made a mental note to call his wife the next day and tell her about the white secretary at his office he’s fucking. He was a whole fuckboy just like his friend.

Still surrounding us, none of Zo’s friends moved to help, not even the police officer. Whole time—Zo verbally raged above me, He was calling me everything but a child of God. Telling all our business. I couldn’t believe his friends simply stood by watching, while another black man passed out bleeding on the floor. They were always spouting bullshit about being their brothers' keepers. What a fucking joke.

Zo continued ranting. “You’re protecting him.” He growled like a wild animal. His anger was practically radiating off of him.

Ignoring him, I continued to scream for someone to call the ambulance.

“They’re on their way.” a woman finally replied from somewhere behind the wall of bodies. Finally.

When I heard the sirens in the distance, I breathed a sigh of relief.

“You gotta go, Zo.” Nedrick, the police officers in the group said, “I’ll get the surveillance.” I shook my head. There was not a fucking ounce of integrity among them. I felt ashamed of the fact that once upon a time I would have done anything to be a part of their lives.

Suddenly from my lap, Andre groaned and his eyes fluttered open, I gave him my full attention “it’s going to be ok.” I pressed a kiss to his cheek, then suddenly I was being moved. My feet left the ground. Zo threw me over his shoulder like I weighed nothing.

“Stop.” I fought slapping and punching at his back. Before I could get him to put me down, I was being thrown in the passenger side of his truck. My face banged against the steering wheel. “Fuck!” pain exploded in my head. Instantly I got a migraine. Ignoring the pain, I grabbed the door handle just as he clicked the locks. He sped off, burning rubber.

“Stop the car, Zo.”  I grabbed the wheel. The car swerved. Zo knocked my hand away.

He turned and gave me a death glare. “Don’t make me leave you stinking by the fucking roadside tonight.”  There was so much passion behind his words I wasn’t sure he wouldn’t do it so I shut my mouth and sat stock still as he drove. I thought about Andre. If he were seriously hurt I’d never forgive myself.

Soon as could I planned to call the local hospitals and find out where he was, I’d go see him even though I’m sure he probably wouldn’t want to fuck with me ever again, but I’d try.

When Zo pulled up in my driveway, I jumped out and headed into the house. I wondered for a second how he even knew where I lived.

He was on my heels.

I entered the code into my digital lock as fast as I could, then tried to slam the door in his face. He pushed it open and walked in right behind me. Then a thought came to me. How in the fuck did he know where I live?

However, I decided I didn’t even care how. I had more important shit to do.

Zo followed me to my bedroom and stood leaning against the door with his handsome face all balled up, glowering at me. I ignored him as I slipped out of my biker shorts and oversized biggie t shirt and Nike slides. I needed to change into something warmer before I could go to the hospital I knew Andre was probably at. There was only one close by. I pulled a sweatshirt over my head and I was about to step into my sweats when Zoe snatched them from me.





Zo


I threw the pants she was about to put on to the other side of the room. I’d be damn if she was going to go running after another nigga.

Storm was trying to make me kill her ass. I thought we were good after our session on the phone. We had talked. She let me listen to her play in her pussy like old times. I didn’t even bring up the fact that I caught her ass leaving the club and I planned never to. Lionel said nothing happened outside of them kissing. I believed him because Storm really wasn’t his type. I had seen the type of females he dealt with and Storm didn’t meet the criteria. But then there was the fact that Storm had looked too smug for my liking that night. Unfortunately, I couldn’t prove nothing, so I let them breathe.

Seeing her walk into that restaurant smiling in yet another nigga face had my ass hot. I was ready to break both of their fucking necks. The only thing that calmed me enough to keep me from doing just that, was the fact that they were new. I knew Storm well enough to tell by her body language, she wasn’t fucking him yet, so it wasn’t that crucial in my mind. I’d get rid of him. I’d gotten rid of more than a few before she even knew about them. Men didn’t like baggage and with me around Storm would always have that because I wasn’t going anywhere. It wasn’t until the moment that she was shielding him with her own body that I got worried.

“So, you choose to defend the next nigga over me, Storm?”

She slowly shook her head and raised her hand.

“No, I’m not doing this with you. I need you to stop your bullshit before you even start. I’m not going to let you play victim tonight. I’ve told you before that this aint working, we gotta let this shit between us go. We’re toxic together.”

“Just listen. Let me talk to you.” I tried. If she just let me explain to her who Jessica was, and the reason I had lied about how serious we were, she’d get it. The other chicks didn’t even matter. They had just been one offs when we were fighting, I didn’t give a fuck about any of them. Only she mattered. I took a step forward and reached for her.

She backed away, shaking her head. “No. You need to go. I can’t do this. Why won’t you just let me be?” She whined. Tears followed and came, heavy. Cascading down her cheeks and made me feel like a piece of shit. Storm didn’t cry, she wasn’t emotional like other chicks.

I knew then I should have left, but I couldn’t let go and she shouldn’t have wanted me to. Not after all those times she’d told me she loved me. After all the promises she’s made.

“Is that what you really want, Storm? To end us over some side pussy and a business deal you don’t even know the details to?” I took a step forward, backing her towards the wall.

“Yes.” She shouted without hesitation. “But it’s more than just the other women. I keep telling you we don’t fit. I’ve been saying it for years, Zo. You just won’t listen and keep pulling me back into this bullshit.”  She sat on the edge of the bed and ran her hands over her face like she was exhausted.

I made my way over to her, kneeling between her spread legs.



I love you,” I started, ready to make promises I was almost positive I couldn’t keep while dealing with Jessica. But it was made painfully obvious that she was determined to no let mee make things better. I didn’t see it coming but I felt it. Her fist connected with the side of my fac, the blow landed heavy. It felt like she was trying to take my entire head off. My ears rang.

 

Whap, whap.


 
She hit me twice more.



I had to breathe deep not to react out of instinct to hit her back.

She managed to get in a couple more blows before I was able to pin her to the bed, even then we grappled until her energy waned.

I was shocked. She hit me, like really hit me. Sure, she had slapped me before, but she was really trying to fight me this time. My heart hurt and suddenly everything felt too fucking surreal. I was stuck, like somebody pressed pause. Frozen solid. The moment was sobering, and all the mistakes I’d made to bring us to that space and time, flashed in my mind. There were a lot of mistakes, cheating and lies

I swallowed hard.

If that weren’t enough, I could literally see the pain and anger written all over her face.

The urge to sincerely apologize and beg her to forgive me was overwhelming, but I couldn’t find the words.



She used my momentary paralysis to her advantage. She pulled back her barefoot and kicked me, landing a solid blow to my stomach. stomach.

 

Woosh,


 
all the air left my lungs. For a minute, I lost my grip on her, she scrambled up but I was able to grab her and slam her back on the bed before she could inflict any more harm. I straddled her torso and pinned her arms above her head.



“Let me go, Zo.” She took a deep breath and screamed at the top of her lungs while twisting and turning her body wildly. Struggling as much as I allowed her.

I shook her. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

She lifted her head so she could scream right in my face. “You! it’s always you! I just want to go check on my fucking friend and you’re fucking with me yet again. You ruin every fucking thing. That man didn’t even do shit to you.”

I ran that shit she let spew out of her mouth back in my head. “You’re doing all this shit over him?” Whatever was between them must have been deeper than I thought.

It boiled my blood to think that she really was defending the next nigga over me.

Her head snapped back like I hit her. “Oh no. You’re not doing that. This is because you’re fucking ignorant as fuck and selfish. I’ve seen you with your new woman multiple times and you know it. What did I do? I left you the fuck alone. Why couldn’t you give me the same courtesy?”




Ok. Fuck it.


 
I let her go and got up from the bed. She wanted me gone, I was gone, after I said my peace.



She jumped up off the bed with her fist balled, ready to fight. Her tiny nostrils flared. The fire in her eyes let me know she was out for blood.

Is this what I’d drove her to?

“Why are you acting this, Storm?”

She screamed. “I’m taking a page out of your book and showing my ass, because I don’t like something that happened.” She took a step in my direction; I took a step back.

Releasing a heavy breath, I warned her. “Stop bucking at me, Storm. Don’t make me hurt your ass in here.”

She rolled her head on her neck and waved me off. “So, what, you’re going to hit me? In my own shit? Tuh, I wish your ass would. I’ll put that pretty little forty-four you gave me last Christmas to good use.” Her chest heaved up and down.

At this point, I realized we were just having a battle of wills, she wasn’t trying to listen to me and I wasn’t trying to listen to her. Not when she was saying the opposite of what I wanted to hear.

She is talking about killing a nigga. I should go but my feet wouldn’t take me.

“No, I already told you I’m not going to hit you, but I’m not going to keep allowing you to hit me either.”

“Then leave. She gestured towards that door.

“No, you’re going to keep your fucking hands to your fucking self, I’m not going anywhere until we talk.”

Her shoulders slumped. “Just leave me alone. I fucking hate you.”

Damn, another stab to the heart.

“You don’t hate me.”

She turned and looked me directly in the eyes. “Yes the fuck I do. I hate you so much, it’s on a visceral level. You got me out of character, praying for your downfall”

She sank to the floor and brought her knees up to her chest, as if she were collapsing under the weight of all my fuck ups..

“Fuck you, Zo. Why do you do this? Why can’t you let go?” She screamed. “Just put both of us out of our misery.” 

“I can’t let go because you’re mine. I love you. I want you, I can’t imagine my life without you.” I answered her sincerely. She was my life. Not seeing her every day, touching her, feeling her energy had my ass restless. I hadn’t slept a full five hours since she’d moved out of my condo.

She chuckled despite the tears. “Fake fucking news and outright lies, you don’t love me!” She yelled, punctuating each word with a slap to her chest. “You want a bitch on your arm that’s so enamored with your ass they don’t ask any questions. I played that role well. But not anymore. Not when all I got in return was you cheating

and neglecting me. On top of that, you took the one thing I wanted away from me when you talked me into getting an abortion, all because you’re selfish. You love Zo and only Zo.”

I threw my hands up. “Ah, there it is. You’re about to throw that shit up in my face again.” The first year we were together she got pregnant. The time wasn’t right, and I didn’t even know we would last as long as we did. Storm was enticing but not the type of female I saw myself ending up with. I wasn’t looking to deal with her long term. I told her to get rid of the baby. When I had a child, I wanted to raise them with their mother.

Every time she wasn’t getting her way, she’d bring it up. I apologized a thousand times. I told her I regretted it, but she wouldn’t let it go.

She scoffed, “Yes, here we go again. “She sighed and shook her head. “Sometimes I dream about my child and I wake up filled with so much regret. Losing them wasn’t worth keeping you.” She spat.

Damn. She really knew how to skewer a nigga. I could physically feel her sorrow. I didn’t know how to deal with emotional Storm. It damn near debilitated me. I needed to breathe. I turned around and left the room. I could hear her crying harder as I walked out.

My chest felt tight. Like I was drowning. My phone vibrated in my pocket like crazy. I knew it was my wife and she was going to have a fucking fit, but I didn’t leave. I made myself comfortable on the couch. I’d be damn if I let Storm’s ass run off after the next nigga.

Not on my watch. About five minutes later, the creak of her door opening met my ears. I watched as her predictable ass came sauntering down the hallway.

My head swam, I was so mad.

I sat up.

Her eyes bucked.

“Get your ass back in the fucking room before I kill your stupid ass.”  My threat stopped her dead in her tracks. Stomping her foot, she screamed. “Fuck you Zo! Fucking crazy.”

She could call me whatever she wanted, as long as she took her ass back to the room. The sound of her door slamming made me want to get up and choke her ass just a little bit.

I punched the air instead, before laying back down, I stared into the darkness. I didn’t know what I was going to do with her ass, but her leaving wasn’t an option.





Storm


I watched the muscles in Zo’s strong back flex as I listened to him lie to whomever he was talking.

“This trip helps our household. I gotta do this, baby.” He paused to listen to whatever was being said.” I know we just got married, but business comes first. I promise, I’ll make it up to you.”

My mouth fell all the way the fuck open. I was almost certain I was dreaming. I just knew this man, the man who damn near held me hostage in my own house for three days didn’t just say he had a wife. This negro was giving me the blues about not wanting him anymore and he had a whole wife?


Un-fucking-believable


“I love you,” he cooed.

Hearing him say those words to somebody else shattered my heart like a fine piece of China, but no tears came. I was so tired of crying. But anger flooded me, making my skin heat.

I didn’t dare move a muscle or make a noise though. I wanted to hear the whole truth and I knew the only way I’d get it was if he told me inadvertently.

I stood there, listening as he finished his conversation while my eyes wandered around my den. He had dirty clothes hanging over my new leather sofa, food containers lining the coffee table. Brand new shit he ordered from Amazon so he wouldn’t have to leave my house was everywhere. He had my living space in disarray just like he had my life.

Quiet as I could, I went back into the living room and got my cell phone then returned to the den, my finger hovered over the emergency key. I was about to do the one thing I knew he would find unforgivable.

He'd hung up the phone by the time I returned and was sitting on the sofa with his head in his hands, looking like the weight of the world was on his shoulders. I bet it was, it had to be hard lying to two women.

I walked far enough in the room to pick up one of his newly purchased air force ones and chucked it at his head. The shoe missed his head by an inch hitting the wall then bounced to a stop. He jumped like it hit him though.

“Why are you tripping, Storm?” He yelled.

“Because you’re here harassing me instead of at home with your wife. Jessica, right?” After seeing them outside of the club all hugged up. I had a feeling he was lying about her just being a secretary, but I didn’t expect him to be married to the bitch.

“Fuck my life.” he mumbled, dropped his head and shook it. “I didn’t  even mean for you to find like this, Storm.”

I could barely stand to look at his ass. Tears gathered in my eyes but I refused to let them drop. I clicked my tongue and shook my head slowly. “Don’t lie, Zo. You didn't mean for me to find out at all. You’ve been playing in my face for years and you planned to continue doing so.” He didn’t even have to answer me. I could see that truth in his eyes. He hadn’t planned to tell me at all. He knew that there was no coming back from that.

“How long, Zo?”

His shoulders slumped as he shook his head.

There were so many signs of defeat in his body language.

That wasn’t enough. I wanted to make him hurt, physically, like I did. I raised my hand to rub at the pain over my heart, but otherwise I kept my hands to myself.

He went to open his mouth to lie to me again.

I raised my hand, cutting him off. I no longer even cared to hear anything he had to say. “Get as much of your shit as you can carry and Leave Zo or I’m calling the police.” I played my trump card.

The muscle in his shoulders tensed. His eyes narrowed.

“You gone call the police on me, Storm? This is the point that we’re at?”  He gritted out between clenched teeth.

“Yes. This is the point you took us to. You,” I pointed at him “Not me.”

Anger flashed in his eyes as he advanced on me. I held my phone up, waving it back and forth. He had 20/20 vision so I knew he could clearly see I was about to press 911 on his ass. He stopped in his tracks.

He frowned. “You know this is a line you don’t cross with me? Ain’t no coming back from this.”

“Yep.” I nodded. I knew what I was doing. I knew he had a thing about Black women calling the police on Black men, unless their life was in danger. I understood why. He could end up dead, but I was willing to risk it.

He gave me a death stare. I stared right back. I tried to convey how truly fed the fuck up I was. I guess I did a good job. He retraced his steps backwards. Picked up a shirt and pulled it on over his head then he found pants and pulled them on. He searched for his keys, turning over my sofa cushions and flipping chairs, while mumbling under his breath to just end finding them under a pizza box with a half-eaten pizza. He cut his eyes at me before he finally picking up his cellphone.

He had the black ass nerve to look hurt. He dropped his eyes after seeing I wasn't softening. He kept nodding his head as he slid into a pair of Nike slides. I wanted to know what he was thinking, but I wouldn’t ask him. Without looking at me again, he walked right past me and up the stairs. My heart was pounding the entire time. I was scared of being alone, but it was time for us to end the fucking madness.

Just before crossing over the threshold, he turned back.

“So, this how we end?”

I knew he couldn’t have thought we were going to remain together with me knowing he had a whole wife when I wasn’t even trying to be with him before I knew.

I turned to look up at him. His hopeful expression told me that’s exactly what he expected. This half of a man took me for a whole clown, red nose, big floppy shoes, and all.

I wanted to laugh and cry but instead I just nodded my head and kept my face placid.

He chuckled “Fine, I’m gone, but don’t think this mean imma let you ride off into the fucking sunset and live happily ever after with the next nigga. Me and you, we are forever.”

My eyebrow rose. The petty bitch in me wanted to ask him how exactly he expected to keep me from living my life, but then I thought better of engaging with him. I seriously just wanted him gone. I was too overwhelmed and his presence was weighing on me.

With his jaw stiff, he glared at me one final time before disappearing out of the door.

I heard the heavy pounding of his feet across the wood floor above then the front door slammed. Only then did I make my way up the steps. I ran to the door and locked it. In case he changed his mind. A whole minute passed before I heard his car engine crank up. I didn’t breathe until I heard it back out then and only then, did I break down. I slid against the door and burst out crying. The phone I was holding was flying across the room before I could stop myself. Might as well get a new phone, since I needed a new number.





Zo


With a low growl resonating with my chest, vibrating my entire body. I banged against the steering wheel as I backed out of Storm’s, fighting the urge to go back and demand she listened to me. However, I knew I’d be wasting my breath. I couldn’t believe she had threatened to call the police on me. She was such a fucking “Bi-. “I started to call her out her name but swallowed it. She didn’t deserve it. I knew I was fucked up for not telling her I was married or better yet getting married while with her and having a baby on the way, but I knew she wouldn’t understand why I’d done what I’d done.

Storm lived in a LaLa land where we could live on love alone. I was trying to give her a lifestyle she wanted. Which she said included four or five kids, homeschooling and taking them traveling around the world. Shit like that cost money. I had money, but I wasn’t rich. The property I owned earned me six figures yearly, but Jessica, my new wife was wealthy and stupid. When we met in college, I realized she wanted me so desperately that she was willing to do anything to get me. I kept her around. She bought me my first new car. She signed for the mortgage on the first house I flipped. Hell, she’d bought the condo Storm had lived in for five years. I had her compliant and malleable.

When we got married, she hadn’t even asked me to sign a prenuptial agreement. After we married, her family was ready to buy or invest in anything I put in front of them if it made her happy. Why wouldn’t I marry her? Plus, her being pregnant forced my hand. Her family would have ruined me if I didn’t. I only planned to stay married to her for five years, then I'd divorce her and walk away with half her trust fund and the connections marrying into a family like hers would gain me.

I was securing mine and Storm's future. But trying to explain that to Storm in the beginning would have been pointless.

Now that she knew, I'd eventually have to make her understand because being apart for too long wasn’t an option. Just our short separation and fighting all the time was chipping away at something in me. If she kept fucking around, I was going to end up doing something drastic.

I took the long route home, driving slow as fuck despite the fact that my pregnant wife was blowing my phone up. I had to get my mind right before dealing with her. She was the type that whined a lot. That shit got on my last fucking nerves. You’re a grown ass woman. Tell me what you want using fucking adult words, don’t groan and fucking moan and screech.

Despite driving slow as hell my ride came to an end too quickly. I reluctantly drove up to the wrought Iron gate that kept the have-nots out of our neighborhood. I swiped my chip card. The gate and me groaned at the same time. I let out a deep breath and prepared myself to act like the doting husband. It was going to hurt my heart, but I was going to give Storm the time she needed to get over her hurt. But I’d most definitely be back.





Storm


Jesus be a blindfold. My face was scalding and my head swam like all the air had been sucked out of the room. If I were light skinned everybody would have known I was blushing.

“What in the world?” I mumbled under my breath.

When my friend Simone her husband Seth had invited me to a sip and paint in Orlando, I hadn’t expected to walk into a room full of naked people.

I’m talking wall to wall, bare skin, titties, ding a lings, and asses.

My mouth hung half all the way open.

I was in awe, flabbergasted and perplexed all at the same time as I looked around the rehabbed warehouse. There were ten stations set up. Posing on one side of the room, in front of a bunch of easels were five Black men all over six feet, with varying body types, faces and shades of skin, but all fine as hell. Dicks were out, fully exposed, all big. Hanging and pointing in each and every direction. If that wasn’t enough, on the other side of the room there were five Black women, again, all varying sizes and shapes and shades, but all their bodies were amazing and faces beautiful.

I raised my hand to fan myself. I wasn’t even being dramatic.

There were about seventy or so equally beautiful people milling around, drinking champagne. They weren’t naked.

Still, it was like a wet dream come to life.

I closed my eyes tightly then opened them, yep they were still there. I glanced to my right to see if my friend Simone was seeing what I was seeing and most of all to see if her husband was uncomfortable. She looked right at home. Seth did too. He was the only white person in a sea of Black and Brown but had the alabaster ass nerve to be looking more comfortable than me. I reached up and tapped him on the shoulder. He looked down at me with his penetrating blue eyes, his blond hair falling in his face. I waved my hand around the space. I asked him. “Do you see this too or am I hallucinating?” He threw his head back bursting out into sharp laughter. All his pearly whites were on full display, his eyes twinkling. At that moment I got it. What Simone saw in him. What damn near all women saw in him. I wasn’t into white boys, but Damn Seth was some type of gorgeous.

“Nah, sis. Stop looking at my husband like that.” Simone teased me, breaking the momentary trance her man had put me in.

I cut my eyes to her.

“If he laughs for me like that again, we’re sharing him.” I threw Seth a flirtatious smile, then bit into my lip as I reached out and tugged at his tie, bringing him closer. I knew my actions would start some mess.

Seth did too. He smirked. I bet his ass got off on Simone's gorgeous ass acting jealous.

Simone knocked my hand away and I swear she growled at me.

“Stop playing with me, Storm.” She glared and pointed her red tipped finger in my face. Her nails matched the color of the red wrap dress that clung to her thick frame.

I busted out laughing, tugged her from her husband’s side into my arms. I pressed my forehead to hers.

“Just jokes, sis. Because you know damn well I would not cross you. We had been friends since we were eight, we’d fought over a lot of things, but never a man.”

I truly didn’t want her man, but I did envy her, she lucked out. She met him while in her last year of law school, while working as a maid in his house. He adored her, treated her like her pussy was platinum and he was rich.

I sighed inwardly while tugging at one of her locs.

“I'm playing. You deserve it though. You should have told me in advance that all these naked men were going to be in one room.” I said that aloud then tried to whisper the next part. “I’m two months into a dry spell. All this eye candy got my coochie thumping.”

Simone chuckled.

Seth’s 'listening too hard ass' chimed in. “I told you I have cousins who definitely wouldn’t mind having you on their arm.” He offered for the hundredth time in the two years since they’d been married.

I waved him off. “No thank you, I’ll leave the Caucasian coitus for Simone.”

Seth mouthed. “Caucasian coitus.” While looking to Simone for an explanation.

She had her hand covering her mouth, trying not to laugh.

I saved her.

“And I already told you, if you don’t want your cousins joining the KKK, keep them away from me. I believe in white privilege, Black Power, reparations and that the white man is out to get us. I’d apply too much pressure, he'd break. Plus, I got good pussy, I aint trying to end up on the ID Channel missing because I tried to leave his ass. I know what y’all capable of.”

Seth interrupted my rant by asking, “what are we capable of?”  his face wrinkled all up, offended. “Always one to push boundaries,” I replied. “The same thing as Black men, but y’all get away with it. I have a feeling you’ve done some dirt and got away with it. I'm waiting for Simone to call me and tell me she found one of your dead bodies in that big ass walk-in closet of yours.”

He frowned, the muscles in his shoulders tensed.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re too perfect, you got some skeletons.” I accused.

Simone giggled.

He opened his mouth to say something. I cut him off.

“The way you are looking at me got me thinking you got something to hide, but don’t worry. You married my best friend, imma help her help you bury the evidence. You’re family now and family’s bury bodies for each other. As a matter of fact, your cousins are family too. So no more trying to hook me up with them. That’s incest. Black folks don’t do incest in this century.”

I patted his hand.

He had this look of astonishment on his face that made me smile.

“See, you’re thinking about joining the KKK right now, aren’t you?”

He just shook his head. “You’re something else.” he rasped.

“I know.” I turned on my six inch heels and started walking in the opposite direction of the one model that reminded me a little too much of Alonzo, his dick even curved to the left, just like Zo’s.

No need to tempt fate. I hadn’t seen or spoken to him in two months since I found out he had a wife. And hadn’t really thought about him either and didn’t want to start. I guess threatening to call the police had done the trick.

Before I got too far away from them, I called over my shoulder to Seth and Simone. “Let me go paint some ding a lings, while y’all get y’all fourplay on.” I figured that they had initially scheduled this little event for themselves, but Simone called herself trying to include me since I'd been spending weekends locked away at home. I appreciated her gesture enough to stay out of their way.

***

Later that night, I stood outside waiting for Simone and Seth to pick me up. The day had been fun. I hadn’t painted anything because art wasn’t my forte. I had just lurked around, looking at all the nice bodies and drinking wine until it was time to go. I was a wee bit tipsy, which was why I thought I was mistaken when I caught a glimpse out of my peripheral of someone who looked really familiar. I turned fully in his direction. Lionel. I saw him before he saw me. He was surrounded by a sea of old gold and Royal purple. Que dogs, my favorite. That explained how he knew Zoe. I wondered how well. I had had Lionel on my mind a lot lately. I kept wondering what might have happened between us under different circumstances since the chemistry between us had been outrageous.

He must have felt me.  He turned his head in my direction. The smile that he gave me caused butterflies to soar in my tummy.

Since he'd caught me watching, I thought I might as well acknowledge him. I smiled back and gave him a small two finger wave then I turned back to search the street for Simone and Seth. They had been gone about ten minutes. They needed to hurry up. After spending two hours looking at perfect bodies and big dicks, I was ready to go home.

It was too hot to be playing with them. The Florida humidity had my titties sweating even though I wasn’t wearing a whole lot of clothes. I had on a thin burnout white T-shirt that I dressed up with leather biker shorts and my Prive Louboutin pumps. I looked sexy but casual. My ass and titties were sitting nice if I do say so myself. I had taken the plunge and had my natural hair straightened then in roller set. My curls were big and voluminous. Every Black woman since Bernadette set fire to John car got their haircut when they went through a bad break up and I was no different. I decided to go the same route. I was going to have it all cut off, but my stylist Jenica flat out refused and I was glad she did. Big hair was sexy on me and my red lips were setting it all off. I added silver gages in my ears and long layered silver necklaces.

“Juicy.”  Lionel’s voice startled me a little, I hadn’t expected him to come over. Not while his friends were watching. Zo would have never.

Before I could face him, with his hands at my waist, he pulled me from behind into him, my ass landed right against his hard thick dick and I had a little flashback of how he had felt inside me. I nearly shivered at the memory. He pressed his face into my neck, kissing me right where my pulse was thumping like crazy. He was taking a lot of liberties with my body.

I allowed him to because he felt so good and smelled like wickedness I wanted to partake in.

He kissed my ear. “I’ve been thinking about you.”

Instead of confessing I’d been doing the same, I sassed. “Hey stranger, you sure you want to be talking to me when Zo told you not to?” I was almost positive Zo was the reason he hadn’t called me.

He chuckled, his entire body vibrated, moving through him into me.

“Chill Juicy, don’t do me like that.” He breathed.

One eyebrow went up, “That’s what happened, isn’t it? You ghosted me because he told you to?” There were no ill emotions behind my question. Hell, I wouldn’t want to get mixed up in Zo and my bullshit either.

“He didn’t tell me to do shit, he did say you two were trying to work in your relationship. I fell back and allowed him the chance to fix what he fucked up with you. From what I heard it didn’t work out.” He pressed another kiss to my racing pulse. “That’s his bad.” He chuckled.

Fuck! His lips felt good. I tilted my head to the side giving him better access. He started at my ear then trailed his tongue to my collarbone, as he wrapped his arms tighter around my waist.

“Tuh! You allowed him the chance to fix it, huh?”

He landed another light kiss on my neck. “Sure did. You would have still been with me right now if not for your complications.” He smiled against my skin, warming it.

I stifled a moan.



“And I’m glad I did.

 

Sa nou bay pòv se Bondye nou prete l


 
,” he spoke in creole and translated for me ' good action will always be rewarded.” Look at where I’m at right now. I call this a reward.”



I laughed. “You’re very confident, almost to the point of cocky. It shouldn’t be but it’s kinda cute.” Pulling myself from his arms, I turned around so I could study his face for a reaction to the question I had for him.

Damn he was fine, even though he was dressed in simple combat pants and a purple t-shirt. He looked very much GQ; His face, his hair, his demeanor.  his physique made everything he wore seem elevated and more stylish.

A smirk curved his lips. “Anything you see and like, you can have it.” His eyes were low and hungry. He looked as if he wanted to devour me.

I exhaled hard having it all was exactly what I planned to do.

“What are you about to do?”

A smile broke out on his handsome face.

“Whatever you want me to be doing.”

Tucking his thick bottom lip between his teeth, he waited for me to respond.

I blurted out “kiss me.” when I meant to invite him back to my place.

With no hesitation, he reached for me, wrapping his big hands around my waist. He pulled me impossibly closer and pressed his lips to mine.

His mouth tasted of brown liquor and spearmint gum.

His kiss was everything. He took his time kissing me roughly, vigorously drawing it out. Fucking my mouth with his tongue. Heat rushed through me, starting in the pit of my stomach spreading. My entire body trembled. My nipples tightened.

His hands roamed from my waist onto my ass. He palmed a cheek, pulled me closer, and pressed me into him. He had my pussy so wet—it had soaked my panties and I could feel leaking down the apex of my thighs. I didn’t remember ever being so turned on by a kiss.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and melted into him completely.

I don’t know how long we kissed but a car horn blared behind me. I jumped, breaking the trance his mouth had put me in. Panting, I eased back putting space between the two of us. My chest rose and fell as I tried to steady my breathing before turning around and glaring at the car behind me. Simone had a big shit eating grin on her face. She was being petty, ‘bitch’ I mouthed to her before turning and giving my attention back to Lion. He had a look of curiosity on his face, one that I ignored. Introducing him to my friends wasn’t going to be a part of my plans for him.

“Give me your phone.” I said, holding out my hand.

He went into his pocket and pulled it out and handed it over. There were no codes or biometrics stopping me.

My eyebrow rose.

Few men would hand a woman they were interested in their unprotected phone. No muss, no fuss, no games. It was attractive.

As if reading my thoughts, he pushed his hands into his pocket, cocked his head to the side and smirked “I don’t have anything or anyone to hide.”

I clucked my tongue and nodded “okay. We shall see, here’s my phone number and address.”

I cut my eyes to his companions who were all staring our way.

I gave them a lil two finger wave. They all looked away, pretending not to be watching us.

I chuckled.

Lion snickered.

“Finish up with your friends and come over.”  I said in a sultry tone, putting emphasis on come. I wanted him to know exactly what he was being invited to. Just the mere thought of him fucking me had my thighs slick.

The feeling seemed to be mutual. I watched his eyes drop low in lust as he drank me in. “Fuck them. I’m leaving now, right behind you.”  

I laughed at his eagerness. Turning on my heel. I left him standing there and hopped in Simone’s SUV.

As we drove off. Simone stared at me through the rearview mirror. I pretended not to see her. Just before we turned the corner, I turned back to look out the back of her window. Lion was there on the curve waiting for me to look. He knew I would look. He bit into his big ole plump bottom lip and gave me a nod. He was so damn sexy. Turning back in my seat, I ducked my head and squeezed my thighs together to stave off some of the throbbing between them.

Her eyes were still on me. “So does he mean no more Alonzo?” Her lip curled in disgust when she said his name. She really didn’t like him. Never had, not in all the five years we were together and her dislike for him grew when I told her about his new wife and what he’d done to Andre.

I nodded. “Even if there was no him,” I raised my hand to gesture behind us. “There would still be no more Zo. I’m over him so much, it’s disrespectful.”

She smiled then switched lanes, driving us onto the highway. I tugged at my seatbelt to make sure it was secure. Simone drove like she had extra lives.

“Good.” she said “I still want to jump his ass though.”

I laughed

Seth laughed for a different reason, drawing my attention.. I looked over to find him all the way turned around in his seat. His was red and forehead sweaty.

He looked drunk as fuck.

“I see you have a type. My cousin definitely doesn't have a chance.”

I rolled my eyes. “Does that mean you’ll stop trying to set me up with him?”

He chuckled. “No.”





Storm


Instead of fucking like I had invited him to do, Lionel and I were sitting in the middle of my living room floor, wedge between my grey microfiber couch and the pallet coffee table talking. I had gotten comfortable by the time he’d arrived. I was now barefooted, wearing only a t-shirt and panties. His eyes kept straying to the juncture of my thick thighs, but he wasn’t making a move, he seemed really interested in what I had to say.

“The night I met you at the club. You were there because of him?”

I nodded.

He shook his head. “I figured. Tell me Juicy, what he do to break your heart?”

I rolled my eyes.” That's a long, complicated story.”

“I like complicated stories, they’re the best kind and we have nothing but time.” His thick lips curved into a sly smile.

I shrugged. I might as well tell him.

I told him most, ending with ‘I spent five years playing wife to a jealous, possessive man that tried to hide me. He took me for granted, cheated, lied about who he was cheating with and what she meant to him and then married her. Then crazy ass had the nerve to lose his mind when I wanted to break it off. Arrogant ass boy thought I would just deal with whatever he laid before me and stay.

I puffed out a breath when I finished.

He nodded and got this look on his face, like he wanted to tell me something, but wasn’t sure I could handle it.

I cocked my head. “Say it. Whatever it is, I aint gonna be mad.” I half lied. Depending on what he said and how he said it, he might or might not be leaving my house sooner than he thought. We’d just have to wait and see.

Still, he hesitated. He ran the palm of his hand over his mouth. I got worried.


What the heck was he about to say?


I held my breath until after a few seconds of scrutinizing my face he finally spoke up.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, Juicy, but men only treat you the way you allow them to. You had to have seen clues you ignored.”

I opened my mouth to deny him, but quickly shut it. That was exactly what had happened.

I looked away embarrassed. “You’re right, I ignored all the warning signs. I never asked him for more than he gave. Maybe I should have, maybe if I would have stopped being scared of losing him. or just stopped being grateful to have a man. But, in my defense, he was the first man I dealt with beyond surface level. I lost my virginity to a random boy from high school the night before I left for college and never spoke to him again. I had two sneaky links that only dealt with in the dead of night and a couple dates that never got past dinner. I wasn’t really ready for Zo.” now, I am alone, sad, and horny all the time. I kept the last part to myself.

“To sum it all up. I fell in love with lies and smiles.”

He reached out and ran the pad of his thumb across my lips, then dropped his hand.

“That’s the problem, Gorgeous. You fell in love. You’re supposed to rise in it. It’s supposed to set you free. Falling hurts. You’re supposed to take time to get to know somebody’s light and darkness. Make sure they benefit you and are aligned with your path. If they aint, don’t fuck with them.” He spoke.

“That was very,” I paused and searched my mind for the word. “Profound. You sound like a man who’s ‘risen in love’,” I sang that part. “A time or two.”

He frowned. “Love is an emotion I choose not to fuck with anymore —.”

“That’s not very profound.”

He grinned. “You didn’t let me finish. Love is an emotion I choose not to fuck with until I felt like I met the right person. I hadn’t met the right person. Besides, I’d rather have devotion.”

My eyebrow arched. “Interesting. What’s the difference between love and devotion?” I asked.

“Love is a feeling brought on by chemicals in the brain. The emotion can be fleeting. Devotion is to be profoundly known, deeply understood, and accepted without limitation or caveat by someone who chooses to love you.”

I nodded. “That’s an interesting take on the subject. I noticed you said anymore ‘Love was an emotional you choose not to fuck with anymore.’  So, tell me, Lionel. How bad did falling hurt?”



Lionel sighed and cocked his head. He closed his eyes as if he were trying to find the memory of his long-lost love. A moment of quiet passed before he spoke. “There was somebody once, Shit didn’t work out like I expected. But it doesn’t matter.

 

Sa ki pa touye ou, li angrese ou.


 
”



My eyes brows met in the middle as I squeezed my thighs together, him speaking creole sent a jolt of adrenaline directly to my clit.

I cleared my throat. “What does that mean?”

Noticing the effect the accent had on me, he licked his lips and smirked before answering in English. Every failure is an opportunity to become stronger.

I nodded my head in agreement.

He brought his hand up to rub the back of his neck, eyeing my lips.

I was enjoying our conversation. Seemed he was ready to do something besides talk though. Me too. It was getting too hard to ignore the throbbing between my legs.

“But listen, I don’t even want to talk about our past. Let’s be in the present.”

He dragged his eyes over my body.

My nipples tightened under his appraisal..

“So, what would you rather do?”

He reached his hand out to me. “C’mere.” He hooked his finger, beckoning me in his direction. Not asking but commanding me.

I didn’t move quick enough I guess. His impatience got the best of him, instead of waiting for me to follow his directive. Clutching my waist, he pulled me to him, situated himself, his back against my couch, then moved me so I straddled his thick thigh. I got a sort of satisfaction out of knowing my wet panties were staining his pants.

His lips hovered close to mine before he spoke. “I’ve been dreaming about these.” he said his eyes had zeroed in on my breast, he bit into his thick bottom lip.

I gasped. He'd snatched the top of my tank top down, over my breast ripping the flimsy fabric. They spilled out.

He clutched both of them, bringing them together. I watched as his long thick tongue snaked out of his mouth. He lapped at both nipples before drawing the right one into between his lips. I had never had a man suck my titties so thoroughly. I was almost positive I could cum from him doing it. I grinded myself on his thigh muscle as he worked me into a frenzy. My breath came out short and fast. I was so close to cumming. I just needed a little more friction on my clit. I snaked my hands between our bodies and down my panties. Coming in contact with nothing but flesh, reminded me I needed to put my clit ring back in, I came harder when it was in.

I massaged my clit in a circular motion. Lionel let my breasts go, he trailed his tongue between them upward, over my neck, then chin, settling at my lips, they part for him. He slipped his tongue into my willing mouth. I sucked it until my orgasm took over. I snatched my mouth from his as I quietly began to cum all over his pants leg. Head thrown back, mouth wide open, soul snatching bliss had my entire body shaking.

He had me feeling so good I started to think maybe one day I could love him. The thought dissipated as soon as I stopped trembling. My head lolled to the side, my eyes feeling heavy. I wanted to sleep but Lionel grabbed my jaw, focusing my attention on him.

“That’s one. I think I can get two more out of you.”  He groaned as he roughly moved me to his lap; one thick thigh on each side.

“Move those to the side,” he directed and I knew he was talking about my panties. I hooked my finger into the lace fabric and tugged them, exposing my pussy. Lionel lifted slightly, just enough to slide his pants and boxers down. His dick, long and thick sprung free, pre cum oozed from the tip like lava. I licked my lips, wondering what he’d taste like.

“Sit on it, Juicy.” He groaned. I lifted myself.

He grabbed his dick, slid it between the folds of my pussy to my wet slit.

We both gasped as he started lowering me down on his hardness. Inch by inch, he stretched me. Forcing my pussy to take him. Halfway down, impatience took over. He roughly pulled me down. I landed hard. I squeezed my eyes shut and swallowed a scream.

“Ride me.” he groaned.

I opened my eyes in time to watch his face contort as I arched my back and started popping my pussy on him. Undulating my hips up and down, from base to tip and doing it all over again.

I could hear how slick he had me with every movement.

“Fuck you feel good.” He confessed aloud. His head lolled back against the couch.

His free hand slid up my back. Splaying his fingers, he pulled me forward forcing my weight against him. Wrapping his arm around my waist, he held me there. He didn’t move. He just held his position. Let me ride him like I wanted to.

I could tell he was close, beads of sweat had formed on his brow, the muscle in his stomach tensed. His hands on my back were applying enough pressure to leave a mark. I slowed down. I needed him to last.

Releasing a frustrated grunt, he strained “Too slow. Move those hips, Juicy.” He dropped his hands to my waist and started guiding me up and down off his dick until I was fucking him like he needed. “Good, now faster, baby.”

Gripping his shoulder for leverage, I did as he said. He groaned for me. “Just like. Fuck me just like that, princess.”  He panted then clutching both my breasts, he brought the right one to his mouth grazing my Hershey tipped nipple with his teeth.

An overwhelming sensation flooded my body, shocking my system. It felt like diving into ice cold water. I came, flooding his dick. Pussy clenching milked him.

His breaths turned jagged and uneven.

Gripping the back of my neck, he guided my mouth his, drawing my into a deep nasty kiss. He fucked my mouth with his tongue until suddenly I was being lifted, literally snatched up. His dick slid out of me, he slipped between my slippery fold. Hot cum decorated my pussy as he moaned his release into my mouth.

After, we stared at each other while he ran his finger gently up and down my spine, tracing circle into my sweat slicked skin, both of us realizing we had just started something that probably wouldn’t end after one night. “Where’s your bedroom?” Dropping my eyes from his, I hesitated. I had gotten what I wanted. I should make him go home, right? If we went into my bedroom we’d end up fucking again, he’d end up sleeping over. Then what? Would we make fucking each other a regular thing? Could I turn my emotions off and just have sex with him? Was I overthinking shit once again? Probably… but I needed to be smart. I didn’t want to get hurt again.

“Juicy? Where's your bedroom?” He grated out the question again, interrupting the rant I was having in my own head. The roughness in his tone told me he wasn't asking, he was telling me to take him to my room. Connecting our eyes again, I found his filled with so much lust, he looked drowsy. I guess we go one more round, then I’d send him home.

I stood on shaky legs and held out my hand for him. “Right down the hall.”





Storm


The smell of Kush in the air pulled me from my slumber. Prying my eyes open, I blinked trying to get them to focus in the darkness of my bedroom. I rolled over into my stomach and raised to my elbows, every muscle in my body groaned as I did. The things Lionel had done to me, I’d be feeling for days.

My eyes settled on the slight glow coming from the corner.

“You made yourself at home I see,” My voice was filled with a grogginess that made my tone rough. I didn't mind at all though.

Lionel spoke up. “Couldn’t sleep.”

“Why not?” I pressed my face into the pillow and closed my eyes, waiting for him to answer.

“I was thinking.”

"About?” I coaxed.

“The past. Our future. What’s the word for when something’s meant to be and will be no matter what?”

“Fate, kismet, or destiny.” I supplied, wondering where he was heading.

“Yeah, any one of those can work.” he exhaled and continued.

“I haven’t been completely forthcoming with a few things where it involves you.” He confessed. His voice, tight and low. He sounded so serious.

I cracked one eye open. “And what exactly does that mean?” I asked.

I hoped he wasn’t about to tell me he was married.

“You know I was there the day he met you?” He supplied.

“Huh? Who? Where?” I asked, confused.

“Alonzo, at the clerk's office. That first day you met him. You only had eyes for that nigga though. So, you probably didn't see me.”

“You were not. I remember that day clearly. Zo had been alone."

He chuckled. “You had on a white blouse with black geometric shapes, tucked into a black pencil skirt. Your hair was in these curls that framed your face and your lips were painted a plum colored that had me wonder what they'd taste like. Your eyes weren’t so sad back then.” He recounted.

I closed my eyes, thinking back to that day and knew he was right.

“Wow, you remembered all that?”

I was so glad it was dark. Heat had risen to my face, my cheeks felt hot.

“I told Alonzo, you were gorgeous. Just looking at you had my chest feeling funny. Zoe agreed. I didn’t expect him to approach you though. At first I was pissed, felt like I had gotten something stolen from me, but then I thought about it. You hadn’t even looked in my direction and I was standing right next to him. I told myself you weren’t meant for me. Maybe next lifetime. I tried to stop thinking about you and wondering what if. But that was impossible. The universe kept putting you in my path. Jenica is my sister.”  He said, referring to my hairstylist.

I pushed up onto my elbows, fully awake. When I thought about it I could see the family resemblance.

I sat up, pulling my thin bed sheet with me, wrapping around my body. I threw my feet over the side of the bed and sat on the edge. “We go to the same gym. I’ve even seen you in the grocery store damn near weekly. You always looked pass me or through me. I kept telling myself it was a coincidence, that I was imagining the chemistry I felt whenever you were near. Then you walked into the club that night. That was the first time you really saw me. I was thinking here’s my chance. I was going to approach you and lay all my cards on the table. But then I saw your eyes. Your eyes tell everything, Juicy. You were hurting. I instinctively wanted to comfort you. I wanted to introduce myself properly. Tell you all this then but you were very insistent on doing other things.” He quipped.

I shook my head, embarrassed. I had practically begged this man for dick that night.

“Sex was explosive between us. After I got to taste you, a chance to feel and interact with you. I knew I was right. I should have approached that day, no hesitation. I wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice with you. I had your number and planned to use it, but then Alonzo popped up out of the blue. I hadn’t seen dude in weeks and suddenly there he was on the night I finally get just a sample of what I’d been craving. He tells me y’all are working on your relationship. I could tell he was lying, but I wasn’t trying to be a rebound. It was too soon, so I took a step back. I knew he’d fuck up again.

"Then tonight I saw you, in a whole other city. That has to be fate right?" He paused waiting for me to respond.

I had no answer for him.  I didn’t know if I even actually believed that things were predetermined to happen. I asked a question of my own.

“So, you knew who I was when I walked into the club that night? My name and all. Even as you tried to pry it from me”

“Yes.” He answered simply, no further elaboration.

“Where are you going with this line of conversation, Lionel?” He had my voice sounding all high pitched and panicked.

“I’m just telling you the parts of our story you don’t know, so ain’t no secret or lies between us.”

Seconds later, the lamp next to me clicked on. I blinked until my vision adjusted to the light.

I found Lionel standing right in front of me, just out of my reach. I hadn’t even heard him move. He was regarding me, his eyes full of promise and something else.something that worried me.

His tongue wet his lips as he arched a brow at me.

“Why you look so scared, Juicy?”

I leaned back on to the bed, separating us even more.  “I look so scared because you sound really serious right now. Like you’re trying to turn these two nights and some chance encounters into something more, when all I’m trying to do is fuck around. I want good sex, and something to do when I’m bored. I’m not looking for anything deep. I’m still recovering from one heartbreak. I’m not going to set myself up for another.”

He shook his head. “Calm down. I ain’t trying to pressure you, Juicy.” He said while sliding his boxers down his muscular thighs then legs and stepping out of them.

He stood in front of me, in all is bare-naked glory.

Whatever I was about to say in response to his very obvious lie about not pressuring me, I swallowed. He was pressuring me. In the most erotic way ever, but it was still pressure.

And it was working. He could have asked me to do about anything in that moment and I would have agreed.

I was in awe

Even though all my common sense was fogged over by lust. The little voice in the back of my head, was telling me that I should send his ass home before I got caught up and ended up with my feelings hurt again. If he kept fucking me like he had earlier, that's what would happen. I’d catch feelings and put my all into him, then he’d leave.

Life had thoroughly taught me that men like Lionel and Zo, only fetishized women like me. I was thick, cute, and easy. I exuded sexuality. I was a pair of thick thighs to get lost between. They wanted women like me to love and comfort them. They didn’t make commitments to women like me though, not until they were half dead and nobody else wanted them. They commited to and married women with quantifiable, external beauty they could brag about. The trophy wives types and Instagram models.

I knew all this, but instead of saving myself, I put my hand over my mouth and continued to gawk.



Jesus, this man was everything.  I ran my gaze all over his body, taking inventory of all the places I wanted to kiss or lick.





He was stocky but naturally muscularly cut. With wide shoulders, and a wide chest. A tat of a lion with one gold fang set on his right bicep. A Haitian flag was tatted on his chest right above his heart, on his shoulder was the Omega Psi Phi brand. A six pack on a wide abdomen led to his dick which laid flaccid but thick and heavy on his thick thigh. I was dazzled. Even his feet were pretty. I gave myself the pleasure of dragging my eyes back up his body. When I got back to his face. A cocky smirk was curved the corner of his mouth. One he was entitled to, because

 

damn!




“Remember what I said earlier? Anything you see and like, you can have. It’s true, but with caveats. You gotta be open to not just fucking around with me but feeling me. I need you to let me convince you of what I already know, without you fighting me.

“I frowned, just slightly. See, there’s the pressure. You ca—"

He cut me off. “In the meantime,” he dropped to a prayer position in front of me. Reaching up, using my hair like ropes, he snatched my head back and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to my jugular.  A moan vibrated in my chest. His aggressiveness caused me to tingle all over.

I gripped his shoulders, digging nails into flesh

“Oh, you like that, huh, Juicy?” He tugged harder. I felt it in my scalp and pussy.

“Mmmm, yes.” I murmured. His teeth replaced his lips, dragging them over my skin, introduced me to a new sensation.

A breath got stuck in my throat as my nipples puckered against the sheet. The sheet that he proceeded to snatch from my body, exposing me. Pulling back, he watched me for a reaction as his fingers began to knead into the flesh of my thick thighs.

“Look at me, Storm,” The use of my real name grabbed my attention.

He waited until my eyes were on his handsome face to continue. “I’m making my intentions known so there aren’t any misunderstandings. I’m telling you that I believe with every fiber of my being that this— this, what’s happening right now was meant to happen. That we were meant to be here but I understand you aren’t on the same page as me yet." He paused to make sure my eyes were still on him. "You say you just want to fuck around. We can fuck around.” His voice had dropped, to  a new honey dripped tone.

It had me anxiously pressing my teeth into my bottom lip.

He roughly spread my thighs.

I squeaked.

He chuckled. “ Fuck around and find out it should have never been him, always me.”

He splayed his hand against my belly shoving me back on to the bed.

My heart sped up.

“Fuck around and find out you wasted five years waiting on happiness when you could have been happy with me.”

I was half listening. The way I could feel every breath he took on my slick, heated flesh had my distracted. I waited anxiously for him to put his mouth on my pussy. Was forcing myself not to reach down and push his face in it.

He exhaled hard and a fresh gush of cream seeped out of me and slid down the crease of my ass.

“Fuck around and find out who this pussy belongs to.”

My brain was mush. Later, I’d think about all he said but at that moment, I was going to enjoy his hands, mouth and whatever else he put on or in me, without thought.

Getting a hold of my thighs, he wrapped his arms around them and roughly dragged me to the edge of the bed so my pussy was right in his face. “Fuck around and end up in love.”

He took my right leg and pushed it up towards the heavens, splaying me open.

“Like I said, I ain’t trying to pressure you and I understand why you’re playing it safe. Just don’t play too long and have me acting crazy.” He stared down between my thighs, “but we don’t have to talk about any of that, not now. Right now, I’m trying to find out what flavor this pussy is.” He parted my pussy lips with two fingers. “Look at this, it’s dripping, baby. A lot for me to sample.”

Instead of diving in, he teased me. He kissed my right thigh first. Ran his tongue feather light up and down my left.  Finally, he buried his entire face into the wetness. “You smell delectable.”

I closed my eyes and tried to steady my ragged breathing.

He flicked his tongue over my clit.

My back arched off the bed. A low moan slipped from between my lips.

“You like that? Like my mouth on your pussy?”

My pulse raced. “Yes! So, fucking much.” I confessed.

He chuckled then with a tongue somehow hotter than my pussy he licked down my folds.

The way he rolled and dipped his tongue into my pussy hole and fucked me with it had me gripping the sheets to keep from grabbing his head and smothering him. He lapped up the juices that oozed out, ran his tongue along the seam of my ass, rimmed my asshole. Then he sucked me until I was cumming in his mouth. Even after, he continued sucking until I was a bundle of raw nerves. He'd devoured me throughly like I was something decadent to eat. When he finally pulled his mouth away, my clit was swollen and throbbing.

I scooted back up onto the bed ready to curl up into the fetal position and go to sleep. He had sucked all the energy out of me. I could barely lift my head.

Lionel had other plans.

He stood over me. Taking in my naked body. Watching me.  Lust had his eyes low, looking tipsy. I watched him back as he stroked his dick from base to tip, looking proud of the job he’d just done.

Crawling into my bed, he situated us so his thick frame was draped over mine. He settled his weight between my spread thighs pressing my body into the softness of the mattress. The sweat damped sheets lay tangled and bunched under us.

His eyes bore into mine. Making the moment too intense.

“Fuck, you’re perfect.” He murmured.



My heart sped up until it felt as if it was beating out of my chest. I was sure he could feel it too. I tried to control my breathing, trying to hide how much he was affecting me as he gave me an ‘

 

I’m about to give you the best pipe of your life’


 
look'. He leaned down softly kissed me as he dragged his dick up and down the folds of my wet pussy, brushing against my swollen bud over and over until I was on the verge of delirium, grinding into him, ready to beg him to fuck me. That’s when he gave me reprieve. In one thrust, he sank into me. My pussy throbbed around his thickness.



“Open a lil’ wider for me, baby.”

My legs felt like they had a mind of their own as they spread at their own volition to obey his directive, before my brain even processed his words fully.

He sucked in a deep, ragged breath. “Fuck.”  He paused.

“You gotta move,” I urged.

He started fucking me excruciatingly slow as he traced his thumb over my jawline then placed kisses there. I shut my eyes, exulted in the feeling of his dick moving rhythmically in and out of me and his mouth all over me. I cried out softly, gripping his bicep when he sped up. My pussy throbbed. He groaned, shifting his weight.

Placing my right leg over his shoulder, he opened me up, allowing himself to slip deeper. Short deep thrusts had me clawing at his skin.

“Oh god,” I choked out. The muscles in my stomach tightening. A tingle started in my pussy and spread. My head swam and my face heated.

He groaned. “Do you know how fucking good you feel?”

He leaned forward, crashing his lips to mine. My swollen nipples ached pressed his hard chest. His body heat caused me to feel overheated or maybe, I was just overheated.

Wrapping my hands around his neck, I pulled him closer. My leg muscle screamed from being stretched so awkwardly but i wouldn't dare tell him to stop.

His dick pulsed inside of me as his kisses and strokes turned aggressive. A long hiss slipped from my lips when he pulled his mouth away. His breaths were as erratic and chaotic as my own, I couldn’t catch mine. I was dying.

He was panting.

My juices leaked from my pussy as he pushed deeper. My body trembled in anticipation of my impending orgasm. He growled against my lips. “That's it.”

My body went stiff.

“I’m about, oh God…” my mouth hung open.

“Me too, baby. Me too.” He groaned, his blunt fingers dug into my fleshy hips.

“Let go, Juicy.”

And that’s exactly what I did. I exploded, gushing all over him.

Then I felt it. His cum. Hot and thick, filling me. . Every nerve in my body electrified.

When my body stopped jerking, he pulled his dick out leaving my inner thigh sticky with his cum, then lifted his weight off of me.

I shifted onto my side.

My back to his chest. He situated himself behind me. Wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him. His still hard dick resting between my cheeks. His face in my neck.

It was too intimate. I was scared of the way he was making me feel.

“If you need to-.” I was about to give him a hint to leave.

He shushed me, cutting me off. Making me frown.

“Ain’t nowhere I need to be but here.”

His words caused a knot to form in my stomach.

He was saying all the right things.

Soothing me, he stroked my arm and kissed my neck.

I shivered and damn near purred. My body sank into him. He kept stroking my arm, my back, massaging my hip until my worries ebbed away and sleep became too powerful to fight.

When I next woke for a moment it felt like any old morning until I inhaled. The smell of me had been replaced by the smell of sweat, sex, and Lionel.

Lionel, who at that moment had his heavy leg draped over me, trapping me against him. His hard dick pressed into the small of my back as he lightly snored. My first thought was to press myself into him and go back to sleep.

No, that wasn't right. The need I felt to be closer to him caused my heart to start to accelerate. It was too soon to be feeling anything for him. I didn’t know anything about this man. I had only dealt with him twice. What in the hell was his last name? What did he do for a living? Where did he live? I had so many questions. My mind was in a frenzy. I could feel the onset of a panic attack.

Trying my hardest not to wake him, I took my time sliding my body from underneath his. He let out a grunt when I shifted. I stopped fucking breathing. I didn’t want him to wake up and then what? he'd awkwardly get dressed? Would he expect breakfast? Would he want to talk? He had talked a lot the night before. Some of it I remembered, some I didn’t. I needed to figure all that out before we talked again about anything. I laid there still as the dead until he began snoring. Then I pushed his limbs off me and removed myself from the bed completely. I meant to go shower. Instead, I found myself standing over him staring. He looked so good, with his dark skin, wrapped my white linen sheets. The sight was so aesthetically pleasing, I just wanted to watch him sleep. And that was a problem.

I needed to remove myself from temptation.

I went to the closet and grabbed the first dress I put my hand on. A flimsy black bandage dress. I pulled it over my head Slipped my feet into my Nike slides. Grabbing my phone and keys from the top of my dresser — for the second time in less than six months, I ran from a man.

I eased my front door closed. I didn’t breathe until I was sitting behind the wheel of my car and had pushed the engine to start, ready to drive off.

I paused. thought about what I was doing. I was about to leave my own place smelling like sex, with dried up cum and fluids sticky on my thighs. I was exhausted. I had to pee too. I’d lost my fucking mind. I dropped my head to the steering wheel, I was tripping. I was sleepy. I sighed and closed my eyes.

I don’t know how much time passed but the sound of my text notification going off caused me to zone back into reality or maybe it woke me up. I wasn’t sure. I dropped the phone I’d forgotten I was holding. I heard it bounce. I got irrationally annoyed and started punching the air.

A tap at my window startled me. I gasped. My hand flew to my chest. Swiveling my head to the left, I found Lionel. All thirty two of his pearly teeth on display. The grin on his face caused my cheeks to heat. I just knew he  had saw me. I was so embarrassed, I wanted to evaporate into the ether.

He gestured for me to roll down the window.

When I did he leaned in and pecked me on the lips. He smelled like me, like cocoa butter and grapefruit, which meant he’d taken a shower and found the Armani cologne I’d bought for Zo but never got to give him. I kept it for myself since it smelled close enough to the woman’s version. He pulled back and handed me one of my meal prep containers. I could smell the bacon through the plastic. “I made you breakfast and changed the bedding on your bed. I hope you don’t mind that I borrowed a few things. He said in a normal tone as if he hadn’t caught me freaking out in my car like a weirdo.

He stepped back letting me see he was wearing my ice cube T-shirt with his pants from last night, on his feet were a pair of my Nike socks and pair of crocs, that had come from lord knows where, his combat boots were in his left hand.

I blinked a few times trying to compose myself and let my brain catch up on what he had said.

“Uh,” I shook my head. “No, I don’t mind.” He backed further away from the car.



“Thank you for last night, Juicy. I would stay and have car breakfast with you, but I have business to tend to. I’ll see you later though.” He stepped back and gave me a strange look while shaking his head. There was a tiny smile on his face. He dropped his eyes, they lingered on my lips for moment. As if he was thinking about kissing  me. He slightly shook his head again. He then turned and walked away leaving me in a stupor. I watched him drive away in a new Model Jeep. Then and only then did I remember the container in my hand. I cracked it open. In the container were two perfectly round pancakes, bacon, and a fried egg. A piece of paper was taped to the top. I pulled it off and put the container in my passenger seat and read the words ‘

 

fuck around and find out, I can cook.’






I frowned then laughed. This man was different. I couldn’t verbalize in what way, but he just was. I liked that. My face warmed. I frowned.

 

No Storm, don’t you dare start liking him like that


 
. I chastised myself out loud. Even though it was too late. I already liked him. Fuck my life. I needed a drink, but it was too early. I dragged myself back into the house, took a shower and went back to bed. About three in the afternoon, someone knocking at my front door woke me up.





No human was at my door when I finally forced my half lucid self out of bed. I found two tied bags and a vase of Flowers. I thought maybe uber or door dash had gotten the wrong address until I saw there was an envelope with my name on it attached to one of the bags. I bent, pulled it off and opened it.

 

“Juicy, I figured you probably didn’t eat the breakfast I made you. I ordered you a late lunch since I also suspect you went back to sleep. You said seafood was your favorite last night…  Enjoy the food and the flowers, beautiful. I’ll be in touch.”








Lionel


Alonzo paced from one end of Vincent's small office to the other. Unbothered, I sat back in my chair and waited for him to get over himself and focus on the business at hand.

Dude was irate, his lips twisted into a sneer. Fist clenched at his side.

“I told you to get close to her, watch her for me, run interference between her and these other niggas until I worked everything out with my wife and kid. Why does it seem like something more is happening now?”





My jaw flexed, but I kept my mouth closed and my expression schooled. Him asking me to watch Storm confirmed what I suspected. He knew I was coveting his girl and had thrown it in my face every chance he could get. He would volunteer information about her, but never invite me to any of the get-togethers that included her. I got invitation after invitation like the rest of the frat to events that included the white chick he married. But he kept me away from Storm. Good play on his part.

What pissed me off the most was he really thought he was going to build an empire on the pain of the woman he supposedly loved with no karmic effect? And he picked me of all people to try and keep her away from other men? Who was going to keep her away from me and me away from her? But then, I don’t even think he thought I had a chance with her. He was overconfident in that way.

“And I told you, I had no intention of doing it.”

He glowered at me. “Then why in the fuck I see your car outside her house, early in the morning last week?”

It was taking everything in me not to laugh at him.

Vincent, who leaned against a filing cabinet by the door didn’t give him the same kindness, he sniggered low. But not low enough so he wouldn’t be heard, because one, he didn’t even like Zo, not since they 'd been line brothers in college and secondly, because to him the shit that was coming out of Zo’s mouth didn’t make no sense.

He expected me to be his do boy. Okay yeah, no!

We both knew Alonzo was a special type of arrogant and entitled. He had been lucky over the years, having everything work out for him. But I guess everybody gotta lose once in life and he had lost as far as Storm was concerned.



I already had long term plans for us. Speaking of plans, I grabbed my cell from the desk and sent Storm a “

 

what are you doing tonight? Let’s get dinner


 
text. I’d been trying for the past week to get her to meet up with me. I always got an excuse as to why she couldn’t but I knew she wanted to. I knew if I kept being persistent, she would eventually give in. Patience was the key.



“Aye, Lionel.” Alonzo barked my name.

I lifted my head giving him my full attention.

“I thought you called me here to discuss business, not text.” He spat.

I sat back, jaw tight. I didn’t like the tone he was using with me

“Then why were you talking about everything but business? You brought up your ex-woman.” I countered, putting emphasis on ex

“Nah,” he shook his head. “Not my ex, my present unless there’s something you not telling me.”

I smirked. “Okay.” I left it at that. He bent and leaned over the desk.

“You been my friend for ten plus years and counting, I know you’re not fucking my girl. Are you fucking Storm?” He sneered.

Friends? We were hardly friends. Acquaintances, that word fit better. A subtle smile crept across my face. I had been waiting for the moment he asked so I could tell him, I was, but just in that moment I decided not to. He wasn’t stupid. Two plus two equals four. He’d just said he knew I’d been at her house. We shared the same friends and acquaintances. He knew everything that had transpired between Storm and I in front of our frat brothers. He was just in denial and I was going to leave his ass in it. I wouldn’t have him interfering and running back to Juicy telling her I told him shit.

Reading the room, Vincent interrupted our conversation. The duffle bag that had been sitting on the floor next to him landed on the desk between us, a few hundred-dollar bills fluttered out and scattered on the floor.

“This is what I called you here for. We're done.” Vincent spat.

Pulling his eyes away from me, Alonzo stood to his full height. He reached out, opening the bag, he looked inside, “What’s this?” He directed his question to me.

I gestured to Vincent. “Ask him."

I sat further back in my seat. I was there simply because Vincent asked me to be. I’d let him handle everything. I was barely a silent partner in his club. I’d given him a measly fifty thousand, my life savings from working as a mechanic to help him open the place. Vincent had already paid me that back and more, damn near retiring me. I bought a little used auto parts shop in Tampa that basically runs itself with the money and I stacked the residual I got monthly from the club profits. I wasn’t anywhere near rich, but I was comfortable.

Vincent smirked, barely containing his elation.

“Your commission.” He answered without being asked.

Alonzo finally snatched his eyes away from me and turned all the way around to give Vincent his full attention.

“Explain,” he spat. As if he was talking to a subordinate when it was he who worked for us.

The tick above Vincent's eye went crazy.

He wasn’t one for being ordered around, but the smirk never left his face. He knew he had the upper hand and our dealings with Alonzo were about to come to an end.

Vincent stood to his full height his muscles rippling under his dark skin. Him and Zo were about the same size but Vincent had the weight advantage. If they started swinging on each other, it could go either way. He cocked his head, sizing Alonzo up before speaking.

“To put it bluntly.” He nodded, rubbing his hands together. “I didn’t like how you were handling us when it came to buying this place. Dragging your mother fucking feet. Just so you could run up thousand dollar tabs at the bar that you never planned on paying. Threatening us.” He pointed at me. “Trying to make Lionel play stand-in for your girl while we shelled out thousands in rent money —each month for almost three years, waiting for you to negotiate for us to buy this place. I cut out the middle man, you.”

He paused to give Alonzo time to process what he’d already said before continuing. “Come to find out the owner of this building, just married a woman who owes my great grandmother Joyce her life. When I found that out, I called a family member and she put me in touch with Grace. After I told her who I was, she was happy to have her husband, Atticus, the owner of the building. Who you might also know as ex Mob boss Roman, meet with us.”  He paused to gesture towards me. “Us,” he repeated and emphasized. “We negotiated the sell with him directly. No muss. No fuss.

He even convinced us to look out for you. Suggested we give you your ten percent commission since we got a hefty discount. That way you could never say we crossed you.”

He pointed at the bag of money. “That's thirty thousand. Roman also said if you had any problem with us or him and the way we handled our business—you could call him personally.

I’ll help you out and tell you— that was a threat. Don’t call him unless you don’t value your life.”

Vincent had a smile curving his lips from ear to ear but that shit wasn’t friendly at all. He was being smug. He nearly vibrated with adrenaline as he waited for Alonzo to respond. His gaze never wavering. I sat forward in the chair prepared to break the two up. Wasn’t any need for fighting and risking breaking the expensive boxes of liquor we had stored in the office. Everybody had gotten what they wanted, nobody lost. But like I said, Vincent never liked Alonzo and Alonzo was a hothead. Any excuse would do. Alonzo balled his fist at his side. Vincent leered at him, daring him to move wrong.

When Alonzo grabbed the bag and stormed towards the office door. I was surprised. “This shit ain’t fucking over. Both you motherfuckers gonna have to see me.” He threw his words over his shoulder before he opened the door and slammed it behind him.

Vincent busted out laughing. “That nigga hot.”

“Hot, hot.” I responded.



Whatever else Vincent said after that, I didn’t hear. Roberta Flacks,

 

First Time I Saw Your Face


 
started playing letting me know I had a text from Storm replying to my question.



I knew she would reply, she always replied, had even video chatted with me a few times.


Juicy: I can’t do dinner. My friend Simone invited me to brunch at her house or more like demanded I come.


I felt myself smile.


Me: Can I come?



Juicy: No.



Me: What if Simone says I can?



Juicy: Good luck with that. I have to go.


I chuckled. I didn’t need luck, I had a secret that Storm didn’t know.

I scrolled to the Instagram app on my phone and went to the DMs.

“Nigga!” Vincent shouted then tapped on the desk drawing my attention from the message I’d just sent.

I zoned back in to find him standing next to me reading my phone over my shoulder. I spared him a glance before going back to what I was doing. He walked around the desk and took a seat.

“So, you really gonna take that man’s girl?” He nodded to my phone.

I chuckled. “She ain’t property to take.”

He let out a long-exaggerated sigh. “You know what the fuck I mean.”

I leaned back in the chair and tilted my head to the side. I didn’t really want to talk about Storm with him, with anybody really. In case we didn’t work out. I was still trying to remain detached from her, somewhat. Just in case. But I was almost positive we would end up together.

When I told her I felt that we were meant to be, I meant it. From day one, I knew Alonzo wasn’t the one for her. I learned that from the just what I'd heard from him and my sister. She was loyal, funny, caring, wanted a family, could cook, hold a conversation, and was educated. Alonzo didn’t deserve her. She was beautiful and I even liked that she was quirky. She got lost in her head a little too often, overthinking, but it was cute. Her pretty face would be all scrunched up  ruminated.

What I didn’t like was that she was a bit too naive. It pissed me off watching Alonzo take advantage of her. That was why I didn’t really fuck with him like that anymore. I took that shit too personally. He was already involved with the white girl he married when we met Storm and from the beginning was only interested in fucking. There was plenty of women out there who wouldn’t mind being fucked on only or who wouldn’t have cared that he had a girl. Why lie for five years to the one I wanted?

“I’m just seeing where we can go.

"Vincent hummed. “Alright, do your thing. I just hope you don't end up getting fucked over. They were together five years and as much as I don’t like him, I’ll admit that he has a way with women. They stick to that nigga like glue and he seems pretty determined to keep her despite having a wife.

“Shrugging, I brushed off his words.

I had seen the hurt in Storm's eyes when she talked about how he treated her. I was not worried about Alonzo. Storm wanted everything I was ready to give her but she was going to need a little help getting out of our way.

“Storm and I will be okay. She’s fighting me, but not because she wants him. She’s scared, after dealing with him. What you need to be doing is making sure Alonzo don’t try to retaliate and concentrating on moving your business forward now that he's no longer an obstacle.





“Snorting, he waved me off. “Fuck him. We all know Alonzo more bark than bite.”

I nodded in agreement just as my notification went on. I lifted my phone to read the DM that had come in. Before I was even halfway finished the paragraph Simone had left I had a smile on my face.

“Good news?” Vincent asked.

Without looking at him, I answered. “Yes. I love it when fate works in my favor.”

What Storm didn’t know is I knew Simone, I’d attended pre law classes with her.  We’d been friendly. We followed each other on social media.

After a spiel about not hurting her girl she gave me her

address. I was going to Sunday Brunch.





Storm


Simone wrinkled her nose. “Oh, Storm, Beloved,” She drawled, with one hand pressed over her mouth and the other over her heart as she attempted not to laugh at me after I finished telling her about what happened the morning after I invited Lionel over.

“It’s not funny.” I pouted, even though it was.

“You could have at least woken him and asked him to leave. Or at very least drove away and not let him catch you in your car smelling of stale sex, throwing a fit.” She suggested.



I sighed. “That would have been too much like right.” She laughed at my reply.





“Well, at least you know he really likes you since he’s sticking around after seeing you act a damn fool. He even sent you lunch and flowers. Awww.” She cooed. “What are you going to do next time he invites you out? “She was right about that. Lionel was showing me that he was into me, even after my dismal display, he had been in contact every day since that day. I kept telling myself I was going to tell him I wasn’t interested in keeping in contact with him. But neither my mouth or fingertips could speak nor text that lie. Truth was if not for the recent fuckery with Zo, I’d already be trying to have the man’s baby.

 

‘Fuck around and find out if I’m fertile’


 
I thought then chuckled to myself.

 

Fuck around and find out


 
was new favorite phrase.





Seriously though. I couldn’t let myself become the architecture to my own downfall again. Say I let myself take Lionel being serious about me, then what? Waste another five years of my life with a man I knew was likely to leave when someone better came along? And I had a feeling Lionel had the ability to dig deeper under my skin than Zo ever did. That meant it would hurt more when he did leave.





No. I wasn’t going there. But I couldn’t just let go cold turkey either. His sex and attention gave me an adrenaline high. I would eventually have to get over it. Up until then, I told myself the most I would do is allow myself a few nights to indulge with him. Then I was cutting it off before feelings got involved.





“I’d finally tell him yes. I’m over the embarrassment.”



“So, you like him?”

I couldn’t even lie. “Yes, I like him. Too much.” I confessed.

“That’s good, really good to know,” she smiled and nodded. Way too enthusiastically for my liking.  I didn’t like the sneaky look in her eyes. Wearing an all-white lace wrap dress with her long locs in a million voluminous curls she looked like a devilish angel.

I frowned, sitting the empty glass of wine I’d been holding down on the makeshift bar, wishing I could get a refill but knowing I wouldn’t until we rejoined the festivities. Simone had us hidden away from the rest of her guests in a white Gazebo that sat about a half of a yard away from her architectural digest of a house. It was a six bedroom, four bath, multi-level box made of gray brick and glass. Sitting on five acres of lush green land.

Sunday Brunch at her house had become a big to-do in the Tampa area. Simone’s ass was friendly with everybody. So, she always had Black women of diverse backgrounds sharing space. Walking around listening to rap and R&B music played on a violin.  "The violin can make even songs like ‘shake that ass’ classy," she joked when i had asked her why.

I had only been a time or two before because I wasn’t the Sunday Brunch type. I’d much prefer to spend my Sunday laid out on my sofa catching on the TV shows I missed during the week.

“What? Why do you look like you’re about to do some sneaky shit?” I asked her.

“Um.” She stalled, nervously pushing her hair behind her ears. The expensive diamonds on her finger caught the sunlight and sparkled. Her eyes darted over my shoulder.

I went to turn around but she gently took my face in her jasmine scented hands. She squeezed my cheeks playfully. A full-blown smile played on her lips. “Look, I meant to tell you this soon as you got here, but you started talking and it kind of slipped my mind until this very moment."

“What?” I rushed her, too anxious to be patient.

She laughed. “Promise you won’t be mad?”

I shook my head. “I will do no such thing.” I nearly screeched. “She was making me really nervous.”

She took a deep exaggerated breath before blurting out. “I know Lionel from school. He’s a really good guy and I think you should give him a chance. He asked me if he could come over on Instagram and I said yes. He’s on the way over here. Please don’t be mad at me.” Then she let my head go and stood in the same instance she looked over her shoulder. “What’s that, Seth? You need me?” She pretended her husband was calling her. He was nowhere in sight. I watched her in genuine confusion as she rushed off towards her house before my brain fully deciphered what she said. When it did. I rotated in the chair I was occupying.

My breath went shallow. Lionel was making his way over. Walking with smooth deliberate steps in my direction. The black polo, black plaid tailored pants and pure white sneakers. What he was wearing would have looked casual on any other man, he looked ready for a high-end men’s wear ad campaign. God, he was fine.

As he got closer, I could see he’d just recently got his hair done. His locs were braided down the middle of his head and the sides of his hair were perfectly faded.

Every woman who hadn’t made their way inside was watching him. He had so much sex appeal.

The jealousy that hit me was irrational. I didn’t want them hoes even looking at him and he wasn’t even mine. I needed to chill.



I chewed at my bottom lip as his eyes latched on to mine. He smiled a crooked smile and

 

woosh,


 
there was an instant ocean of wetness between my legs. The closer he got, the faster the breath left my parted lips.



Our eyes were deadlocked until he was standing directly in front of me.

Without a word or warning, the first thing he did was pull me to stand. There was no greeting. Even if he had said something. I don’t know if I could have responded. The scent of his skin turned my brain to mush.

His hand found my hair and he tugged. Remembering what I liked. The aggression was an aphrodisiac. My clit throbbed. Pulling my head back, he bent his head to kiss me pressing his lips to mine. He kissed me so deeply I felt it in my toes. He kissed me as if he missed me.

Instinct took over. I kissed him back just as aggressively, moaning into his mouth. His hand made its way to my neck. His thumb glided over the soft skin at nape as my body began to tingle and pressure tightened my stomach. His mouth tasted so sweet. The scent of his cologne had a drugging effect. I melted. Fully immersing myself in into the sensations his mouth on me caused, going weak in the knees. His hands dropped to my waist. He dragged my nearly limp body closer to him, keeping me upright.

His ridiculously hard dick pressed into my soft belly. He sucked my tongue into his mouth. The kiss felt different than any I’d ever had. I felt pure and vulnerable. When he finally pulled back, my thighs were damp. He ran his hand down my side, tracing the curve of my hip. “Hey, Stormy Weather.” He rasped.

I couldn’t help it. I smiled up at him.

“A new nickname”? I asked, still breathless.

“Yes.”

“Why Stormy Weather?”

He dipped his head to locked eyes with mine. The deep bass in his voice rumbled like thunder as he spoke. “That is what you remind me of. You know how the smell of rain from a storm coming relaxes you, how you can feel it in your bones. How it makes you want to lay in bed and do nothing or other things…” He let his words trail off, as he looked me dead in the eyes.




Oh my.


 
Pressing my hand on my belly, I tried to calm the butterflies flapping around there. His words had my face and throat hot and my heart beating entirely too fast.



For a beat, we just stood just staring at each other. He looked at me with so much passion and purpose. I didn’t just see lust in his eyes, I saw more, so much more. I wouldn’t let myself get my hopes up though. Infatuation was fleeting and men were fickle. I broke the silence. I wanted to ask him to kiss me again, instead I said, “I don’t want to go in there.” I looked towards the house where everybody had disappeared into.

Right then I didn’t want to share him with a room full of people. smile split his lips. He reached up, caressed my cheek. “Here would you like to go, Storm?”

He pulled his bottom lip into his mouth waiting for me to answer him. “Anywhere.” Leaving out with you.

His smile grew bigger as if he were reading my mind, before he responded. “Do you trust me enough to ride with me or would you prefer to take your own car?”

I exhaled, thinking this man is dangerous, he was doing and saying all the right things. I nodded. “I trust you.” My voice sounded heavy. He stroked his chin. “You’re being really cooperative today, baby. Let me go ahead to take advantage of your sudden change of attitude. You said you’re taking a break from work at the moment. Do you have plans for the next two days? I want to take you somewhere. It’s about a five-hour drive away. On the outskirts of Miami.”

“I’m free,” I said a little too quickly, but something in me was telling me to go with the flow.

Lionel took a step back and reached for my hand. He entwined our fingers when I gave it to him. “Let’s go then”

As we made our way towards the car, I reminded myself to not expect anything from him. Expectations birthed disappointment.





Lionel


From the security monitor on the kitchen Island, I watched Storm show herself around the house like I had told her. She made her way in and out of rooms, getting a good look but being careful not to be too invasive. I liked that. Some women would go through your drawers, closet, and medicine cabinet without shame, checking for signs of other women.

She spent the longest time in the family room, staring in awe at the five-hundred-gallon fish tank full of exotic fish and sea life. She stopped long enough in the living room to examine my family pictures. She glided her fingertips over the spines of books on the built-in bookshelf before making her way to the kitchen. She smiled when she saw me and I swear my heart stuttered in my chest. Her smile made me want to be the reason she smiled.

“What?” She asked, raising her hand to her face. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Like what? Like I’d worship you forever if you allowed?”  I asked.

I heard her breath hitch. Her lips formed an O, shocked by my words, she ducked her head and I knew she would change the subject. Storm wasn’t shy, she just didn’t know how to take a compliment or she wasn’t used to them and that was sad. As beautiful as she is, she should have been hearing it all the time.

She cleared her throat. “This is your family's vacation house you said?”

“Yes.” I nodded, allowing her to dance around what I’d said. Eventually we’d have that talk.

She took a seat across from me, relaxing into the leather high back chair. She kept her head down as she fiddled with her fingers nervously.

“This is beautiful. Where are they now? Your parents?”

“Back in Haiti. They moved back to Haiti about five years ago. When they retired. They bought the house twenty years ago when the area was up and coming for a lot less than it’s worth now.”

“Were you born in Haiti?”

I shook my head. “No, my parents met and moved to the states long before I was born. They’d both got their masters and became professors before having me. I’m their late age miracle baby.”

“Have you visited?”

I laughed. “Too many times. When I used to get in trouble they’d ship me back to relatives until they felt I learned my lesson. That happened about five times until I was about fifteen. That’s when I learned that I could go to the American embassy and they would ship me back and my parents would have to foot the bill. They stopped sending me after those bills.”

She laughed, raising her head to look at me.

“So, you were a lil thug? You don’t seem like the type that would cause their parents trouble.”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t. I got in trouble for mostly fighting. Getting called an African booty scratcher too many times will give a kid a temper. My parents didn’t think name calling was a reason to fight.”

“Where are your parents?” It was my turn to change the subject. I didn’t really want to talk about my childhood trauma. “My momma died and I don’t know my father.”

I frowned. “Damn, I’m sorry.”

The look on her face told me she wanted to change the subject again. I didn’t want our night ruined with melancholy emotions.

“I hope you’re hungry. I’m making steak, baked mac and cheese and broccoli.” I started pulling groceries from the target bags I had brought in.

“I wondered what had been waiting for us when we arrived.”  she said referring to the bags. “And yes, I’m hungry.”

“Then let me concentrate on feeding you while you get comfortable.” Reaching behind me, I grabbed them and I handed her four bags.

“What are these?” She peeked in.

“Once you said yes, I didn’t really think about anything else but coming here so I didn’t even think about what we’d need. When we stopped for lunch, I ordered a few things for you.”

She opened the bag from target first and pulled out a thin white V-neck t-shirt followed by black biker shorts and fuzzy slippers.

“I wanted you to be comfortable.” She was wearing the all-white two-piece pantsuit she wore for brunch. The corset type blazer had her titties sitting just right and had my mouth watering, but it didn’t seem comfortable at all. She had ditched the clear heels she’d worn at the door.

I watched her bite her lip to stop herself from smiling. “Thank you.”

Next, she opened the Neiman Marcus bag pulling out the milk and honey body wash and the Baccarat Rouge 540 body oil. Her Eyebrow rose. “Neiman Marcus delivers?”

I shook my head. “Unfortunately, no. I had a friend stop by and pick a few things up for you.”

A strange look came to her face.

I frowned. “Did I get the right things?”

“Yeah, this is everything I use.” she mumbled, looking at them as if I had given her the world. “You were in my bathroom for what ten or fifteen minutes and you noticed all this?”

“Yeah. I notice everything about you.” I admitted.

She finally looked at me, giving me another strange look before saying. “There’s gotta be something wrong with you. You do all the right things. You say the right things. You’re gorgeous and kind, but you’re single? What are you hiding?” She sounded on the brink of panic.

I Laughed despite the fact that she was dead ass serious.

She frowned.

I shook my head. “I’m not hiding anything, Storm. I like you. This is me showing you. I have no ulterior motive. I’m not hiding anything. I’m single because I’ve always known I wanted a family, I always dated with a purpose. I don’t waste anyone I’m not serious about time by string them alone. I have no criminal record. I was going to be a lawyer because my parents wanted me to. I dropped out of law school to their dismay. I own a stake in the club I met you in and an auto parts shop. That’s it.

“Dropping her eyes, she responded with a simple “okay,” that she nearly whispered.

I leaned over the kitchen Island gripping her chin forcing her to look at me. “Can you just not overthink things, Storm? I like you. I want to spoil you. I want you to be happy when you think of me. That’s it.” She paused as if she was contemplating my words, but quickly exhaled. “Okay. No overthinking.” She said, running her tongue over her lips.

I pulled backing away from temptation. I really wanted to kiss her. The plum color that stained her lips was really fuck inviting. But if I kissed her, I wouldn’t stop until I had her buck naked and spread eagle on the stainless-steel countertop. I wanted to feed her first. Let her get comfortable, I didn’t want her to think I was all about sex. I knew if I allowed her she’d use that as an excuse to keep me at arm’s length. I walked over the refrigerator, pulled out a chilled bottle of wine then went to the cupboard for a glass I filled with the sweet, red liquid. When I turned back, she was going through the other bags I’d given her.

“Here.” I passed her the glass.

I’m going to cook us dinner. Why don’t you take your wine and go take a bath and change, by the time you’re done, I’ll be done.

She sat straighter in her seat, reaching. “Thank you,” she took the glass, gripping it so hard I was afraid the glass might bread. I could tell from the look on her face she was doing exactly what I’d told her not to do, overthinking. But still, she got up and headed out of the kitchen. Just before she was over the threshold, she stopped and looked back. “I know I agreed to come here, but you don’t think this,” she waved around the house. “Is too much too fast.”



I answered right away. “No.” I saw marriage, the white picket fence and the 2.5 kids anytime I looked into Storm's eyes. The faster we got there the better. Usually, a woman constantly questioning my motives and sincerity would be a turn-off and I’d add her to the

 

don’t bother


 
list. I was going to make an exception for Storm. I would just have to remember to practice patience with her. I knew I was applying heavy pressure but I refused to fuck around and let her slip through my fingers again. I hid my annoyance behind a slight smile. I’d been wanting her for five years, so no, for me it wasn’t too fast but she was fresh out of a long-term relationship. I needed to slow down a bit. I was a man who prided myself in being patient, so I could handle it.



“No.” I repeated. “I don’t think this is too much or too fast, but if you do, we can go as slow as you want. I’ll even pack this all up after dinner and we can make the drive back to Tampa. I just want to be in your presence even if it's just for another few hours.”

I waited on bated breath for her to answer.

Her cheeks swelled from blushing. She shook her head with her eyes casted down. “No, we don’t have to leave.”

She opened her mouth to say more. I cut her off before she could talk herself out of what we both knew she wanted. She wanted to be here with me. I could see it in her pretty little eyes but she was scared. It was up to me to assuage her fears.

“I’m happy you decided to stay. Believe me, I’ll make it worth it.” I gave her a crooked grin.

Still, she hesitated. Chewing at her bottom lip. She needed motivation. Storm was the type of woman you had to convince and coerce a little. You had to stop and take control. I made my way around the island. I pulled her to me, I could feel her heart racing a mile a minute against my chest, her body was so soft against me. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. She held her wine glass to the side while kissing me back. My dick went from hard to painful in seconds. I ignored it while she was distracted. I moved us towards the closest downstairs bathroom, every bathroom in the house had a spa tub. At the door, I pulled away with a groan leaving her standing by the door to catch her breath. She raised her glass to her lips but didn’t drink. She watched me as I went to the tub and started her water. “Stop thinking, Juicy.” I said from the side of the tub.

She squinted, dropping her head. “I can’t help it. What is it that you want from me, Lionel?”

I dragged my tongue over my teeth. “For now, just your time. Your company. Your body. Eventually your heart and soul.”

She squirmed a bit before asking “Are you always this...” She paused to search for the words, “so forthcoming and unguarded with your feelings?”

“Yes.” Speaking up to be heard over the water and jets in the spa tub, I nodded. She nodded. “It’s very disconcerting. I’m used to guessing what men are thinking

Pushing up from the side of the tub I made my way across the expansive bathroom to where she stood.

I watched her take a nervous sip from her glass.

“Get used to it, beautiful. My daddy taught me two lessons I live by when it comes to women; One, what you feel in your heart, speak with your mouth.”

“What’s the second thing?” she rushed.

“Treat your woman like a queen. Haven’t I been doing that?”

She raised an eyebrow. “So, I’m your woman?”

I cocked my head, stopping just out of in her reach.

“Fuck around and find out you have always been, you just didn’t know.” I said adding levity to the situation while being absolutely serious. Storm was mine, deep down she felt it. She was running though. Good thing my cardio was on point. Storm threw her head back and laughed. My heart squeezed. I loved making her laugh.

Invading her space, I slid my arms around her waist. She sagged against me. I loved how her body would turn to mush anytime I touched her.

“Give me a kiss, so I can go cook you dinner.”

Without hesitation she rose onto her tips toes and pressed her lips against mine. I deepened the kiss, she let my tongue dominate hers. I felt her nipples grow hard against my chest. Her breathing shifted to panting. Soft moans started escaping her lips, I pulled away, before things got too hot and heavy. “Just Relax Juicy. Take a bath and come down when you’re ready. After dinner we watch a movie.” And that’s exactly what happened. We ended up falling asleep on the convertible sofa in the living room. Waking up with her in my arms felt right and I decided then that I’d do anything to make sure the rest of my life was spent that way.





Storm




Ro James’

 

Permission


 
reverberated off the kitchen walls competing with the sounds of my moans. Why was I moaning? Lionel had me buck naked, bent at the waist, and draped over his lap while he sat in one of the high back leather kitchen chairs— using his thick index and middle finger to fuck my pussy.



I couldn’t fucking breath and my skin was hot and damp from the exertion it took to stay upright and jack his dick at the same time. I roughly fisted the base of his dick, coasting my hand along the prominent ridges, trying not to squeeze too hard hoping he wouldn’t notice my mouth was no longer doing its part to get him off. I was too distracted, chasing my own bliss.

Unfortunately, he noticed.

“Suck my dick, Juicy or I’ll stop.” He threatened as he spread my ass cheeks allowing himself better access. Hooking his fingers upwards, he applied pressure to my g-spot. “Oh God!” I cried out.

My pussy walls clenched around the thick digits, a wave of wetness further soaked his fingers and my thighs. My eyes rolled back into my head. The last thing I wanted him to do was stop. I started stroking faster, from base to tip. Groaning, he used his free hand to knock mine away. “No, use your fucking mouth, Juicy.” He damn near growled as he slowed his fingers down to a crawl, giving me lazy, but steady strokes. In and out. I could feel the influx of my orgasm creeping up my spine, but it was coming too slow, the pressure wasn’t building, like I wanted it to. I needed something more, something bigger, more filling, but my pussy was too sensitive and sore to have him fuck me again, I’d settle for his fingers.

I steadied myself on my wobbly legs, wrapped my lips around his dick and slid him into my mouth, grazing the underside of his shaft with my tongue, coating it in saliva. His breath hitched, but his fingers sped up. “Relax your jaw. Suck it deeper.” He ordered, wrapping his hands around the bushy ponytail. My lips stretched as I eased more and more into my throat. saliva and precum oozed from my mouth further wetting his shaft.

“Fuck, Storm…” he hissed. “Don't stop!” 

He guided my head up and down, matching the rhythm of his fingers. "Yes, just like that. Good job, baby." his voice shook.

I raised my eyes to watch him. His eyes were closed and his teeth were pressed into his bottom lip hard enough to draw blood. I liked the barely held together look on his face. It made me feel in control. I doubled my efforts, sucking and slurping until his body shook. “Fuck!” he cursed and his abs clenched. He was close and I should have kept licking and sucking him, but I lost concentration when he slid his thumb in my ass. In and out he fucked my ass and pussy at the same rhythm. My mouth fell open. His dick slid out. Trembling, I cried out “Yes, God!” While cumming hard  all over his fingers. Giving me no time to recuperate, Lionel stood. Holding my trembling body upright against his chest, he used a free hand to stroke his dick. I had left his finger so wet I could hear every movement he made.

“Bend over the chair, Juicy.” It was a whispered demand.

“Lionel, I can’t. Just let me rest for a minute.” I whined. He had already fucked me once in the morning, then less than fifteen minutes earlier on the countertop and I swear to God that last nut had drained all the energy out of me. I wanted to sleep.

“You’re strong. Baby. I know you can take it for me.” He said, making me want to. He caressed my waist before maneuvering himself and me so he was behind me. Not moving an inch, I laid limp across the seat of the chair. He kissed down my back, ran his tongue through the crack of my ass, then sucked my pussy from behind, long enough for fresh cream to gush out.

He stood. “Arch your back for me, baby.” He punctuated his demand by bringing his heavy hand down on the meaty part of my ass cheek. The sting was enough motivation to do as he said but he didn’t wait for me to do it.

He pulled both my arms behind my back as if I were under arrest, the hold he had on me forced my head up and my back to bow. With droopy eyes I watched over my shoulder as he watched himself slide inside of me with rapt attention. The way he concentrated made my pussy clench. When he was fully seated, he started moving. There was no finesse, no gentleness, no measured or timed strokes.  He was chasing his nut. Skin slapping skin, he pounded into my pussy. “I told you can take it, luv and this pussy wet as fuck too. You keep creaming for me like a good girl. He dipped his knees to go deeper. I squeezed my walls on every upward stroke he made. “Fuck me back Juicy, oh…Milk this dick.”

I gathered enough strength to rock back into him. When he talked me through getting fucked in that raspy, sultry voice of his, there was no request of his I wouldn't meet.

"That feels good, keep going, you're doing good baby. Fuck me.”

The sound of my ass clapping against him reverberated off the kitchen walls and got loud as we picked up speed.

He groaned. It didn’t take long before I felt his shaft expanding. His blunt nails dug into the flesh on my wrist as he filled me up with cum.

He pulled out and ran the head of his dick over my sensitive clit causing a high pitch feeling to course through my veins. My knees gave out. He let go of my arms. I slumped to the floor and he’d let me. .

He could barely catch his own breath but had the nerve to look smug.

“You ready to go home now, Juicy?” He smirked from above me.

I sucked my teeth. We were already on the fifth day at his parents’ house. Every time it was time to go, he found a new excuse to stay. The groceries would go to waste, it was too late to drive. He was tipsy off the one glass of wine he drank at dinner. Today I woke up early and prepared for anything and everything. I cleaned the house and threw out everything in the refrigerator, which wasn’t much. Then I packed my bags and was ready when he woke up. with his breakfast waiting at the table. After spotting my bags by the door. He bypassed the food and stripped me naked. Now I knew I’d be spending another day laid up with him.

“It doesn’t seem like you're in any condition for the long ride, I’ll just go unpack your bags, run you some bath water then you can rest.” He put emphasis on the word rest as he lifted his foot to step over me.

I called after him. “You could have just said you weren’t ready to go.”

Lionel adjusts his, covered in cream, still semi hard dick and smirked. “That wouldn't have been as much fun.” His laugh followed him out of the kitchen.





Storm


I inhaled the salty smell of the ocean air and wiggled my toes back and forth in the damp sand, as white clouds sailed across the sky. I usually hated the beach. The way it smelled. How crowded it always was. The heat. I  loved the way the wet earth felt between my toes though.

“What are you thinking about, Juicy?” Lionel spoke from beside me. After an early dinner around five, he'd suggested we take a walk on the secluded beach that bordered the back of his parents’ house.

“Nothing at all,” I answered without looking at him.

My brain hardly ever slowed down enough where I thought about nothing. The void was a welcome reprieve.

“Thank you for bringing me here, I’ve enjoyed being here and here with you.” I added without a prompt.

He took my hand in his and rubbed his calloused thumb over the smooth flesh. Goosebumps broke out on my skin.

“Thank you for saying that. I know it took a lot for you to be that open.”



I had to run his words and tone he said them in back in my head to make sure he wasn’t being condescending. An old habit I had developed dealing with Zoe.

 

But you aren’t dealing with Zoe. Chill out.


 
I chastised myself before replying to Lionel.



“It did. I’m not used to saying what I feel or asking questions. I told myself after Zoe I’d do better.” I could have saved myself a lot of time and tears if I would have just asked a question and told him how I felt.

Lionels hands tightened in mine, prompting me to turn away from watching the waves crashing against the shore to look at him. He was gazing at the sky, his face no longer serene as it had been.

There was a tick in his jaw, one that always got to tick, tick, ticking anytime I mentioned Zoe. I don’t think he thought I’d noticed because his face was usually hidden by his hair, but I’d braided his locs into four cornrows down his back earlier in bed while we watched TV. The style made his very prominent jawline even more visible.

I chuckled to myself. Part of me got off on his jealousy.

Speaking of jealousy. “Are you fucking any other women, Lionel?” Thinking about Zoe had me asking him. Probably needlessly. I’d been with Lionel for a week and if his phone rang he answered it in front of me and it was never another woman, outside of his momma. But I wouldn’t make the same mistake I’d made with Zoe by not asking at all.

He chuckled. His side teeth flashing me. “No, Juicy, only you.”

Since he didn’t seem to be bothered by that one question, I asked another.

“When was the last time you fucked somebody besides me?”

He turned his head to look at me.

I pushed my hair out of my face so I could look into his eyes.

“Two weeks before that night in the club and not since then. Ask me why.”

The seriousness in his eyes and the insistence in his voice had me shaking my head. He was not about to have me weak in the knees again over another one of his confessions. I still had not gotten over the fact that he claimed he’d been pining over me for five years.

“No. I will not ask you why.”

He lightly knocked his shoulder against mine.” I dare you.”

“No. “I made sure my no was very adamant the second time.

He let it go. “Do these questions mean you're letting your guard down and considering an us?”

“Yes.” I answered honestly, then I changed the subject. I changed the subject a lot when dealing with Lionel. He was too forthcoming with his feelings. Well, not really. I liked that about him. I just wasn’t ready to reciprocate.

“You don’t want me to answer the same questions I asked you?”

“No!” His no was a complete sentence with an exclamation point.

“And why not?”

“Because I’d rather not torture myself thinking about you and other men. The past is the past. You’re here right now. That’s enough for me.” His tone was stern. I nodded. Next subject.

A beat passed before either of us spoke again.

“You’re shivering, we should go in.”

It was mid-October in Florida, it was still warm in the day, but on the beach, in the evening the temperature could go as low as fifty degrees.

I didn’t want to go in. The sun would be setting soon, for some reason I had the urge to watch it.

I pouted. “I don’t want to.”

“You should have worn something other than this flimsy dress if you knew you were going to stay out.” He chastised, then he dropped his hand, placing it on the curve of my hip, and dragged it down, where he rubbed the curve of my ass in a slow gentle rhythm “Though I do like this dress on you.”  Referring to the ankle length maxi I’d ordered from target. A size twelve was all they had for delivery. I’d stretch the flimsy spandex material to nearly see through squeezing my size sixteen frame in it.

Before I could tell him to not work himself up because I wasn’t fucking on the beach, he said, “be right back.” He went off running before I could ask him where he was going. I sat down on the sand with my arms hugging my kneecaps and exhaled.

I was content.

I hadn’t been content in so long.  I’d become accustomed to being anxious and sad. It was weird not feeling the weight of either.

About ten minutes later Lionel came back. I turned my head and watched over my shoulder as he laid down a patchwork quilt over the sand. Then a blanket over that, followed by another blanket, then dropped two pillows on them. He had a plastic bag that he pulled bottled water from.

He plopped down and beckoned me over. I got up, brushing sand from my clothes and hands. I watched my feet press footprints in the moist sand as I made my way to him. He pulled me down next to him when I made it to the blanket, then he situated me so I laid on his chest. I settled into his hold. Despite having on only a t-shirt and basketball shorts, he was warm. He smelled like him and the earth, I drew closer.

I felt something cool touch my neck, the smell told me it was a facial wipe. Lionel cleaned my face and hands. He leaned and wiped my legs and feet off as best as he could in the position we were in, before he tipped my head back and tied my loose hair up into a messy bun. The way he always took care of me had me on the verge of tears. I willed myself not to cry as he pulled the two blankets over us.

“This good?” he asked.

I nodded. “Some music would make it perfect.”

“Giveon or Lucky Daye?” He asked, mentioning two of my R&B favorites.

He knew what I liked…

“Giveon.” I answered, expecting him to play something from his phone. Instead, he started singing, in the deep baritone of his, because obviously he wasn’t happy with just having my body craving him, or my heart aching for him. He wanted my soul too and he was going to keep being perfect if he had to — to get it.

“
Thinking he was the one that could supposedly take my place. It’s almost disrespectful, he was a downgrade and you know it.

 ” He sang as he ran fingers through my hair massaging my scalp, he moved his hand downward, his fingertips teased my nipples through my dress for a second, puckering them then he moved on. He traced down my arm, my side, down to my thigh. He came back up and rested it on my fleshy hip. His action caused my skin to flush hot, further warming me.

Ignoring my suddenly throbbing pussy and the fact that he was remixing the song, I closed my eyes real tight and etched that moment into my brain. Even if we never become more than what we are in this moment, I’d always remember him holding me on the beach singing to me as the sun set.

On the eighth day, I knew it was time to go home. The night before Lionel had fucked me so thoroughly on the beach, I almost told him I loved him and I did cry. I’m talking tears down my cheeks. It was too much. Way too much. The nights before that we’d stayed up late, talked about our life and teaching each other what we liked and didn't. Then we’d laze around during the day. Watching movies and fucking.

I outright lied and told Lionel I had an emergency at home. I was getting anxious; everything with him was moving too quickly, becoming addictive. He made me feel needed, wanted. I was living in a counterfeit reality. No man could be as perfect as him. I needed time alone. At least that how I felt. To unpack and think about all he had said. To think about what I was feeling and what had happened between us. And I needed do it without him around.

Lionel knew I was lying about the emergency. The ride back home was pretty much done in heavy silence and anxious energy. At times, his knuckles would go dark from squeezing the steering wheel too hard and I could tell he was keeping himself from asking me a question or lashing out. That restraint made me like him even more. When we pulled up to my complex he carried all my newly accumulated things into my condominium insisting I sit while he did it. I watched him put down my bags on the third and final run, debating on whether I should ask him to stay. I wanted him to stay. I was seconds away from caving and asking him to stay.

Lionel called my name, breaking me from my thoughts. “Did you hear me?”

I shook my head.

He repeated himself as he opened my front door. “I’ll see you later. Come lock the door.”

To my ears later sounded like never. I wanted to explain. I cut my eyes to the floor, then back to him. “I’m sorry I cut our trip short. I don’t want you to be mad.”

He sighed and dragged a slow hand down his face.

“I’m not mad, Juicy,” he offered, softly, interrupting me before I could go into a full-blown rant and expose myself as weak. The knot in my stomach eased away.

“I’m being a grown ass baby.” He had the nerve to pout. “I enjoyed spending time with you and was reluctant to return to the real world where I don’t wake up with you beside me every morning. Now. Come lock the door. I’m staying and locking the door my damn self before I say it again.”

Relief washed over me. Zo would have been mad because he wasn’t getting his way. Lionel’s patience, calmness, and his soothing energy wasn’t something I was used to. But What happened when his patience wore thin?

I didn't even know exactly what I wanted from him, but the thought of losing him settled fear in the pit of my stomach.

I needed to get myself together.

I untucked my legs from under me, pushed myself from the sofa and made my way to him. Whole time, he stared at me in that intoxicating way he always did, making me feel electrified.

A lump caught in my throat.

How in the heck was I supposed to stay detached from this man, the perfect man for me when my heart was ready to give in.

He impatiently reached for me before I even made it all the way to him. Grabbing my shirt by the hem, he tugged me into his embrace.

I felt something pull in my chest as I wrapped my arms around his waist and craned my neck to look up at him as he bent down. He kissed me as if he were trying to imprint himself on me. The intensity and intention behind it had my heart beating too fast. I liked the rush. My eyes slammed shut as he deepened the kiss. One hand made its way to my neck, his fingers glided over the nape of my neck, and walked down my spine until he was cupping my ass, pulling me closer. He had me feeling weightless and seamless. The kiss lasted for more than a few minutes until he pulled back. My eyes fluttered open as I ran my tongue across my lips in search of another taste of him. He groaned, taking a step back, just one step. His eyes dropped. “I can take it off if you want to keep it.” I looked down to find my hand wrapped around his shirt. I was  holding onto it like my life depended on it. My cheeks heated. I had to force my brain to make me untangle my fingers and take a step back.

“Goodnight again, Juicy.”  Lionel backed out of the door, pulling it closed.

Ten seconds hadn’t passed before there was a knock, I hadn’t even turned the dead bolt. I knew it was Lionel. I pulled the door open. He stepped in backing me up. The look on his face was smoldering. “You don’t want me to go and I don’t want to go. How about we try,” he paused and nodded towards the outside, “me leaving  tomorrow or the next day?”

For a split second, I thought about closing the door. I’d told him I didn’t want anything serious. I told myself not to get attached. I wasn’t sticking by either. I should have told him to leave and left what had happened between us in his parents’ house and on that beach as memories. Instead, I nodded and stepped aside allowing him to enter.



As he brushed past me, I closed my eyes and said a quick prayer.

 

Lord please don’t let this man be my ruin.


 
Then I closed the door.






Lionel


A week later...

The thought in my head came out of my mouth before I even had a chance to think it over. “No more dick for you.”

The alarm going off in the background mixed with her panting and the deep breaths I was taking as we both tried to calm down after an orgasm.

“Alexa, alarm off.” Storm commanded before turning her head, planting her drowsy eyes on me.

“What?” she mumbled, looking confused. I could understand why since we’d just finished making love, seconds ago.

I turned myself on to my side in the bed so I was fully facing her.

“No more dick for you. I’m not having sex with you anymore until you take me out on a date.”

She let out a small chuckle. rolling her eyes.

I nodded, “I’m serious.”

“It’s been over a month since we’ve been back from my parents, we spend every night together. I ask you to go somewhere public, you suggest we stay in. I told you my intentions and you seem to be stalling on moving forward.”

She stared at me with narrowed eyes “Are you giving an ultimatum?”

“Yes.” I answered without hesitation. Running my hand across the plush flesh on her belly.

A frown turned her lips as she eyed me. “I don’t like ultimatums.”

“I feel you, Juicy, I do. But I don’t like you treating me like your dirty little secret.” I took a deep breath as I shifted to full on serious. “And since leaving you alone isn’t an option, I’m forcing your hand.”

“What if I leave you alone because you gave me an ultimatum?”

I held back a smirk. “Are you going to?”

She pouted “No.”

I knew the answer to that already. Storm was just as into me as I was her, at this point. I smooth my hand down across her cheek, pushing her abundance of hair from her pretty face.

“Well then, I need you to court me. I am more than my dick.” I teased her. Then I moved, pushing myself up from the bed.

I looked back at her over my shoulder after picking up my pants from the floor. “I already told you I wanted something serious and you told me you were open to that, so I figure maybe we just need to slow down, close our legs, and see if we are compatible in non-sexual ways.”

Turning to face Her, I watched her closely, studying her eyes. What Juicy wouldn’t say with her mouth, her eyes would.

“Okay, but why are you putting on clothes?”

“I’m going home.” I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off of her if I didn’t put space between us. My need to always be touching her was like a physical ache.

“You going to pick up clothes? Or we are staying over there today? She started to get out of bed. I wasn’t surprised by her confusion. We hadn’t been separated since the brunch. I only went home or to my shop when I had to and I took her with me.

I stopped her. “o, Storm. I’m going home alone.”

Her plush brown lips separated and formed into a little o, then he said “oh.” her pretty lips turning down. “So, you don’t want me to go with you?”

I shook my head, reluctantly. “I do, but I think you need time to sit alone and think.”

She regarded me with tight eyes.

“Think about what, Lionel?” She asked, folding her arm across her chest.

“Think about where you want us to go because we can’t remain stagnant.”

She blinked and her dark eyebrows lifted.

“So, you're punishing me for not moving faster? You’re mad at me?”

I kept my tone even, I wasn’t mad. I was growing fed up though. “No, Storm. I'm not punishing you and I’m not mad. I'm leaving so you can have time to yourself to think without me up under you. I think after some time alone, you’ll see things my way.”

“Why do you keep calling me Storm then, if you're not mad?”

I bit my lip to hold back my smirk. “Because that’s your name, Storm.”

It was fucked up, but the panic on her face sent blood rushing to my dick. She really didn’t want me to go.

She sat up and pulled the bed sheet up to cover herself. “Any other time you call me Juicy or Stormy Weather, now I’m just Storm. sounds as if you’re trying to manipulate me.”

I chuckled. “It sounds like that because I am. I told you, I want more than just sex. I want a relationship and everything that comes with one and I want that with you. I’m willing to use any means to get there because I know we’ll both be happy in the end.”

Her mouth hung open for a second, then pouted up at me.

“you’re not even going to lie about it.”

“No, Storm.”

Her shoulders dipped. “I’m going to miss you though.” Her voice was sultry low and honey sweet.

My heart squeezed. That imma miss you almost got me.

“Now who’s trying to manipulate who?”

She pushed her hair behind her ear and extended her neck, exposing the darkened spots in her skin. I inhaled sharply at the sight of my possessive marks. I loved to suck on the spot right above her pulse point while deep inside her. Shit, I was starting to reconsider my plan. I had to shake it off.

“I’m not,” she batted her lashes. “Just telling you the truth.”

“Missing me might do you some good. Might give you a little perspective.”

I had already put on my basketball shorts. I finally pulled my shirt over my head.

Before she could answer, I shoved my feet into my Nike slides, I leaned on to the bed and placed a kiss to her forehead. She curled her fingers around the hem of my shirt, holding me still. Our eyes met, “you sure there’s no way I can convince you to stay?”  her lips parted as she batted her eyes up at me and let the sheet drop exposing her breast. She ran her hand between the slopes and down her stomach.

My dick stirred, heat spreading through my body.

I chuckled. Tease. She was starting to be herself with me all the time. I looked forward to the day she felt able to be her all the time.

She smirked up at me assuming she’d won.

She knew I was a breast man, at least I was when it came to her breast. Storm will be the death of me when she realized how easily she could control me.

I just needed her to understand that we weren’t just, as she had put It, fucking around. We were going to be together 100 percent in or I’d eventually be out. I was lying. I had already gone weak behind her. I’d probably let her string me along for years. She just didn’t need to know that.

I reached out and tipped her chin, our lips met. I kissed her, putting all my feelings behind the kiss, hoping she felt them all. Her fingertips smoothed over my jaw, stroking it. Swallowing the soft moans that leaked from between her parted lips, I traced my own fingertips over her neck, her pulse was just as erratic as mine.

She purred and arched against me, like a cat stretching.

I pulled away.

Gently removing her hand from my shirt, I stood to my full height and just stared down at her for a second. She met my gaze, biting into her swollen bottom lip.

she was so fucking gorgeous. I was punishing myself by leaving but I had to. With much regret I backed away from the bed.

“Call me when you have my date planned.” I spoke. I dramatically dragged my gaze over her one last time, as if it was the last time I’d ever glimpse her, then I turned and forced myself to leave her house with a hard dick and a heavy heart.





Lionel


I hated pressuring storm, but I had to put my foot down. I was glad I did.

Not even a full day passed before she texted me with plans.

“Dress to be seen, no suit, casual. I’m sending a car for you later tonight.”

I texted her back “Okay.”

Despite her telling me she was sending me a car —I was still surprised as hell when a driver in a black tuxedo showed up at my door around seven that evening. He’d escorted me to the car and even held the door open for me. In the back the first thing that caught my attention was the bottle of 1942 Don Julio tequila, then my eyes landed on the bouquet of black roses. I chuckled to myself; Storm was going all out.

The driver volunteered, “Whomever has me picking you up really likes you,” he smiled.

“I think she more than likes me.” I rebutted before he closed the door. Storm was fully in love with me. I was in love with her. The brief time we’d been dealing with each other told me to keep it to myself because I wasn’t trying to scare her off but being with Storm made me feel at peace with myself.

I decided to wear a brown and beige button down, untucked with beige dress pants; on my feet, brown nubuck low top sneakers. My locs were down because that’s how Storm liked them.

About thirty minutes into the drive, I received a text from Storm. It was a picture of her in a brown dress that fit her curves like it been painted on. She had changed her hair again. Now it hung straight down her back but looked a lot straight and silkier than when she did it. I knew she had probably visited my sister.


Me-Jesus Juicy.


I texted her back, then I dialed my sister's number. She answered on the first ring. “Storm said you would be calling me trying to pry information out of me about your forced date, that’s why she didn’t give me any. Get off my phone and don’t fuck up. I like Storm.” She rushed out. I laughed aloud. I knew she had hung up because my text notification went off. It was another message from Storm.


Storm-Thank you. Almost here.



Me- Where is here?



Storm- You’ll see… Just follow the driver’s instructions when you do get here. Now stop texting me so I can get ready. LOL


I put my phone down on the seat next to me, ran my hands through my beard then wiped my sweaty palms on my pants leg.

I had never been so nervous in my life.

But I had never felt about any other woman the way I felt about Storm and I wanted things between us to work out.

Before I could get too deep in my feelings the SUV came to a stop. I looked out the window and we were in a nearly empty parking lot surrounded by warehouses. I raised my eyebrows wondering what kind of date Storm had prepared in a warehouse. The car door came open. The driver peeked his head. “Your host said I needed to give this to you and make sure you had it on and secured before I allowed you from the car.” He shoved what I immediately recognized as a blindfold into the car. He was wearing a disarming smile on his dark face, but that bitch wasn’t disarming. My text notification went off just as I was contemplating not putting it on.


Storm- put on the blindfold on Lion, trust me.


I smiled down at my phone, just like that I was down for whatever.

Fuck it, I took the blindfold from the driver’s hand slapped it over my eyes blocking my view of everything. He helped me out of the car and led me in the direction of music with his hand on my shoulder. The bass was so loud I could feel it under my feet. My heartbeat at the same rhythm. When we stopped, he knocked at a metal door. The music got louder so I knew it had been opened.

“Storm Daniels' guest has arrived. VIP room seventy.”

I heard a whisper then a chuckle. Then came in a different voice, a woman’s voice. She took my hand. “Oh, aren’t you handsome,” she complimented before taking my hand.

She gave me a tug indicating I should walk forward then started leasing me down a long corridor. The further down we walked, the quieter the music got, then I heard a door scrape open. “Walk forward.” She directed;

The nervousness I was feeling finally subsided at the smell of Storm in the room I was led into.

“You may take off your mask. Enjoy the show.”

“The show?” I asked as I removed my mask. No answer came. I turned just in time to watch the door I’d been brought through close.

I turned back around and my eyes quickly scanned the room. It was all glass and mirrors. I mean everywhere, the walls, the ceiling. It reminded me of one of those circus funhouses. A black couch took up most of the room. A table set in front of that with serving dishes. I wondered where Storm was and why she had brought me there. Since I’m sure she wasn’t hiding anywhere in the room I knew I’d have to wait for answers. I took a step in the direction of the sofa, but then one of the mirrors started ascending and I could see into another room. I froze. There was a bed.

What the fuck?

Music started, a song I recognized from Storm’s playlist flooded in from hidden speakers.


“I want to see you without any clothes on.”


The room I was in went dark. I blinked, trying to adjust my eyes.


“I won't tell, I won't tell and you won't either.”


Suddenly Storm came into view.

Laying buck ass naked in the middle of the bed, in only a pair of white thigh high socks with red stripes. She knew how much I loved those socks.

She spread her thick bronze legs into uppercase V, splaying open her pink insides. She touched herself, rubbing whorling circles around her clit.

I watched in awe as her middle fingers slid into her pussy enjoying watching every move her body made, every sound that slipped from between her lips. Seeing her bring herself pleasure was different than giving it to her. I was jealous with the amount of comfort she had with herself. The way she was with herself, I wanted that. I wanted her to stop thinking and just feel when she was with me.

Licking my lips, I tried not to blink, not wanting to miss a thing.

When she got close, too close to prolong her orgasm any further —the expression of rapture on her face nearly had me cumming in my pants. Precum oozed from the head of my dick.

.Her back arched off the bed as the rest of her body trembled. Then She laid still until she caught her breath. She stood. Smiling my way before disappearing behind a door for about ten minutes, leaving me to struggle to not jack my dick. My shit was throbbing. The scene kept playing back in my head. I was a minute losing the battle when she came back. She was still naked, but wet, her body glistened as if she’d freshly showered.

She pushed a button that relit the room I was in, then she spoke.

“Hi.” She smiled, but underneath it was a hint of a satisfied smirk.

“Hi.” I replied, tilting my head. “I enjoyed the show, but this ain’t no date and I have a feeling there was some pettiness behind it. What lesson was I supposed to learn, Juicy?” I reached down and adjusted my dick, drawing her eyes.

She chuckled from the other side of the glass. “You’re right. That was to prove that I can fuck myself. I don’t need dick from you. Just like I don’t need ultimatums from you. You could have simply told me how you were feeling.

She was firm in her words, then suddenly her voice and eyes softened.

“Look, Lionel. I like you. I want to see what develops between us. But I don’t like that you tried to manipulate me. I already those problems with Zo. I don’t want to have the same problems with you. “She paused, I assumed waiting for me to acknowledgement.

I reached down and shifted my dick again. Her asserting herself was just as sexy as the show she’d given me. “First. I’m not Alonzo. I have given no reason to believe that I’ll ever behave like Alonzo, have I?”

She shook her head.



I nodded. “In that case, please stop mentioning my name

 
— and his in the same sentence. It pisses me off. As a matter of fact don’t mention his name.”  I hope she understood how serious I was.



She raised a hand. “That's fair as long as you understand me.”

“I hear you and I understand, Storm, but I don’t apologize or regret anything I’ve done to get us to this point.” I was telling her the truth, I'd take back nothing. She went to speak. I cut her off, answering her question before she asked. “To the point where you’re standing up for yourself. Being yourself more often. Letting me know what you do and don’t like. How you feel. I need you to be as open with me as I am with you.”

The fact that she rolled her eyes at the end of my words had my eyes brows near my hairline. Her verbal response wasn’t what I expected either. She laughed.

“I don’t even know why I tried. You've decided to strong arm me into this relationship and I'm not even putting up much of a fight. Ninety nine percent of me wants to just give in.”

She gestured behind me. “On the table is a steak and all the fixings from that Greek place you like. Eat while I fix my hair and makeup and put on my clothes. We have to meet Simone, her husband, and a few other people for drinks in forty minutes. If you’re insistent on being my man, I guess I gotta introduce you to the public as such, “she said before standing and sauntering off towards the door.

I yelled behind her.

“I’m your man, Juicy?”

I wanted to hear her say it again. She knew it. Instead of answering, she laughed.





Storm


In the back of my mind, I was questioning how an invite to one of his frat brother birthday party turned into a quickie outside his frat brothers house. Lionel had me hemmed up in the back seat of his running jeep Overland. Our moan echoing in the small space. The frilly white tulle skirt I was wearing was bunched around my waist, my panties were slid to the side. He’d taken my right breast and pulled it over the top of my stretchy white leotard. For both of our enjoyment, every so often he would pause to draw the nipple between his lips or to pull it between his sharp front teeth, sending me into a frenzy. He’d just unzipped his tailored black pants he’d work and pulled his dick through the hole, his shirt was still tucked in.

I was straddling him, my arms wrapped around his neck. With one hand gripping my ass cheek he was holding me so tightly it restricted my movement, his thumb digging into the small of my back. The other hand he had at the back of my neck as he gave my pussy shallow upward strokes, almost grinding into me. The way his shaft kept massaging the tight bundle of nerves inside my pussy had beads of sweat creeping down my back. I was panting and could feel the familiar feeling of the orgasm Lionel was depriving me of, creeping up my spine. He kept edging me, keeping me on the verge of cumming but not making me cum. My parted lips pressed to his. He didn’t kiss me, he just breathed sexual aggressive breathes into me.

It was the most erotic but frustrating thing I’d ever experienced.

Lost in bliss and agony. My clit was so swollen and the sensitivity hurt.

I was losing my fucking mind. I wanted him to kiss me. I wanted to cum. A pained moan involuntarily slipped from my throat. No, not wanted. I needed to cum. I tried to rock into him.

Dropping his hand from my neck, he brought both hands to my hip.

His gripped tight. He slowed his movement even further. At the moment I loved and hated his strength. I couldn’t move unless he let me. So, I begged.

“Please faster,” I plead for reprieve. Sounding too needy. But fuck, I was dying. The ache to cum sat squarely in my belly.

“No,: he chuckled. “Ain’t I making you feel good?” he growled. Keeping the same agonizingly slow pace as before.

His husky voice was so sexy. I swear just the sound of it made me leak more cream all over his dick.

I nodded frantically.

“Then take this dick how I give it to you and trust me to get you where you need to be.” He taunted.

“No.” I couldn’t take it anymore. I constricted my pussy muscles around his dick. Using my walls, I massaged his stiff shaft.

The sound of him inhaling sharply met my ears.

“Fuck don’t do that.” he hissed. You got too much power in this pussy. Make me bust before I’m ready."

I teased, “but don’t you like when I make you cum inside me?” I knew what would get him going.

A low guttural sound forced its way out of his mouth.

“You not playing fair, Juicy. You know I love that shit.”

“Then let me make you cum.”

He groaned and rested his head back on the seat.

His grip on me slipped, his hand slid away from my neck.. He brought his hand up to thumb my lower lip, his eyes were fixed on.

“Go ahead, make me cum then. Juicy. He raised his hand in surrender, resting them on either side of him.

I was moving before the words were fully out of his mouth. Winding my hips, I began to fuck him. I rose to the tip of his dick then slid back down the shaft. I repeated, picking up pace until I found a rhythm that built me up to explode.

I shut my eyes against the exhilaration. My head lolled forward.

He hooked his index finger under my chin and lifted.

“Eyes on me.”

Our eyes connected.

The tendon in his neck strained. I took what I needed.

“Damn.” He cursed. “You look so beautiful right now, about to cum for me. That’s what you’re about to do ain’t it, Storm? You gonna cum for me and milk this dick.”  He moaned, pinching my nipple in between his thumb and forefinger, stealing my ability to even breathe properly, let alone speak.

I nodded. I was thirty years old and this was the first time in my life a man had actually made me feel beautiful. I had heard it before, but I felt the truth in his words.

My face turned hot as my entire body bucked.

His dick throbbed.

I grabbed Lionel’s shoulders to stabilize myself as I rode him faster. His hands found my ass again. He started moving with me.

“Oh God, I’m going to cum!” I moaned.

“Good girl, cum on this dick. Give me what’s mine.”

A sigh eased out of me, followed by a harsh breath. When he talked to me like he was, it sent dopamine rushing through my veins.

I came shivering and bucking. Colors bled together behind my tightly closed eyes.

Lionel kept moving as I held on to him.

His movements became jerky. He was close.

There was a tap at the window.

I froze.

Lionel ignored it, lifted my ass so he could stroke me better. His breathing was heavy.

“Aye, Lionel.”

“Fuck.” he groaned. He reached for the button to roll down the window.

I smacked his hand away.

“What are you doing?” My eyes had to be big as saucers.

“I’m seeing what he wants. He won’t go away until I do.”

I looked down to where we were still joined. “Like this is not the position I wanted to be introduced to your friend in?”

He smirked. “I’ll introduce you after I cum. Let me get rid of him so I can do that.”

My mouth opened, then closed, then opened. “Aint no way..” I went to rise.

His hand was at my throat before even a half an inch of him slipped out of me.

“Aht, aht, don't do that Juicy. Remember I can be a savage as much as a gentleman.” He said chuckling, reminding me of our first night together. He sobered quickly. “Move again and I’m flipping your ass over and fuck you until I can’t while he waits.” His finger flexed around my throat as dick thumped inside of me. I should have been scared. I should have been appalled. But the aggression behind his words caused fresh cream to ooze out of my pussy. I wanted to ask him to choke me harder. I nodded instead.

He dropped his hand as I dropped my head into his neck, hiding my face from view..\

The window squeaked down. The Florida heat seeped in.

“What?” Lionel barked.

“Negro, what the fuck?? Get out of this big mother fucker. We gave y’all fifteen minutes to finish. Come back thirty minutes later and y’all still at it. Y’all have people waiting, trying to drive in. People know y’all out here fucking. How hard your vehicle out here rocking is the talk of the party. Y’all upstaging me on my birthday.” His friend Vincent laughed.

“Kill me,” I squeaked, burying my head further into Lionel’s neck. I just wanted to leave earth for another planet, just for a brief time.

There was no way in hell I was going into that party now.

“Get the hell away from my car, Vincent. You could have simply said I was blocking traffic.”

There was too much levity in Lionel’s voice for me. Then he and his friend laughed together and I knew it was all one big joke to him. I pressed my teeth into the flesh on his shoulder. His laughter turned into a sharp hiss.

I heard the window go up then Lionel gripped a handful of my loose curls using them to drag my mouth away from his shoulder.

Not mentioning the bite at all he ordered “Kiss me.” He grabbed my jaw, applied pressure to bring my face to his, sliding his tongue into my mouth. I sucked it as his free hand found its way to my ass again. Pulling me further down into his lap he started gave me upward strokes, maybe four or five. I felt his dick jerk and him filling me with cum. Then he held me there. Kissing me through his nut. When we pulled apart we stared at each other for what felt like forever. Lionel broke the trance by speaking.

“Say it.”

My eyebrow rose. “Say what?”

His eyes became fixated on my face. “What your eyes and body already been saying. It’s on the tip of your tongue I can tell.” He sounded so dead ass serious.

I instantly realized what he was insinuating because it was in fact on the tip of my tongue. I pursed my lips and turned my head. Was I that transparent? Could he really see I’d fallen madly, deeply in love with him in less than three months? I now understood what he meant when he said you rise in love. I felt free with him, like floating.

“Can we?” emotions clogged my throat, I had to clear it before continuing. “Can we change the subject?” I asked quietly. I was not at all ready to go there.

His giant hand gripped my jaw tightly making me face him.

“I can do that, for now.” He paused and something flickered in his eyes, I chose to ignore that something. “But just know when you’re ready, I’m ready.”

The insinuation of his words rang in my ears. Is he telling me that he l—I stopped myself from even thinking it, forcing it from my mind? I was dead set on not talking about my feelings for him at that moment or any time in the near future, so I didn’t want to hear his either.

“Let’s talk about the fact that we're still going to this party...”

I frantically shook my head. “The fuck I am.”

He reached out and tickled my sides. “You’re using your grown-up words like fuck, you really mean business, huh?”

I smacked at him. “Yes. You can go in. I’ll sit in the car. I’m not showing my face around these parts for a long time.” I tried not to laugh.

A devilish grin washed over his face. “We’re going in.”

I shook my head again.

He chuckled and gave me one of his toothy smiles. “We’ll see.”





Storm


Once again Lionel made a liar out of me.

Ten minutes and twenty baby wipes later, looking and smelling like sex, Lionel and I walked into his friends party. It was being held in an expansive backyard that was set behind a nice size, all brown wood, ranch style home. Super Gremlin could be heard from the street.

I pretty much kept my head tucked into Lionel’s side as he introduced me to everyone I hadn’t already met. It was weird that he and Zo shared so many of the same friends. I was reluctant to really speak to many of them. I’d Instagram stalked some after finding out Zo was married and seen more than a few at his wedding. But not just the wedding, at numerous other events Zo and her had hosted. I found out their relationship had started way before I even knew Zo.

So that meant, for years, his friend and even the wives and girlfriends of his friends had been smiling in my face on the few occasions we did interact,. Knowing the entire time, I was the side chick.

That’s how I had started looking at my situation with Zo. Jessica or Jennifer or whatever her name was— was his woman and I was something to do. I was okay with that now. But damn, somebody could have at least warned my ass.

Nobody looked surprised to see me until James. Probably because he was with his wife. I really had meant to call her and put a bug in her ear, but then I changed my mind. She’d been in some of the pictures with Zo and his now wife, so I didn’t even feel bad about not telling her husband wet his dick often with the hired help. I wanted James to think I would though. He was the reason Andre had to get nearly twenty stitches and would no longer talk to me. I waited until his eyes landed on me. I gave him a sneaky smile. His face went red, then he turned him and his wife around and walked off in the other direction.

I snickered under my breath.

“What’s funny?” I hadn’t noticed Vincent approaching us. I knew of him through Simone. They had a thing once. He was also Lionel’s best friend and business partner. I had spoken to him over the phone once when he called Lionel. He was a carefree, good sense of humor type. Which is why I had not expected him to be the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. I craned my neck to look up at him.

He was taller than Lionel.



His deep wave, low cut Caesar seemed to have been freshly cut. His big six-foot, six inch, at least two-hundred-pound body was cut to precision too. He had one of those

 

too handsome not to be a hoe Trevante Rhodes faces


 
and his body, I could see the outline of the muscles in his abdomen through the baby blue cotton polo he wore. Damn! Did all fine Black men run in packs? On his arm was a girl that looked younger than all of us, maybe early twenties. She reminded me of Simone, with her dark skin and light-colored eyes. Vincent had a type.



Lionel repeated Vincent’s questions.

“Oh, nothing. I zoned out for a minute.”

He nodded.

Introductions were made. The girl Was Ciara. She gave me a tight closed mouth smile then walked off as soon after learning my name, letting me know she wasn’t really feeling me. That was fine. I wasn’t the friendliest either. Lionel and Vincent talked while my eyes jumped around the lush backyard, taking everything in. There were about a hundred guests, an even number of men and women, everybody a bit more than casually dressed for a party. Everybody seemed to be enjoying themselves. My people watching came to an end when Lionel was pulled away.

Vincent had physically removed him from my side. He slapped him on his back. “Follow me, you’re already tardy and I refuse to wait a minute longer to get this spades game going.”

Lionel looked down at me “Maybe Jui, —uh, I mean Storm would like to play.” Lionel tried including me. I would have chuckled at the slip up if I weren’t horrified. I hated telling Black people in the south I had no idea how to play Spades.

I cringed inwardly “I’m so good, not in the mood for spades.”

Both looked at me like they knew I was lying or maybe I was paranoid. Luckily neither questioned me further. I didn’t want them to start the jokes about taking my black card.

“Well, you can watch, come on.” Vincent volunteered, flashing me all of his pretty white teeth.

Seemed like as soon as we sat down they were arguing.

“Did you cut me?” Vincent glared at Lionel. He shook his head and threw his cards down. “You can’t be my motherfucking partner no more.”

Lionel threw down his cards. “Man, fuck you. Blame whoever dealt this bullshit.”

With my legs crossed, in a folding chair I didn’t have too much confidence in, I sat next to Lionel. I had my head thrown back, laughing my ass off. Lionel and Vincent should never again partner in anything. They fought too much. The game of spades was my first glimpse of Lionel even coming close to losing his temper.

Paul and Akil their opponents set opposite of them, flanked by their girlfriends, talking shit, riling them further up.

I broke in to lightheartedly chastise them, “You two are frigging children, it’s just—," Whatever else I was about to say floated out of my head. My breath hitched in my throat at the sight of Alonzo.

We saw each other at the same time.

A flicker of surprise darkened his eyes but he recovered quickly.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. Not because of him or his wife. I felt nothing about them. In a strange way, I wished him well with her. That meant he’d leave me alone. What had me frozen was the baby stroller he was pushing. This man had had a baby on me. I wanted to laugh, but I didn’t want to make myself look crazy.

Alonzo shook his head slightly; I could see the apology floating around in his eyes.

I didn’t need one. I cut my eyes away. I could feel Lionel’s disquiet and tension rolling off him in waves. I brushed my hand across his taut thigh under the card table.

He turned and our gazes met. “You want to go?”

I shook my head. “No, I’m having fun.” I wasn’t going to let Zo ruin anything else for me. “Just please don’t let Alonzo get you out of character.”

We stared at each other, single mindedly focused on only each other.

“Never.” He shook his head. “But remember, I already told you beating a nigga ass if they step out of line is very much a part of my character.” There was a hint of amusement under the seriousness in his voice.

“Then I’ll have to send you to Haiti.”

He chuckled aloud.

It wasn’t until Vincent spoke that we finally broke eye contact. Then I remembered we were in public.

“Look at you two, it’s disgusting.” Vincent laughed. “You both stopped talking in the middle of a conversation with six other people and started talking to each other like the rest of us suddenly didn’t exist.”

For the second time that day, my face was on fire. I ducked my head.

Lionel laughed. Cutting away the awkwardness he said, “Who’s dealing this time? Not you Akil. Yo ass be cheating.”

That was all it took for Alonzo not to exist in my world that revolved around Lionel at this point. I was gone and I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t anymore.

We ate, we drank. We dance. I had fun. For small pockets of time, I even managed to forget Zo was there, but then the heat of his eyes would settle on me, irking me, reminding me. I found Zo’s showing up wasn’t just a surprise to me. Seems Vincent and him had a falling out and he hadn’t expected him to come. He let him stay because he didn’t want anything ruining his day.

Everything went smooth until about Ten.

We had said our goodbye and were getting ready to pull out of the Vincent’s driveway when the shit hit the fan. Alonzo came out of nowhere stepping in front of Lionel’s car. Lionel hit the brakes, I bounced forward then settled in my seat. A tiny giggle slipped from between my lips. I'd drunk a lot of chocolate Whiskey. Everything was funny when you're tipsy. Truthfully, I was drunk.

Alonzo banged on Lionel’s hood, yelling and gesturing for me to get out.




Beep beep


 
. Lionel laid on the horn. “This motherfucker.” He growled from beside me. Soon as Lionel opened his car door, Zo moved from the front of the Jeep to the passenger side. Before I could fully get my foggy brain to comprehend what was going on, my ass hit the pavement. My mouth went dry or else I would have cried out in pain.



On instinct, I jumped to my feet. I got a glimpse across the jeep.

James and Nedrick were holding Lionel off. They had left the party early or so I thought.

“Leave him alone.” I yelled, slurring my words. Remembering what had happened to Andre had my heart bumping like 808. I took a step in their direction. I had to help Lionel.

Zo had other plans. Snatching my arm, he forced me to look at him. His bloodshot angry eyes met mine. I could smell henny seeping from his pores.

“This is what the fuck we’re doing now. You showing up with my friends trying to embarrass me?”

I snatched my arm from his.

“Leave me alone Zo.” I didn’t have much more to say to him. Even if I did, I probably wouldn’t be able to. Suddenly my head was pounding. Regardless of the pain I wanted to make sure Lionel was all right but Zo blocked me, using his weight he pushed me against Lionel’s jeep. Roughly grabbing my jaw, he started yelling in my face. His words ran together causing me to only understand a few, leaving me to decipher the rest. He was accusing me of trying to make him jealous. “Why would I do that? Where is your baby? Your wife?” I yelled back.

“Shut the fuck up, get in the fucking the car.” He got a good grip on my shirt and yanked me towards him, I heard the fabric tear, then wrapping his big hand around my bicep, he started dragging me towards the street where I assumed he was parked. I was barefooted after kicking off my shoes, gravel dug into the soles of my feet as I fought again being moved.

“Go to hell.” using my right arm, I took a swing at Zo as I screamed, making my own ears ring and myself grow lightheaded. I managed to get away but doubled over after only a few steps. I ended up bent at the waist, with my hands on my knees. My belly heaved. Acid from my stomach burned my throat as everything I had eating and drank came back up. Throwing up made me feel worse. The unsteady beat of my raging heart made my vision blur.  My entire body felt like it was on fire. It was hard to catch my breath. My head started to spin. I heard police sirens in the background. They were so loud, but even louder was the sound of Lionel voice.

“Storm!” he screamed my name just before everything went black.





Lionel


I stood next to the doctor in the tiny ER room. It wasn’t made to hold three people, but I’d be damn before I left Storm by herself after she fainted. “When the paramedics brought you in —you were severely dehydrated. We had to pump your stomach. We gave you meds for your blood pressure. It was high enough to cause a stroke, probably exacerbated by this fight you mentioned, your weight and copious amounts of alcohol you consumed. Which you shouldn’t be drinking while you’re pregnant.” The doctor's tone was very accusing and callus. I opened my mouth to correct him, then my brain caught up to what else he’d said. The anger that had built in my chest because of Alonzo, that I was getting ready to take out on the doctor dissipated.

Storm yelled. “What! Pregnant?” before I could. She sat up in the bed so fast the balding, slight doctor took a step back as if he were afraid she was about to attack him.

“You’re two months pregnant,” He confirmed.

“I was drinking a lot. Did I hurt my baby?” She asked, sounding panicked.

The doctor mouth turned down in disgust. “Odds are no, but if you continue to drink you can.”

Storm narrowed her eyes at him. I watched her hands fall protectively to her belly.

“I didn’t fucking know I was pregnant. I have an IUD.” She snapped.

The doctor snidely replied. “Had an IUD, there is not one in the 3D abdominal x-ray.”

Storm pushed herself up into sitting position. She was getting ready to go off.

That was my que to step in.

“Doctor, could you give her some time to process what you’ve told her?” I kept my voice neutral.

He looked over at me.

“Sure. Since she fell and hit her head, we’ll be keeping her overnight just to be safe. I’ll be back after I see a few other patients.” He ambled out of the room.

Storm kept her eyes narrowed until he left then began to focus on everything in the room but me.

I sighed inwardly and wondered what was going on that pretty little head of her. Probably thinking the worst.

I took a seat across from her, leaned back into my chair. I wanted to touch her, but I kept my hand to myself. Waiting to see what came next. I couldn’t believe she was pregnant. I’d been busting nuts in her twice daily hoping to beat those 99.9% odds even after she told me she had an IUD.

I felt a smile coming to my face but I suppressed it. I needed to hear her reaction to the news first. I’d act accordingly.

Her chest rose as she exhaled a shuddering breath, then without looking at me she started talking “I was pregnant once before. Zo told me to get an abortion and despite not wanting to, I did. The little bit of pride I had wouldn’t let me have a baby with a man who didn’t want a baby with.” She paused and finally looked at me. “You’ve been talking about fate and us being destined and after today, I kind of believe it. Fate. You fucked around and fucked the IUD out of me.” She laughed, with her head thrown back. You were in- fucking-evitable.

This wasn’t the direction I had seen our conversation going in.

She yawned. Then pulled at her gown, right over her hurt. She held her hand towards me. “You been trying to snatch my soul since I met you. Here it is. Take it.” She pretended to throw something. I laughed, dragging my hand down my face. I realized then the pain meds the nurse had administered her were finally kicking in.

“When I wake up. I want to have more conversations about how fat and pretty our baby gonna be and what you’re gonna do with my soul now that you don’ ripped it right out my body.” She said, then she was out.

I tried not to get too excited. I wanted to call my parents. My mother would immediately start planning a wedding. I wanted to call my sister. She’d probably cause an accident getting to the hospital. She really liked Storm. Instead of doing either, I sat at her bedside watching her sleep on some creep shit. Thinking about our future together. About fifteen minutes after she dozed off there was a light tap at the door. I got up to open it and came face to face with the last person I’d expected to see.

“Jessica, What the fuck are you doing here?” I hissed under my breath, looking back to make sure Storm was still sleep before I eased the door closed it behind me. Grabbing Jessica by her boney arm I dragged her away. We stopped by the bank of elevators about fifty feet away from Storm's room.

She snatched away. Turned and got right up in my face.

“Don’t fucking manhandle me.” She snapped

I shoved her away, unclenching my jaw. “Fuck what you talking about. Answer my question or get the fuck on. What the fuck are you doing here?”

She smoothed her hand down the white sundress, giving me a haughty, upturned nose before answering. “I want you to drop the charges against Alonzo.”

Alonzo and James had been arrested outside of Vincent’s house despite Nedrick lying to his fellow police officers. I don’t think he would have a job with the St. Petersburg Police department much longer. The neighbors had watched him and James hold me while Alonzo basically assaulted and tried to kidnap Storm.

Storm had awakened before the ambulance had arrived and refused to press charges. She said she just wanted him out of her life and wouldn’t prolong it with court hearings.

Fuck that, I asked for charges to be filed. He’d been charged with False imprisonment on my part.

I dropped my head back and laughed. “Your husband should be grateful to be alive with charges against him. If Nedrick and James hadn’t kept me away from my truck, I would have put two in his head for the way he’d handled Storm.”

She frowned, crossing her arms across her chest. “Either drop the charges or I tell your little obsession everything.” Her tone was clipped.

I sneered at her. Hating her smugness. “Then I can tell Zo how you came up with the plan for me to take him out and get him wasted so you could fuck him raw and get the demon spawn you wanted.”

Jessica wasn’t as blond and dumb as she looked. She knew about Storm. She’d been trying to trap Zo since college. She made sure she knew his every move. Including ever woman he fucked. When she came to me, she already knew I wanted Storm, because of Alonzo. He couldn’t help himself. He was always dangling the fact that he had her —and I didn’t in my face. People noticed. Wives talked. It got back to Jessica. She wouldn’t confront him about it. Zo had cheated on her before. He just never kept anyone around as long as Storm though. If she forced his hand and made him choose, she knew she might stand a chance at losing him altogether. She wanted insurance that she wouldn’t. Hence the baby and the millions she’d invested in him. I wanted Storm. Which is the only reason I helped her. When I told Storm I’d do anything I needed to have her. I was telling her the absolute truth.

A beat passed in silence before I taunted her. “Seems we’ve come to an impasse.”

She glared up at me. “Fifty thousand dollars to drop the charges.” She gave in.

I chuckled to myself. That’s what I had been waiting for. I was about to be a father. Kids were expensive. Money was about the only thing she could offer me to get me to change my mind.

“One hundred thousand and the guarantee that your husband stays away from me and mine.”

She held her hand out for me to shake. “Deal.”





Epilogue





Five years later





Zo


I saw Storm before she saw me. Despite the fact that she was on the whole other side of the Sprouts. The sight of her nearly took my breath away. She was glowing. I was walking in her direction before I could stop myself. The last time I’d seen her, the restraining order she’d put out on me had kept me from approaching her. It had expired two years ago. Then I heard she’d moved. She must have because I never saw her around and the city wasn’t big enough for her to avoid me.

Walking up behind her, looking over her shoulder I got a glimpse into the stroller she was pushing. Two identical little girls, who looked just like their moms sat staring up at the neon lights in the ceiling. They were beautiful with their dark skin and long curly pigtails. Couldn’t have been more than six months.

“Who are you?” I hadn’t even noticed the boy at her side.

He had asked me the question over his little shoulder. When I didn’t answer right away he had turned and looked directly at me.



I dropped down to his eye level quickly to make myself less obvious. “I’m a friend of your mother’s. Name’s Alonzo, lil man.” I said, holding out my hand for him to shake. He reached out. “Lionel Zephir Junior.”  Hearing him recite his name hurt. I almost raised my hand to rub away the ache over my heart. He looked just like his daddy too.

 

Fuck ass nigga.




A little gasp escaped Storm's lips and I knew she was looking down at me. Our eyes met.

I stood. “Storm.” Her name left my lips softly. Fuck, she was still beautiful as hell. I wanted to tell her I missed her. Instead, I asked “How are you doing?” as I openly admired how good she looked. She’d actually lost weight despite having three kids. Her hair was now natural, hanging down her back in twists and coils. She wore a white flowy dress that stopped midway her thighs.

“I’m good. I was meaning to get in contact with you while I was here.” 

I raised an eyebrow. “I highly doubted that.”

A smile split her lips. “I really was.” She spread her arms and leaned towards me for a hug. I was shocked by the gesture but I sure as fuck stepped into her embrace. She smelled like white lilies and redemption. I held her too long. She was the one that pulled back. “Show me pictures of these beautiful children I’ve heard about.” She urged.

I kind of rolled my eyes, because if she heard about my kids, she’d heard about the drama behind having not one, but two outside kids on Jessica. Back-to-back. After the whole drunken incident, where I got it in my head that kidnapping Storm was a good idea. I kind of spiraled after. I had a five year old son from Jessica and two three-year-old daughters from two other women. Jessica stuck by me through it all and got my charges dropped for the incident with Storm. My five-year divorce plan went out the window. I could see the long-term value in her. I spent about three minutes exchanging pleasantries with Storm before Lionel appeared pushing a cart full of groceries.

The way Storm’s face lit up when she saw him had me wanting to fight this nigga.

He came to stop beside Storm.

“Hey,” I deadpanned.

He smirked and nodded “Alonzo.”

He grabbed his son's hand and the stroller. “I’ll take them and let you talk.” He said before pecking her on the neck. Then he turned and walking away, confidently.

I was surprised nothing popped off and by how easily he walked away. The last time we’d been in reaching distance he’d threatened to kill me, but then why would he start anything, he’d won. He had my woman. Had given her the life I eventually planned to.

“Walk with me to get some ice cream,” She started walking like she knew I would follow.

I followed, like a trained puppy. We ended up walking side by side.

“I just wanted to get some closure on the five years we shared.” She started.

“I apologize.” I interjected.

She smiled at me, “and I accept it. I also want to apologize.”

“For what?”

“For staying, but then making the fallout all your fault. We both fucked up that relationship. Not saying I’m as culpable as you, but I did play stupid and blind when I should have left damn near in the beginning.” She laughed

“Damn. It’s like that? In the beginning?” I derided.

“Yes, from the beginning, but let’s not get too deep into it. I wanted to have this conversation with you because we're moving back from Miami. We moved down there to be with Lionel’s family when they came back from Haiti to spend times with their grandkids, but his parents passed from Covid. He doesn’t want the house anymore, it held too many memories. so we’re selling their place. We're house shopping right now. We run in the same circle. I didn’t want any awkward moments or violent ones either.” She stopped at the ice cream freezer and looked at me. “We moved past that, right?” she asked.

I nodded. “I’m sorry to hear about his parents. They were good people and you’re right. There will never be an incident like the one that night. I was drunk as fuck and thought if you just heard me out you’d take me back. I apologize, on my momma, I do.”

“Again, I accept it. So, friends?” she held out her hand for a shake.

I shook it and held it for too long. Her skin was so soft. “

So, it's love, between you and your baby daddy?”

She snatched her hand from my grip and held it up, flashing a half of karat and a smile in my face. “Husband.” She sang.

I ran my tongue across my teeth and rolled my eyes.

I already knew. I had seen the wedding pictures on Simone’s Instagram.

There goes that ache in my chest.

“Nigga’s usually die before their wives. I still got a shot.” I teased.

Storm lightly shoved me and laughed. “Bye Alonzo.”

She was laughing, but I was dead ass serious. If Lionel fucked up or fucked around and died, I would be ready to take his place and treat her right this time around.

I took one more look at her and shook my head. I’d probably always be in love with her and only her. “See you around, Storm.”  I walked towards the exit, forgetting what I’d even come in the store for.
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