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The Fire- Prologue

At sixteen, standing outside in the middle of the night, barefoot, wearing lingerie I had no business being in--with HIS cum drying between my thighs-- I watched as fire danced across the rooftop of my childhood home. “The house of horrors,” as I called it, was being blackened by flames. The heat from the fire warmed me, chasing away the frigid cold that had chilled my insides since the night I’d watched my daddy drown my mommy in the claw foot tub she’d loved so much. He’d brought me a doll the day after; as if a new toy could make up for losing a mother. I’d hated him since that day, had wished death upon him a million times and finally, my wish was coming true.
The monster, my father was dead. There was no way he could have made it out of the house, not after I’d put the sleeping pills Lennox had given me in the drink, he’d demanded I fix for him after he’d finished violating me. 

Unsurprisingly, I felt no remorse about playing a part in his demise because he’d deserved to die. Too bad everybody else wouldn’t feel that way. They would mourn him because they didn’t know the truth.
To the citizens of our small town my daddy had been the sheriff. An upstanding citizen. A good guy. To me…he was a murderer. A rapist. A child molester. A monster.
I hated him. I was glad he was dead. 

The sounds of siren had just gotten close enough to hear when suddenly my body became abuzz. Lennox. I could sense him. Turning away from the fire I searched the darkness. I found him perched in his tree house two doors down. I called his name, barely above a whisper. Acting as if he’d heard me, he flicked the Zippo lighter he carried everywhere. In the brightness of the flame, his face became visible for a split second then disappeared.
A tiny smile came to my lips. He’d done a horrible, horrible thing for me and for that he'd always have my undying devotion. 


Welcome home- Raven

The closer I got to “home” the heavier the weight of foreboding weighed down on my shoulders. 


I hadn’t returned to my small hometown in ten years and everything in me was screaming that I should have stayed away. Nervously, I fingered my mother’s gold, heart-shaped pendant. I’d found it on the bathroom floor the day after she was murdered. Robert didn’t even notice when I started wearing it and I never took it off. Unfortunately, it didn’t help calm me like it usually did.

My stomach was in knots, my pussy was on fire, and warning sirens sounded off in my head. Intuitively I could feel it, the impending tragedy awaiting me. I wanted to turn around and go back to my new home where I felt safe, but I kept driving. I knew I needed to reconcile the past or I would keep living in it.

My thoughts drifted back to the period before I left. I was a fucking mess: suicidal, depressed, and spiraling. What Robert had done to me left me broken and exposed. I was one big open wound, hurting all the time. Thoughts of him and what he’d done consumed me. For months after his death, I sometimes caught myself missing him, his touch. Craving and feeling things I wasn’t supposed to. I knew those feelings were wrong and that I was sick.

To deal with it, I started drinking and doing drugs. I used to spend more hours drunk or high than sober. Nobody noticed I was dying. Being in that town, surrounded by people who didn’t know I survived a monster, was literally killing me. Imagine having to pretend to be sad in front of everyone because your tormentor is dead, while simultaneously wishing you were the one that had killed him the first night he visited your room and touched you. This is why, when I got the opportunity to leave, I took it and hadn’t looked back

I wanted to lie and say that after being away for ten years that I was healed and strong enough to return without it having an adverse effect on the new me. But I wasn’t. The dampness between my thighs was proof of that. Years of molestation and sexual abuse had left me hypersexual, with PTSD, trust issues, triggers and switches a-fucking-plenty.  Stress, fear, anger, sadness and nearly any human emotion that wasn’t happy left me horny and wanting or anxious and panicked.

I'd taken medications. Had been prayed over and prayed for. I even tried counseling, but I quit when my therapist said I was too nonchalant about the abuse I was subjected to. He wanted me to cry and feel, but that wasn’t me. If I was being honest, after I found out I hadn’t been fucking my actual father, I didn’t feel the need to cry about it anymore.

Still, after everything was said and done, my affliction remained.  My issue with sex was a double edge sword, a symptom of the trauma I experienced. It was also the only thing that took my mind off the trauma.  Sex became my therapy instead of my burden and it worked. When I was fucking and cumming, I couldn’t be suicidal and depressed, now could I?

My cell ringing brought me out of my thoughts. After I picked it up and checked to see who it was, I smiled when I saw my biological father’s face on the screen.

“Hey, Daddy,” I answered cheerfully, even though I felt anything but.

“Hey, baby girl. I was just calling to check up on you. I wanted to make sure you made it there safely. “

Like always, his words of affection nearly brought me to tears. I was a big-ass softy when it came to my daddy. I felt like he was the only reason I was still alive. After the fire, I learned Robert wasn’t my biological father and Ricardo Valdez was. That discovery, along with a few others, sent me into a tailspin.

I immediately searched for him. I needed to know who and where he was. After receiving help from a friend, I found him living in Brooklyn, New York.  He was married with two other kids; one younger and one older than me. Both siblings were from the same woman he’d been married to for fifteen years when I was conceived.  Without knowing anything about him except his name and that he was married, I concluded that he must have known about me but decided to abandon me for his real family.

After I found him, I got belligerently drunk and wasn’t thinking straight. I called his home at three in the morning, and when he answered, I proceeded to curse him the fuck out. I told him everything that happened to me since my mother had died and blamed him for it all, before passing out. I woke up two days later in the hospital with alcohol poisoning and a strange man sitting at my bedside. The moment my vision cleared enough to see him; I knew he was my father. We shared the same dark mahogany complexion, the same expressive whiskey-colored eyes, and my face was a carbon copy of his face only rounder and softer.

Tears came to both of our eyes. I didn’t even know I could cry anymore. I had become use to hiding my emotions. Robert had enjoyed making me cry, so I was like, fuck him,  I stopped crying.

With the help of my father, my siblings and even his wife—who had been surprisingly welcoming to me— I’d gotten better. The only point of contention between my father and I in ten years was the fact that he still wouldn’t tell me about his relationship with my mother. Eventually I stopped asking because I saw the pain in his eyes every time I talked about her, especially after I told him about what Robert did to her.

“So, you’ve made it back. Now what, daughter?” he asked.

It sounded like a simple question, but I knew Daddy was worried that my return to Florida would send me back to the mental hospital. I tried to assure him it wouldn’t. I was going to do whatever it took not to lose my mind.

“I’m going to see Mrs. D to make sure she’s alright, sign the papers to sell Robert’s land, and then I’m coming home,” I reassured, more to myself than him. “I’ll be here a week or two, tops.”

“Hmm,” he hummed. His deep baritone made it sound like he was singing, “And what about that boy Lennox?”

My heart sped up at the mention of his name. I was about to see Lennox for the first time in ten years, and I didn’t know how to feel about that or how I was going to react. If my PTSD acted up only the Lord knew what I would do. His rejection still hurt.

Sighing, I tugged at one of my locs. Then pressed my thick thighs tightly together, hoping the pain coupled with the friction against my clit would calm me down enough, so I that I wouldn’t have a full-blown panic attack my first day back.

“I don’t know, Daddy.”

“Well, you’ve been talking about this young man and how he saved you since you woke up in the hospital. Maybe talking to him will finally give you some closure and help you with your health issues. Do you want to be with him?”

I’d told Daddy everything about Lennox. Well, everything except the part about him being the reason Robert was dead. I kept that to myself and would carry that to my grave. For all intents and purposes, Robert died in an accidental house fire. We lived in Robert’s momma’s old house and there were all kinds of things wrong with it, so it was believable.

“I don’t know if speaking to him is going to solve anything, but I’ll try.”

I didn’t know the answer to his second question either. There was a part of me that still held out hope for a happily-ever-after and Lennox was the only person I could imagine that with after what he’d done for me. Well, there was another man I could see myself being happy with, but that was a whole other story.

Daddy continued talking, but I no longer heard him. My attention shifted to the cop car following me. Groaning, I cursed when the lights flashed, and sirens rang out.  Out of my rearview I saw the cop gesture with his hand for me to pull over.

“Are you being stopped by the police, Raven? Were you speeding again?”

Daddy’s voice sounded off in my ear and startled me. I had momentarily forgot he was on the phone.

“Yes, Daddy,” I answered him absentmindedly.  “Let me call you back.”  He was still talking when I hung up.

Sucking my teeth, I pulled over. I was still outside of town so there was nothing for miles, just swampland and that made me nervous. I tried not to fidget as I watched in my side mirror.  The officer stepped out of his car and approached mine. He tapped at my window. I hesitated to roll it down but did eventually.

“Good evening ma’am,” he drawled, his voice thick like honey. His southern accent caused my heart rate to spike. I shifted in my seat to get a better look at him. Damn.

“Did you know the speed limit is fifty and you were going twenty-five?” I kissed my teeth because he was lying but didn’t argue. “Do you need my license and registration or my insurance?” I tried to hurry him along. My nerves were on edge because he had this weird lopsided grin on his face.

“No ma’am. I need you to turn off the vehicle and step out of the car, slowly.”

“Why? Shouldn’t you just be writing me a ticket?”

“Once you step out of the car, I’ll explain everything, ma’am.”

“Fine.”

Reluctantly, I unbuckled my seatbelt and opened the door. It was so hot the mini skirt and thin t-shirt I wore felt like I had on jeans and a sweater.

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” he warned.

Before I could right myself the officer was grabbing my elbow and aggressively leading me to the front of the car.

“I need to search you for weapons.”

“Weapons?” I gawked at him like he was crazy. Throwing my hands up, I spun so he could get a good look at what I was wearing. “Where in the fuck on my person would I hide them, officer?”

Quickly and efficiently his brown eyes trailed from my toes up to my breasts.  I noticed his already deep voice had lowered an octave when he bit his bottom lip then said, “No need to get loud, ma’am, just spread your legs and place your hands on the hood of the car. The quicker you cooperate the quicker you can be on your way.”

His authoritative tone was back.  The way his voice boomed made my nipples pebble. I’d always had a thing for bullies and aggressive men. Unfortunately, those were the ones with the best dick.

When I was in position, with booted feet he kicked my legs further apart. Heat spread from between my thighs upward, settling in the pit of my belly. Frustrated, I bit my tongue to keep my emotions and words in check while he searched me thoroughly.

Starting at my ankles he made his way up my legs. He unnecessarily took his time touching me everywhere. His callused hands caused goosebumps to break out on my skin. My insides were going crazy, but I was somehow able to remain stock still until his fingers slipped under my skirt and tugged at my lace panties.

I spun on him. “What the fuck are you doing? “

A smile played at his lips. “I’m about to fuck you. Reassume the position, Raven, or I’m going to have to lock you up. In my home preferably.”

Rolling my eyes, I threw my head back and laughed. My longtime friend, Officer Erick Banner, who was six-three, broad-shouldered, had a football player’s build,  skin the color of graham crackers and eyes so dark they looked Black, did the same.

“How long have you been sitting out at the marker waiting for me to drive by so you could roleplay?”

“About two hours. You’re late”. He reached for me and pulled me into a hug. He held me while he ran his calloused thumb against the smooth skin at the nape of my neck. It had been two months since I’d last seen him and I had missed him more than he’d ever know because I didn’t plan on telling him. He’d read too much into it.

“You smell so good,” I whispered into his chest.

He always did, crisp and clean like salvation.

“You say that every time you see me.”

“You smell good every time I see you,” I countered.

He smiled down at me.  Fuck.  My pussy got gushy wet at the sight of it.

I don’t remember what he said after that. But I ended up with my back pressed against the warm hood of his car, with my legs  pointed toward the heavens as he did a good job of catching all the cum I gave him. I was so wet I could feel juices sliding down my ass cheeks.

I moaned as I fucked his face in a frenzied effort to reach my climax. I needed to cum. I was close to nirvana. Fireworks exploded behind my tightly closed eyelids. EB sped up, working his tongue more vigorously.

“Cum in my mouth,” he mumbled in between licks.

I planned to. To Help me along, he thrust three fingers inside of me, curved them and manipulated my spot.

My thighs tightened around his head.  Without missing a beat, he shoved them back open, so I didn’t suffocate him. I came and I came hard, flooding his mouth. Before my body stopped spasming from the first orgasm he ascended and filled me with ten inches of hard dick. He fucked me until I begged him to stop. His radio sounding off in his squad car was the only thing that made him finish. If not for that, I knew he would have left me with a sore pussy because he’d done it before. He knew I like to be fucked until I couldn’t think.

After a few more ragged strokes, he came, pushing deep. “Fuck, Raven. Welcome back.” He groaned then leaned over me to shove his tongue into my mouth. I sucked it until he pulled away.

After he pulled out of me, he righted himself. “I have to go.”

I was too relaxed to respond with words; all my  earlier tension had ebbed away and I wasn't so nervous bout being bsck anymore. I watched him turn away, heard his zipper go up as he made his way to the driver’s side of his cruiser.

I had barely removed myself from the hood of his car and onto the damp ground before he backed out of the wooded area he’d trapped me in. He didn't say bye, blow the horn, nothing. Just left me there. I couldn’t even be mad. EB and I had a complicated relationship. He was upset with me for returning. Then there was the whole accusation of me using him. I admit I did at times, because he let me.  I knew it was because he wanted something more. More than I could give him. I was too fucked up. If we got together like he wanted, he’d end up resenting me because I didn’t know how to be normal, he wanted normal.  Sometimes I wished I could let him go, make him walk away. But I was too selfish.

Pushing myself up from the ground where I’d landed, I fixed my skirt, shoved my panties in my bra, ran my hand through my waist-length dreads, then shook my head to dislodge anything that may have clung to them. As I walked back to my car, I couldn’t help but wonder how my relationship with EB would play out now that I was back. I owed him almost as much as I owed Lennox. 

His parents had been my mother’s and Roberts’ best friends. They had known secrets that could have saved me from a fucked-up childhood, but they kept them to themselves. After Robert died in the fire, EB overheard them talking about lies I’d been told. He told me everything. Then he went a step further and used the resources his father had access to, as the newly appointed town sheriff, to find out all the pertinent information I would need. He was the one who gave me my birth certificate and my father's phone number.

When I was better, he was the second person I’d contacted from home. Unlike Lennox, he answered the phone.  That first call led to ten years of a tumultuous back and forth between us even after he married his childhood crush, who also happened to be one of my childhood tormentors. He remained in my corner, and like my father, he didn’t want me to return.

EB knew there was a possibility of Lennox and me working out our troubles. I still cared for Lennox in my own twisted way, even after he spent years ignoring me. Though I didn’t want to hurt EB and the thought of losing him hurt me, I knew if it came down to choosing between him and Lennox, he would lose. I owed Lennox my life. I had to choose him.

Just as I made it into the driver’s seat of my car my text notification went off on my cell. I picked it up from the center and read the text.

Hurry your ass up, Girl.

I chuckled to myself.


She’s back- Lennox

“Mrs. D, you better not tell Nox I got you this burger, you know—”

The sound of that voice made my heart beat too fast to be healthy.

I snapped my head in the direction of it and came face to face with Raven. She stood outside the threshold of my mother’s hospital room door. Immediately I’d became transfixed by her eyes; those fucking eyes. I dropped my gaze. I always felt too open anytime she  really looked at me. I swore that she could see right through me— into my soul and I hated that shit. Hated that she could so easily read me, and I couldn’t do the same to her. Even as a child she was guarded, but by the time she was a teen she had constructed impenetrable mile-high walls. I had to pry everything from her. And nothing had changed. Her eyes gave nothing away.

While she gaped at me, I took her all in. She looked the same, but different. Thicker than the last time I’d seen her.  At sixteen, Raven was five-ten, one-hundred eighty pounds. She’d always been curvy but now things-- the right things, her breasts and hips, were bigger. I didn’t even need her to turn around to know her ass had gotten fatter. Her stomach was slightly curved.  A halo of loc-ed hair surrounded her pretty round face. Her chocolate skin glowed. I hated that she was more beautiful now than before. She looked like she’d been happy, without me. 

Gripping the bedrails of my momma’s hospital bed hid the fact that my hands were shaking.

I’d imagined over the years what it would be like to see her again. What I would say wouldn’t be nice. I knew exactly how to hurt her and make her regret leaving me. She’d given me the ammunition and I planned to use it to teach her a lesson for leaving me.

“Lennox.” 

She breathed my name and blood rushed into my ears, drowning out whatever she said after that.

The effect she was having on me made me angry. Shake that shit off. I chastised myself.

“You’re back?” were the only words I could manage to speak though.

She nodded and smiled. “I’m back.”

I scowled back. “Why? Why would you come back here? You need to leave.”

I spat my words with so much venom in them I could taste the poison on my tongue.  Her smile faded. Silently, with her head down, she walked far enough into the room to drop the bag she’d been holding on the foot of mommas’ bed, then she turned and rushed from the room. I was glad she was gone even though I immediately felt the absence. Turning my attention away from the door and to my mother, kept me from giving into the urge to run after her.

Why the fuck had she come back?

Momma scowled at me. “Why did you do that, stupid boy?” She shoved at my arm.

“You know how I feel about her. Why would you invite her here?”

She didn’t even have to tell me she was the reason for her return; I knew. My momma had practically raised her after her momma committed suicide and she was the only person Raven loved more than herself. The only person she would come back for.

“I sent for her to stop you before you make a mistake marrying Jasmine. Raven is better for you. She got money. That daddy of hers is a big shot up there in New York. She told me he gave her a trust fund and everything. You need a woman who can help you. Not one who spends every penny you make like that high yella bitch.”

Momma had a lot of nerve. She was the same shade as Jasmine and just as greedy when it came to money.

“Momma, I don’t need her money. I have my own.”

She swatted at me. “Lie to me again, boy. I know that damn store is doing bad and your mortgage is behind on that big ass house you built to please that gold digger. You better put aside your pride and stop acting so bitter and stubborn and get your woman. I can’t help you now with me being sick and dying.” She shook her head. “Maybe she can talk some sense into you. “

“Cut it out, Momma. You aren’t dying and Jasmine is about to be my wife. You’re going to have to reconcile that shit in your head.”

“First of all, boy.” She jabbed her finger in my direction. “Watch your fucking mouth and your tone. Secondly, now that Raven’s home...” Momma’s head nodded towards the door.  “I doubt that’ll be happening.”

Raven was back. I turned to see she was again occupying the space she’d vacated. This time she was holding a two-liter bottle of soda. I wondered if she’d heard anything my mom had said. If she had, she didn’t look too affected by it.

Our eyes clashed.

She smirked.  “You didn’t think you would get rid of me so easily, did you?”

In the back of my mind I knew I hadn’t. Leaving and staying away would have been too much like right for Raven. She liked causing havoc before running away.

“Let me talk to you alone for a minute,” I gritted between clenched teeth.

Immediately my momma came to her defense. “Leave her alone, Lennox. She just got here and don’t need you barking at her right off. “

Ignoring Momma, I stopped Raven as she made her way into the room, spun her and started leading her back towards the door. She snatched away then stepped out of my reach. She then laughed in my face before pivoting to leave me standing in the middle of the room, pissed off. She made her way to my mother’s bedside and sat in the chair I vacated earlier.

“No! You’re not about to embarrass me in front of all these people in this hospital. Plus, I came to see your momma, not you.”  She waved me off.  “Save all that unnecessary pent up anger for later. Our time will come.”

Later? Ten years had passed already, how much longer did she expect me to wait before explaining herself? She owed me an apology.

My momma laughed. “The expression on your face. That’s so familiar. She’s been leaving you with the look of shock and awe since you were a child.”

I shook my head in frustration then scrubbed my hand down my face. My gaze wandered from my Momma over to Raven. “You know what?”

They waited for me to speak, but I didn’t even know how to articulate what I wanted to say or how I was feeling. Everything felt surreal. I was never supposed to be in the same room with her again.

I wanted to tell her to leave, but I knew she wouldn’t, and I would only piss Momma off further by trying to make her go.  After having a minor stroke, Momma didn’t need the stress. I decided to be petty since they wanted to be funny. I stomped over and snatched the two-liter from Raven’s hand, then grabbed the bag of food and rushed out of the room. If I had to be pissed off, so did she. Laughter followed me out of the room.


Later that night- Lennox

Squeezing my eyes shut and clenching my jaw, I gripped Jasmine’s waist and tried to concentrate on the feel of her pussy wrapped around my dick as she rode me. Her not Raven. It irked me that while Jasmine was on top of me, trying to please me-- all I could do was compare her to Raven. But I couldn't help it. I remembered how tight Raven’s pussy used to be. Her body was fuller and softer. My dick throbbed at the memory.  She would cum so prettily for me, clinging to me.  Just thinking of her had my dick growing harder inside of Jasmine, painfully so.  I wanted to cum so bad but couldn't. I needed more. Grabbing Jasmine’s hair, I yanked her head back, ran my tongue up the column of her neck, and got lost in my memories of the past.

It was easy to forget where I was and who I was with. Stroking up, I dug deeper.

“Too deep, be gentle, baby,” Jasmine whined, snapping me back into the moment. 

She pushed up on her knees to give herself reprieve, leaving half of my dick exposed, and gave me a look of disapproval. She shook my hand from her hair. She hated when I touched her hair. I scowled.

Gritting my teeth in frustration, I resisted the urge to take over, to slam her down on my dick, make her take it. I wanted to fuck, not make love, but Jasmine could never take all of me. She could never satisfy me like I needed her to. Not when we were fourteen. Not at twenty-seven. Not like Raven.

Fuck it. I gave up on chasing my nut and let her chase hers. Let her ride me at her own pace. It grated my nerves, the achingly slow whine of her hips, but I didn’t take over. She deserved my patience. She was the one who had been there for me over the years; the one who had saved me when that bitch Raven had left.

Robotically I participated, did what I knew she liked. Flicked my tongue over her nipples, pulled her close, whispered my love for her against her ear. Little lies. A short while later she was cumming, too caught up in her own pleasure to notice I hadn’t. As soon as she caught her breath, I lifted her, separating us and lay her on the sofa. She curled up while I made my way to the bathroom and pulled off the empty condom, flushed it then got in the shower.

Fuck Raven.

I pressed my head against the cool tile and let the water beat down on me. Let it soothe some of my weariness as I tried not to feed into the anger boiling inside me. Raven being back was fucking with my mental—more than I needed it to.  Why hadn’t she stayed away? I had become content with the idea of never seeing her again. Her being back was making me feel quilty and defensive. But still, even then...with her on my mind my dick continued to throb. I needed relief or my head would explode. Fisting it, I closed my eyes and remembered the last time I’d been with her. It had been ten years, but the images were still vivid. She’d fucked me like she was never going to see me again. Clung to me, swore she loved me and only me. Her pussy had been mine back then, was still mine as far as I was concerned. I just needed to teach her a lesson. Tightening my grip, I stroked faster. I whispered her name and cursed it in the same breath as I came.

Still angry, even after my release, I got out and made my way back into the bedroom naked and wet. Jasmine had moved from the sofa we’d been fucking on into the bed. I slid under the covers.

Jasmine folded her arms and cocked her head in my direction. She searched my eyes for answers, before even asking me a question. Good thing she couldn’t read me like Raven could.

“What’s wrong? You seem a bit off.”

I averted my gaze. “I’m good. it’s just been a long day.” I turned and clicked off the nightstand light to avoid lying to her face.

“You should get some rest,” she murmured. 

I kissed her forehead, then situated myself so she was cocooned in my arms the way she liked. I pulled the covers further over us. Massaging her lower back, I tried to soothe her to sleep. Too bad it didn’t work.

“I heard Raven’s back,” she threw out groggily.

My whole body tensed. I didn’t want to talk about Raven, least of all to her.

“I know. I saw her,” I replied, forcing myself to relax.

“You’ve seen her?”  She shifted to look up at me.

I pulled away, threw my arm behind my head and swallowed my annoyance. These were question she had the right to ask, but it didn’t mean I wanted to answer them.

“Yeah, I’ve seen her. She was at the hospital with my mom when I left.”

Sucking her teeth, she responded. “Is that so?"

Here we go.

“Yes. That is so.”

Deciding to preemptively strike, I asked her, “Is Raven being here going to cause problems between us?”

“You tell me,” she responded.

I could tell she had already caught an attitude by her icy tone.

“No.” It was a lie.  Raven being back had me reconsidering everything I’d committed to. She reminded me of the old days and what I’d had and lost. I simultaneously wanted her back and wanted her gone. “I haven’t talked to her in ten years. Why would it?”

“You were pretty broken up when she left.”

“I was seventeen when she left,” I snapped. “I’m a grown-ass man now.”

“Calm down, baby.” Jasmine ran her soft hand across my chest. “All I’m saying is y’all were closer than any two people I know. Then poof she was gone, and you haven’t spoken of her since. There was no closure. You can’t blame me for being worried.”

Fuck closure. Absence had been better.

“All that is true, but it has nothing to do with the present. All you’re doing is creating an issue where there isn’t one.”

I felt her body temperature spike at the accusation. She was pissed, but knowing Jasmine, she wouldn’t express it in words. She was more likely to cry. She always cried or whined when things didn’t go her way. I hated that about her.

Like clockwork, she started sniffling beside me. Balling my fist, I forced myself to let go of some of my anger. I shouldn’t have taken my frustration out on her.

“What do you want me to say, Jas? She left. I got over it. I love you and only you now.”

I told another pretty  lie. The truth of the matter was, Raven leaving had been devastating. It felt like my life had imploded after she was gone. I hadn’t gotten over her betrayal, but I still loved her. She had promised me she would always be mine. And I expected her to keep that promise now that she was back. It wasn’t like Jasmine was going anywhere either way. She needed me.

Where in the fuck had she been all this time?  What had she been doing? I had forbidden my mother from talking about her, so I had no idea. Her letters crossed my mind. After I blocked her on social media, email and my phone, she resorted to sending me monthly handwritten letters. I still had them, the ones I hadn’t thrown in the trash. The temptation to read them was greater now than ever, but I shook the emotion away. I wasn’t reading no bullshit letter where she tried to explain away why she left.

“It’s me and you now.”

Just like that Jasmine’s crocodile tears cleared up. She smiled and relaxed into me.

“I’m sorry I brought it up, Lennox, but you know how I get. I need reassuring every now and then. You know how my last marriage turned out. I’m not trying to be hurt again.” She was stupid for bringing up her ex, knowing I didn't like his ass, but I let it go.

“I should be the one apologizing. I’m just stressed. Shit with my mom got me overreacting.”

“Oh yeah, how is she?”

Jasmine asking about my mother low-key pissed me off. She only cared because of Raven.  I had been home for hours and she’s hadn’t said a word. But, then again, I couldn’t really blame her for her indifference. Moms had never hidden her contempt for Jasmine. She thought she was an opportunist. Which made no sense, since Jasmine was the one who’d helped me financially when I had nothing after college.

“She’s good,” I managed to grit out without snapping at her.

“That’s cool,” she replied.

I had another flash of anger at her blasé response but kept it to myself. I was glad she stopped talking after that. I waited until I knew she was fully asleep before sliding out of bed and throwing on a t-shirt and gym shorts. I knew Raven was at my mother’s house. She had told me she’d invited Raven to stay there. I knew it wasn’t out of the kindness of her heart. My mom wanted Raven and I back together. I told myself I was going to avoid going there at all costs, but now I had no choice. I wouldn’t get any sleep until I spoke to her.


Monsters- Raven

I knew he was in the room before I opened my eyes. I could smell him. His natural masculine scent blanketed the air. No man smelled like Lennox Grey.

His voice broke through the darkness. “You still having nightmares?”

“Sometimes... when I’m stressed,” I answered, leaving out the fact that they weren’t really nightmares. Just me, trapped in darkness searching for light.

I preferred the darkness to the actual nightmares or even dreams, though, since my past haunted those.

He chuckled. “What’s got you stressed, Raven? You ain’t got shit to worry about. I killed your demons.”

Fingers of anxiety and aggravation creeped up my spine.  Why did he have to go there? It wasn’t that I was ungrateful for what he’d done, but I’d heard about it enough in the months that followed Robert’s death to last me a lifetime. Back then he’d brought it up every chance he got. I guess much hadn’t changed. I rolled my eyes in the dark.

“No, you killed my monster. The demons follow me and always will.  Trauma isn’t something you get over. It doesn’t go away.”

In need of light, I switched on the nightstand lamp. The room illuminated, burning my tired eyes. I hadn’t slept more than two hours a night in weeks since I decided to come back to this place and I was starting to feel its effects. I could barely think straight most days. Couple that with my anxiety and I was a big ball of nerves.

I rolled over and found him slumped over a chair tucked away in the corner, eyes glued to me.

While he watched me, I took my time to look at him. He was huge, maybe three or four inches taller than when I’d left and about fifty pounds were added to what was an already large frame. The extra weight made him bulky when before he’d been a long and lean basketball player. Now he looked like he could easily occupy a spot in the NFL as a lineman. His dark skin was still clear and unblemished except for the intricate sleeve of tribal tats that ran up his right arm. A neat beard and mustache framed his round handsome baby face. 

He continued to stare at me in judgmental, 'you’re beneath me' way that use to make feel like I hated him.

That along with the silence ramped up my anxiety. Not knowing what he was thinking or why he’d come was killing me. I had to say something.

“What are you doing here?”

Before he righted himself in the chair, he ran his hand over his soft wavy hair and licked his full lips. Memories of how those lips felt when he would get lost between my thighs nearly made me whimper.

“You had to know I was coming after you showed up in my momma’s room like everything was all good, like your ass didn’t run away from me ten years ago.”

“I didn’t run from you Lennox. I ran from everything else. All you had to do was read the—”.

“Shut up, Raven. Fuck them letters. My momma already got on my nerves about them earlier.  I’ll tell you like I told her, if you wanted to tell me anything you should have brought your monkey-ass back here and told me to my face.” 

He was furious, all the tell-tale signs were present; malice in his voice, the muscle in his cheek twitching, the thick vein in his neck tick- ticking away made me decide to leave the subject of the letters alone. I hadn’t come back to argue with him.

“Ok, so what do you want to talk about at three in the morning? You obviously have something to get off your chest.”

I leaned forward while waiting for him to answer. He scrubbed his hands down his face.  When he finally raised his head, his expression was twisted like he was fighting himself mentally, but he said nothing. He just gazed at me with blank eyes for a mutinous second. My heart pounded against my ribcage. I was terrified to hear what would come out of his mouth.

When he finally pulled his gaze away from mine the energy in the room shifted to hostile. I felt it.  I thought he’d leave or lash out. I was practically ready to jump out of my skin, waiting for him to react.

“Come here, Raven.”

The forced calm in his voice motivated me to do as he asked without hesitation or question. I didn’t want to test his patience. I didn’t fear Lennox physically abusing me, but he had a way with words that would make me prefer a punch.

Swinging my legs over the side of the bed I stood then took my time making my way across the room to him. The thickness of the plush carpet muffled each heavy footstep I took. I didn’t have a stitch of clothing on and I could tell he appreciated that fact by the way his light brown eyes darkened. The lust in them was motivation enough to keep walking when intuition was telling me to run from the room. The anticipation of what would happen next had my nerves going haywire.

When I was within reaching distance, he grabbed me by the waist and snatched me to him. Burying his head in my middle, he inhaled, breathing me in. He then placed feathery kisses against my fleshy belly. My pussy creamed; some of my anxiety ebbed.

“You should have stayed away.” His nails dug into the meaty part of my ass as he twirled his tongue in my navel. 

“Yes. I should have,” I agreed. “But I didn’t, so what's next?” 

Ignoring my question, he stood, lifting me off my feet. He carried me to the bed, unceremoniously dropped me, then situated me so my ass was on the edge. Next, he dropped his shorts then slammed into me. Luckily, I was already dripping wet or I was sure he would have ripped something.

He fucked me hard with ruthless strokes.  The slap of skin against skin reverberated off the walls.  I closed my eyes and tried to get lost in the feeling of sex like I usually did. But the anger radiating from him stopped me from enjoying it. I could barely breathe. It was suffocating. 

“You shouldn’t have come back. But I missed your pussy. I missed you.” He confessed then came inside of me, leaving me frustrated.

The fact that I’d just been hate-fucked was obvious, but I was okay with that. Whatever he needed; he’d saved me. Lennox pulled his wet dick out of me. Leaned in and shoved his tongue in my mouth. It was a quick, nasty kiss. I could smell pussy in his beard, obviously not mine, but I participated feeling too obligated to say no. Besides, I’d done nastier things. I’d get over it. I’d let him vent; it was the least I could do. When he pulled away, neither of us spoke.

I allowed him to guide me to the left side of the bed. He slipped behind me after he had me situated like he wanted. Quietly, we lay there.

The whole time I was thinking, that’s it? No knock down drag-out fight? No screaming and crying? Just an angry fuck? 

Ten years of building animosity wouldn’t be dealt with like that.  I predicted there would be drama in my future, but I wouldn’t stress myself dwelling on it. Eventually it would come to head. Draping his arm around my waist Lennox pulled me into him.  I felt nothing. No tingly sensation in the pit of my stomach. No peace like I thought I would. Why in the hell had I come back here? The events of night made me feel tired. I closed my eyes and drifted into a dreamless sleep.

When I woke up the next morning, Lennox was gone.


This is awkward- Raven

I was sitting in Lennox’s mom’s room waiting for her to return from x-rays when Jasmine showed up. She looked the same as the last time I’d seen her; tall, thin and light skinned, except now she had a pair of store brought titties that were way too big for her small frame sitting on her chest. She also sported a long thirty-inch lace front instead of the long sewn in weaves she’d worn before I’d left.  I hated her but would never give her the satisfaction of knowing.

“Mrs. D isn’t here. She won’t be back for about twenty minutes,” I informed her with a fake smile plastered on my face.

“It’s ok,” she said before she went through the unnecessary process of introducing herself to me.

She knew damn well I knew who she was.

“I remember you, Jasmine.”

I always would. The two, three-inch scars on my inner thighs were there because of her. In an attempt to separate Lennox and I, she went to Robert and told him she’d seen me sneaking out of my bedroom window to meet him. Robert swore to her that he wouldn’t tell me it was her who’d told him. She believed him, not knowing Robert was a manipulative piece of shit.

He wanted me to alienate myself from my peers. There was less chance of anyone finding out what he was doing to me.  He told me in detail how she’d come to him.  Then he beat, raped, and branded me.

That was why it was easy for me to continue fucking EB even after he’d married Jasmine. Petty, I knew, but in the back of my mind, I thought I would be hurting her. If I counted ruining her marriage, it did. EB had told me he was in love with me and gave me an ultimatum: choose him or he was gone. I didn’t choose him. I couldn’t, not if there was a possibility for me and Lennox. I told him that.

However, he didn’t leave me alone. He made more trips up to NY trying to persuade me to change my mind. I guess one too many nights away from home ruined his marriage. He didn’t seem too broken up about it, though. But as they say, God don’t like ugly so of course she ended up with Lennox after the divorce.

I watched her flitting around the room, reorganizing and touching Mrs. D’s stuff, which I knew would piss Mrs. D off once she found out. For reasons unknown, she hated Jasmine.

“So,” she finally said after she rearranged and touched everything she could. “Are you back for good?” She glanced over her shoulder at me.

There was a coldness in her gaze when we made eye contact. I wasn’t surprised to see it there. I knew she’d never liked me. I never cared.

“No.” I laughed because she was funny. She could have asked that as soon as she came in. “Just a short visit.”

Her shoulder visibly relaxed. Finally, she fully turned to face me. I guess she called herself staking her claim with her next words. “You know Lennox and I are getting married soon.”

I held back a grimace. Lennox mother had already informed me. “Yes, congratulations. I wish y’all the best.”

She couldn’t hide her surprise at my words. I wondered what she had expected me to do? Jump over the bed and fight her for him. He was obviously hers. Three days had passed, and I hadn’t seen or heard from him. And it probably was for the best. I’d be leaving in eight days no matter what happened. At least I could say I tried to fix things with him. But I wasn’t that pressed.

We remained in awkward silence for five minutes until Mrs. D returned. The nurse wheeled her in. She looked tired but had enough energy to roll her hazel eyes in my direction when she saw Jasmine sitting in the corner of her room reading from a Kindle.

Jasmine waited until the nurse situated Mrs. D in the bed to speak. “Hello, Mrs. Delores.”

The fake excitement in her voice was obvious. Mrs. D acted a whole fool when Jasmine made her way over to the bed for a hug. She limply hugged her with her face scrunched up like she smelled something bad. The nurse chuckled and left. I shook my head, ready to follow right behind her.

Jasmine spent the next twenty minutes talking about her engagement party along with a welcome home party for Mrs. D she was preparing. Lennox walked in just as she was insisting that I come.

He didn’t look happy about it. With his full lips pressed in a thin line he spoke to  her, but was looking at me “What are you doing here?”

She narrowed her eyes at him, then cut her eyes at me.

I looked away.  No sir, don’t involve me.

” I can’t visit your mama now?”

“You never did before,” Mrs. D chimed in. She was so messy, and I loved her for that.

Jasmine faced her, opened her mouth to say something and must have thought better of it because she snapped it shut.

“Can I talk to you for a second? Outside.” Lennox barked.

He was already heading out of the room before the question was fully out of his mouth. Looking embarrassed, she followed.

Mrs. D laughed. “That was awkward.”

She had no idea how awkward. I’d just fucked Jasmine’s fiancé and she was inviting me to her engagement party? I definitely wasn’t going.

I needed a drink. Drinks made me think about Erick. Fucking Erick. Laying up under Erick.

He took over my thoughts until Mrs. D asked, “You’re coming to the party, though, aren’t you Raven?”

I sighed, “Yes, Mrs. D.”

I agreed so I wouldn’t have to listen to her try to convince me. I’d just make an excuse the night of. I knew she wanted me to break up Jasmine and Lennox, but the motivation wasn’t there. Blame it on my ego or pride, but I wasn’t about to go out of my way to make Lennox want me. If Jasmine made him happy, I was happy for him.

Feeling overwhelmed and anxious I needed to remove myself from the whole situation before I spazzed out.

“But right now, I have to go,” I said.

I wanted to leave before either Jasmine or Lennox came back. Mrs. D protested, but I cut her off before she could try and talk me into staying. I got up then hugged her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. I exited the room and went in the opposite direction of Lennox and Jasmine.  I felt him watching me, though, as I made my way to the exit. When I turned the corner, unable to help myself, I looked back and our eyes connected. There was so much malice swimming in his, it made me shiver.


The truth about EB-Erick

I heard a car in the driveway and immediately knew who it was. I met Raven at the front door. I knew she’d pop up eventually. She always ran to me. I was her soft place to land and I always made her my top priority. Everybody important in our lives knew that and understood the implications, except Raven. 

“I need a drink,” she said.

I grabbed the grocery bags she was holding and let her in. She had never been to my home. For ten years I was always venturing to New York to see her. My first instinct was to offer her a tour of the place, but I knew that would be too much for her. Instead I’d let her set the pace.

“What happened?” I asked.

Something had to have happened if she was in the mood to drink her feelings away. Raven didn’t drink often. She made fucked up decisions when she did, and she knew it. The last time she went on a binge her Pops had called me hysterical, claiming she was missing. My world stopped. The thought of her being in danger made my heart physically hurt. I got on a plane from Tampa to Brooklyn without even telling anybody I was leaving.  Imagine how hot I was when I found her three days later. She was high and laid up with some random man she’d met at the club while she was drunk.  I lost my fucking mind. It took everything in me not to choke her ass just a lil’ bit after I beat his.

However, making her stop drinking wasn’t an option. She was going to do whatever she wanted, regardless of what anybody said. Compromise was key with Raven because of the childhood she had. She hated not being in control or being told what to do. So we made a pact. If she wanted to drink it was to only be with me or her family.

“I don’t even want to talk about it, Erick.” Sitting down, she watched me with tired eyes as I closed the door and poured her a drink.

“Where have you been all day?”

Her answer would key me in on why her mood was fucked up.

“With Mrs. D at the hospital. Your wife was there, too.”

“My ex-wife you mean, and what happened? Did she say something to you?”

She pursed her lips. “You don’t even want to know and not exactly.”

She knocked back the bourbon, set the glass down and held her arms out. “Can I have a hug?”

Obliging, I set the bottle down and pulled her from the sofa. I hugged her, hard, lifting her from her feet.

“Why is my life so fucked up, Erick?” she asked, talking with her mouth pressed against my shirt.

I leaned down and kissed her forehead to soften the blow of the truth I was about to hit her with. “Your entire life isn’t fucked up, Raven. Some of it is and it’s because you crave conflict and if everything in your life is going good, you go search for it.”

I’d do damn near anything for Raven but lie to her. Most of her problems in the past ten years had been of her own creation.

She pulled away and flopped back down onto the sofa. “Here you go.” she attempted to scowl up at me. She couldn't quite pull it off, her face was too pretty.

I smirked and shook my head. “One of these days you’ll stop asking me questions you don’t actually want the answer to.”

She cut her eyes at me before gritting out, “One of these days you’ll give me more than one of your cryptic-ass answers.”

“What was cryptic about it, big head? You have a good life. Your family and the girls at the center love you. You go to work every day and save lives, but that isn’t enough. You came back to a place where all your problems began in hopes of getting the man who’s been ignoring you for ten years to fix what’s broken in you.”

“I came back for Mrs. D. Fuck Lennox. If my return is about Lennox, why didn’t I come back earlier?”

“Because you didn’t have a legitimate excuse to. You were too proud to just come back.”

She side eyed me before getting up and grabbing the alcohol from my makeshift bar. She cut her eyes at me again before bringing the bottle up to her mouth and drinking directly from it.

“What’s in the bag, Raven?” I changed the subject, while grabbing the bottle from her hand.

I didn’t need her drunk. She was a mean lush.

“Hey,” she protested but didn’t reach for the bottle.

“You know you shouldn’t be drinking on an empty stomach and since you showed up with groceries, that means you’re craving something. That also means you haven’t eaten.”

She waved me off. “You think you know me.”

I smirked. “I do. Now what’s in the bag, Raven.”

She answered after a short beat. “Fish. Will you smoke some for me, please?” She pouted prettily.

“What did you eat today?” I wasn’t letting her off that easy.

She rolled her eyes before retaking her spot on the sofa. “Nothing.”

I laughed. “What do I get for cooking you this meal?”

She bit her bottom lip, then seductively trailed her tongue across it. My dick twitched. She was so fucking sexy to me.

“A thank you.”

“Okay, smart ass.”

As I set up the smoker the past took over my thoughts…

Raven had taken my virginity at sixteen. I’d been hooked ever since. It was ironic, in a fucked-up way, why it happened.  I’d always been infatuated with Jasmine. Jasmine was chasing Lennox. Lennox was all about Raven and nobody even noticed me.

I was so in love with Jasmine I thought the sun rose and set off her superficial-ass. Then I caught her and Lennox fucking in that tree house of his. I was so hurt. I just knew Jasmine was supposed to be mine and Lennox was interfering with that.

I went to Raven and told her what I saw thinking she’d make Lennox stop.

She’d laughed at me and said, “You wouldn’t continue hurting your own feelings running behind Jasmine if you got your dick wet. Take off your pants.” 

She was right. After my first time with I was gone, Jasmine no longer existed in my mind. Everything was all about Raven from that day forth. It wasn’t just sex. We became friends. Despite our parents knowing each other well, we’d never even really had a conversation before. I was the fat kid whose daddy was the police. Nobody wanted me around. Raven was the popular, smart girl whom everyone loved. She seemed untouchable and unapproachable to young me. It wasn’t until after we started spending time together that I got a glimpse of the sadness and anger inside that she tried her best to hide. I wanted to fix it for her.

That was how I knew something was wrong after Robert died. She was even more despondent than before and nobody but me seemed to notice, but she refused to talk to me about it. 

I lucked up one night and was able to help her when I found out the truth.  I walked in on a conversation my parents were having. They both knew Robert wasn’t Raven’s biological father and they both suspected Robert was abusing her. Finding out about the abuse was one thing. Finding out that my parents knew and had done nothing fucked up my relationship with them and it remained fucked up until they died. My father was an officer of the law and my mom was a teacher. It was their job to protect her, but they hadn’t. So, I did it.

I loved Raven more than she loved herself.

----




After dinner we were supposed to watch a movie but ended up doing everything but watching the movie. Raven had slid her hand under the waist band of my short.

“I’m not fucking you,” I told her in between kisses.

She stopped then pulled away. “Really, EB?”

“If you fucked him since you been back? Yes, Really”

She looked away guiltily.

“Then I’m not fucking you.”

“Fine!”  She climbed out of my lap and stood.

I grabbed her arm to stop her from walking away. “Where you going?”

“Back to Mrs. D’s house. We ain’t fucking, so I’m leaving.”

“I said I wasn’t fucking you.  I’ll watch you fuck yourself, though.”

Her eyes lit up. She thought she’d won, but the suggestion was my compromise, a way to get her to stay. Raven didn’t realize it, but I knew her better than she knew herself. I knew that every time we were together, and we didn’t fuck, I burrowed deeper inside of her than my dick could ever get. She hid behind the act of sex. Fucking was easier for her than having a deep conversation or even lying in bed beside me. She could be intimate without intimacy. She held on to her pain by pretending that when she spread her legs for me, she was giving me all of her.

Sometimes I thought she loved wallowing in her misery. It was easier than making an effort to be happy.

That was why she kept me at arm’s length. I made her happy, sometimes. Other times she was terrified of me. She knew I was in search of her center; the place hidden behind all the walls she’d built.  I wanted to know her deepest darkest secrets.  I wanted her to let me have access to the broken parts of her so I could glue them back together piece by piece if I had to. To put it simply, I wanted to snatch her fucking soul. I was getting closer. I had a feeling her visit home was our turning point. Lennox would be her undoing.

“Strip,” I demanded of her.

Always down for whatever when getting a nut was involved, Raven pulled her dress over her head. She had neither a bra nor panties on. After untying her locs from the top of her head where she had them pinned in a bun, she fixed them, so they draped over her double-D breasts the way I liked. Then she laid back on the sofa and spread her thick thighs giving me a bird’s eye view of her pretty pussy. I licked my lips. I could almost taste her on there.

She smiled wickedly. “Now what?”

“Now show me how you want me to do you.”

Once she began to finger fuck her pussy. Her eyes never left mine. Grabbing her left nipple, she squeezed and tugged at it, cooed my name. Then repeated the same action on her left breast. Raven had always liked a little pain with her pleasure. She was so fucking sexy, and her pussy was so sopping. I saw her juices sliding between the globes of her ass. I wanted to fuck her so bad my dick throbbed painfully. I had planned on just watching, but there was no way I couldn’t join her.

Slipping my hand into my shorts, I pulled my dick out, put it in a stranglehold, stroked it a few times then stopped. I was on the verge of cumming before she was close to finishing.

“Make that pussy cum, Raven.” 

She was hardheaded. Instead of fucking herself to orgasm like I told her, she slipped her finger from inside herself. A wicked smile spread across her lips.

“You wanna taste?” she asked, then she proceeded to lick her cum from her fingers. Tempting me.

I chuckled though wasn’t a damn thing funny. “Why play games now-- that you know I’m gonna make you pay for later.”

“Oh yeah. How you gonna make me pay?”

“You’ll see. Just remember to keep this same energy when that day comes, and I got you spread wide.”

"I'm not scared, Erick." She laughed and slid her hand back between her thick thighs and circled her clit with precision. Not even a minute later, she came flooding her fingers. My dick was brick hard. She watched me stroke it for a beat before pushing up onto her knees and crawling across the sofa. She leaned in hovering over me and nipped my chin with her teeth causing me to groan.

“Let me ride it, EB. You know you want to.”

She was right. I wanted her to, but not after she fucked him.

I managed to shake my head. “No,”

She nodded and gave me her version of an apology. “Don’t be mad at me Erick, I have issues.”

Then she proceeded to press gentle kisses and nips from my neck down to my chest. She knew exactly what would get me off. I was cumming before she made it to my dick.  Then she used her tongue to clean up the mess I’d made, before she returned to her spot on the opposite end of the sofa.

While I watched her, she watched me.  Her eyes said everything she refused to outright say. I knew she wanted to be with me. I needed her to say it, though I knew she wouldn’t.  Not while she was trying to figure out how to fit Lennox into her new life.

Finally, she looked away as I expected her to. She ended up staring at the spot above my head. I let her be.

It took me a minute to catch my breath but when I did, I got up. I pulled her up then led her to the shower.  I washed her entire body for her. She returned the favor.

After the shower, while drying off, she went into one of her spiels. “I’m not staying all night.”

That was her MO. Anytime she was feeling something, she’d pull away. I was used to it, so it didn’t bother me. I was in it for the long haul and so was she. She wasn’t ready to admit it, though, so I walked away without even acknowledging her comment.  I made my way to my bedroom naked and slid into bed.

Raven followed like I knew she would, then stood naked outside the master bedroom and scanned it from the door as if she was afraid to step over the threshold.

“It smells like you in here,” she said.

I laughed. “It’s my room.”

She kissed her teeth. “I think I should go.”

I rolled my eyes. “Raven.” I used the authoritative tone she loved for me to use when I was fucking her but hated for me to use when I wasn’t.

“What?” she snapped.

“Get into bed. It’s an order, not a suggestion”.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other as she chewed her bottom lip. “But what if Mrs. D—”

“Get into bed, Raven,” I interrupted. “I want to hold you.”

Her eyes darted nervously around the room again before she finally agreed. Then, like a petulant toddler she heavy footed her way to bed.

I laughed and tugged at one of her loc, knowing it would calm her down a bit. “You’re so overly-fucking-dramatic at times.”

“But I don’t like sleeping with other people,” she said.

“Lies.”

I couldn’t ’count how many times we'd played this game.  She slid under the covers. I pulled her to me. Her even breathing lulled me. I was damn near sleep when she spoke.

“Why are you so nice to me?” she asked.

“Because I love you.”

It was a simple truth I knew she would try to complicate, because Raven thrived on complicated.

She hummed, “I bet.”

“Look at me.”

“No,” she drawled

“Raven, look at me.” I waited until she faced me, then pressed my forehead to hers. “You need to stop waiting for me to switch up on you. I won’t. I love you even when you don’t love yourself. I might fall off for a minute when you hurt my feelings, I ain’t no savage, I got those, but I ain’t going nowhere.”

“If you love me so much, why aren’t you mad I fucked Lennox.”

It took every ounce of my willpower to keep my voice even when I answered her. I understood she was purposely trying to create conflict so she could run. I wasn’t going to participate in her fuckery.

“Am I mad you fucked him? Absolutely, but you’re going to do what you want to do regardless of what I say. I’ll be here to help when that blows up in your face though.”

“What that’s supposed to mean? Blow up in my face how?”

I heard the attitude creeping up in her voice. She had no reason to be mad, I did. Her pussy had been mine exclusively for so long, the thought of him touching her had me wanting to leave him stinking in a ditch somewhere. However, her fucking him was a necessary evil.

I shrugged. “You see what you want to see, when you want to see it, Raven. I predict this visit is going to be a real eye opener for you.”

Raven had always had a blind spot when it came to Lennox. Then after the fire she caught straight up amnesia where he was concerned. She started to talk about him like he was some type of fucking hero but would never go as far as telling me why. She’d just say, “I owe him my life.”

It was all so strange.  I couldn’t understand what he had done to make her forget how abusive and possessive he’d been toward her. He treated her like shit more often than not when we were growing up. He would berate her for everything; how she talked, how she dressed, her weight. I heard him once telling her that she didn’t fit his image and that she would have to change when he made it pro.

I had never liked his ass, but after that, I hated him. I wanted to put my foot to his throat, but she’d begged me not to. Even back then nobody who knew her could understand why she seemed so attached to him. Lennox and Jasmine were a better match. Both were selfish, self-absorbed and materialistic.

Raven had issues stemming from the abuse she received at Robert’s hands, but she was one of the most caring and giving people I knew—once you got past all the walls she’d built. Her siblings loved her. Her nieces and nephews thought she was a deity and the women and girls she worked with thought she was a real-life hero. Even her stepmother who would have every right—under the circumstances to keep her at arm’s length—loved her. Everybody saw the good in Raven, except Raven.

“What—”

“Ma’am. Don’t get chatty on me now. My shift starts at five.”

“I’m a ma’am now? You’re trying to say I look old?”

I sighed. She was being petty, and she knew it. “Go to sleep, Raven. I’m not fighting with you.”

“Whatever.”

I chuckled. “Drop the attitude. I’m not going to lie to you because you feel some type of way about the truth.”  I pulled her so she lay against my chest. “Go to sleep, Raven, and when I wake up you better be here.”

Not even five minutes later she was snoring lightly, and I couldn’t seem to quiet my thoughts, wondering what would happen next. .


Two days later-Raven

“Where have you been?”

When I walked into Mrs. D’s house after days of hiding out at Erick’s place. The last thing I expected to find was Lennox sitting in the dark.

“I stayed with a friend,” I said.

A gut-wrenching feeling warned me to turn and go back where I’d come from. Instead I closed the door. I felt like if Lennox an I had a real conversation,-- both of us could get closure. Then I would stop thinking about the what ifs.  I could go home and move on with my life without thoughts of him constantly making me feel guilty or sad or angry.

Making my way into the living room I stood right outside his reach trying to formulate what exactly I wanted to say to him.  He watched me, his leg bouncing angrily. He was shirtless only wearing a pair of basketball shorts and he didn’t look happy to see me.

“Who, Raven? What friend? You don’t have any fucking friends here anymore. You lost them when you left.”

Our eyes locked. The bitterness and rage in his turned them almost black

“Just a friend,” I muttered, scared to let Erick’s name slip from between my lips.

Lennox exploded. “Just say his fucking name, Raven!”

I didn’t even flinch though panic took me by the throat. His outburst reminded me of old times. Lennox had an explosive temper just like Robert’s. Before I could react, he had gotten up and we were chest to breast. His nostrils flared. The pace of my heart quickened.

“Say his fucking name, Raven. Say Erick. Tell me you broke yet another fucking promise you made to me.” His voice was so loud it made my ears ring.

I blanked out. Images, frayed memories of me locked in Lennox’s father shed, half naked, scared replaced all other thoughts. Lennox knew I hated the dark, was terrified of it.  I’d been staying with him and his parents right after Robert died. He tricked me into meeting him late at night, outside.

Then he locked me in there for hours. It was well after midnight, so it was pitch-black. It was so dark I couldn’t even see my hands in front of me. For hours I sat, refusing to cry, but losing my damn mind. He returned just before the sun rose, but still didn’t let me out right away, not until I promised to stop speaking to Erick, forever. Of course, I’d made a promise with no intention of keeping it. 

That was a week before I left home. That wasn't the first time Lennox had used something I’d told him to torment me. I wondered why my mind had twisted that memory. Before, when I thought being locked in the darkness that night, I’d attributed it to Robert, just one of the many sins he committed against me. Why had I forgotten it was Lennox?

Seething he repeated himself. He didn’t give me time to answer, even though I couldn’t answer him at all. I was frozen in place.

I heard his heavy footfalls as he walked away and, then again he made his way  back to me. Before I could get my brain to react, I was being lifted like I weighed nothing. Lennox carried me into my temporary bedroom and entered the bathroom. He dropped me into the tub full of icy water. It was so cold I was sure he’d drawn it hours early, like he’d been waiting for me. He ripped my wet dress over my head. The past and the present mixed. It was like Robert was alive, in the room, helping Lennox torture and berate me.

“You fucking smell like him,” Lennox snapped bitterly.

You’re such a fucking whore, like your mother.

“You spread your fucking legs for him.”

I told you I’d kill that boy if I caught you with him again, you dirty bitch.

“You promised to stay away from Erick, you lying bitch.”

I closed my eyes and covered my ears. I fought myself mentally trying to escape memories that held me hostage. Lennox bathed me, rubbing my skin raw and I could do nothing.

It wasn’t until he dunked my head under water that the haze fell away. While I was under, I relived the day my mother died. I saw five-year-old me reaching for her. I felt my mother’s hand slipping from mine. I tried to save her. I’d fought as hard as I could until Robert scooped me up and carried me from the room. I remember standing outside of the locked bathroom door, the sound of her begging and gasping for air mixing with my sobs. When everything went silent. My heart had dropped to my feet. Even at five, I knew the silence wasn’t good.

The thought of dying like my mother spurred me. Rage like I had never felt before took over. I swung my arm out, connecting with Lennox’s face. My nails tore into flesh.  Caught by surprise Lennox fell backward onto the floor giving me enough space to make my way out of the tub.

“What the fuck is wrong with you, Raven?” he yelled.

Screaming incoherently, I ran. I couldn’t let him kill me. I wouldn’t die like my momma. I damn near broke my neck making my way out the bathroom. Frantically, I searched for a weapon. Lennox grabbed me from behind in a bear hold, just as I picked up a lamp from the side table.

“Let me go,” I kicked my feet out out and screamed.  Let me go!” I was distraught but no tears fell as I struggled to remove myself from his grip.

“Calm down, Raven. Just breathe. Calm down. I won't let you go until you do.” He sounded calm. More like himself.

My heart rate plummeted, tired mentally and physically. I gave up fighting and slumped into him. He dropped to his knees, still holding me, then hugged me around the waist.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to take it that far.”  He begged me to forgive him while simultaneously blaming me for what he’d done. “You just make me so mad.” He didn’t sound sincere as he tried to talk me down.

I wanted to pull away. I wanted to hit him, to lash out. But I did nothing as he guided me to the bed. Lennox climbed in first then pulled me in with him. He situated me so we lay back to chest then he pulled the sheet over us and wrapped his arms around me. He was talking, trying to soothe me, but I couldn’t hear him. The words never let them see you bleed repeated over and over. My mantra, like always, mended of my broken pieces. They never repaired themselves, just rearranged, shaping into a weird version of whole. I’d be ok as long as I never let them see me bleed. 

The next morning, I woke up and it was still dark.  Lennox was still sleeping. I slipped from under the covers, creeping to keep from waking him. I grabbed a dress from my bag and a change of clothes before grabbing my keys and my cell as I left.


Fed up?- Raven

“You’re smoking weed?  So, you’re anxious, anxious, huh?”

I looked over my shoulder and found EB standing behind me out of uniform, wearing a T-shirt, gym shorts and Nike sandals, all white. He was so fucking handsome. I couldn’t understand how he had women drooling over him everywhere he went but was waiting on me to get my shit together. Sometimes the fear of knowing I might not ever --kept me up at night. I knew one day he would take off the rose-colored glasses and truly see me for who I was and figure out I wasn’t worth all the trouble and heartache I constantly put him through, then he’d be done with me for good. Then What? I couldn’t imagine life without him.

“Trying to calm my nerves.”

"By smoking?"

I wasn’t surprised by his surprise. It had been four years since I’d done any type of drugs. Not since the Molly incident where he had to come all the way to New York to search for me.  The gag was--I had done it for attention.  I had become irrationally angry when he told me Jasmine was pregnant, they weren't even supposed to be fucking.  So, I resorted to my old ways to ease the pain; fucking, alcohol and drugs. It was stupid. But I had accomplished what I'd set out to do. He stayed with me for and entire month after he found me.

“Is it working?”

   “No.” 

I was stressed the fuck out. The incident from the previous night kept playing on a loop in my mind. All day long I was asking myself the same questions over and over. Why was stressing over Lennox? Why was I letting him disrespect me? He'd been giving me his ass to kiss for ten years and continued to do the same since I’d returned. When was enough, enough? I could feel myself unraveling trying to figure out the right thing to do. I felt I owed him, just not my sanity. The fact that I had started remembering how badly he treated me in the past wasn’t helping the situation.

But I couldn’t tell Erick any of that, so I changed the subject.

“How did you know I was here?” I asked.

The easy smile he flashed my way didn’t fool me. I saw the fire in his eyes.  He was pissed. Probably because I hadn’t answered his calls all day. I couldn’t. As soon as he heard my voice, he would have wanted to know what was wrong. I couldn’t hide my pain from him in the state I was in and I wouldn’t have been strong enough to lie to him about what had upset me. I would have told him everything and he would have probably killed Lennox.

“This is where you always use to go when you were hiding,” he answered, referring to the lake I’d found when I was little.

It was so deep in the woods that if one didn’t know where they were going, they’d easily get lost.  Erick was the only person I’d ever brought back there.

“You think you know me.” I cracked a smile, hoping it eased the tension.

He smirked. “Are you going to tell me what happened this time?”

“Why do you figure something happened?”

He frowned. “We playing games now, Raven?”

“No.” The pain that came from tugging at one of locs alleviated some of my mental anguish. “But I’m not ready to talk about any of this. Will you wait until I leave this place before interrogating and trying to psychoanalyze me? Right now, I’m overwhelmed, and I just need you to—" I paused because I didn’t know what I needed from him or maybe I did and wasn’t brave enough to voice it. I wasn’t sure which.

“You need me to what, Raven?” When I didn’t answer his question, he did for me.  “You need me to love you a little louder, a little harder? Would that make you finally believe that everything you are is enough? Make you stop punishing yourself for what other people did to you? Make you stop living in the past?”

His response made me want to cry. Because that was exactly what I needed, but I didn’t cry. That wasn’t me. I got annoyed.

I pushed myself up from the damp earth then leaned against a tree while staring at the lake. “Why do you say stuff like that?”

“Because you need to hear it.” He came to stand next to me then linked our fingers.

“Since you know everything, can you tell me when my life will get easier?” I snapped.

“Are you ever going to get tired of hurting your own feelings?” he countered, using my own words against me. “Like I said before, there’s some fucked up part of you that likes the turmoil. Always has, but it’s not exactly your fault. Fucked up childhoods create messy people.”

“Is that so?”

“Abosfuckinglutely.”

Not wanting to argue, agree or self-analyze anymore, I bit my tongue. I was tired. I wanted to go home. I wanted to hug my nieces and nephews and have my daddy and his wife baby me. I wanted to be living my version of normal again. Which was exactly why I’d finally stopped procrastinating and went to my lawyer’s office. All my business was finally concluded.  Almost, there was still my issue with Lennox, but I was on the verge of saying fuck Lennox completely.

Erick and I were silent for a long while.

“Come on, let's go swimming. It’s hot as fuck out here,” Erick said out the blue.

Before I could object, he dropped his shorts and removed his shirt. His hard dick pointed diectly at me. He knew naked him could get me to do almost anything.

“Manipulative ass,” I mumbled.  I slid out of the bicycle shorts and thin t-shirt.

Do you ever wear drawls? or did you leave them behind 'cause you knew I was coming looking for you.

"No and no."

He smirked.

He knew I didn't. Bra's either. Mother nature had been kind, my tits still sat up nicely on my size 16 frame without one.

He reached out and smacked my bare ass when I walked past him. The sting caused my pussy to moisten.

“I told you don’t be doing that unless we fucking.”

He chuckled. “We’d probably be fucking or getting ready to fuck if you wasn’t fucking him.”

“Fuck you. I’m not going there this evening.” Middle finger to the sky I flicked him off, before diving into the lake.

The cold enveloped me. My nipples pebbled. My teeth chattered.  I wiped water from my eyes and search the shore for EB. He wasn’t there.  I scanned the lake for him. Panic set in.  I called his name when I don’t see him. Just as I thought I was about to lose it, hands grabbed me by the waist from behind.

I yelped. “Fuck! You scared the hell out of me.”  

He laughed. My frightened soul returned to my body.

“You fall for that more often times than not.”

“I do and you’re an asshole.”

“No, I’m not.  I’m sweet and you love me.”

He was right and I did.

“You’re not and I don't,” I lied

“Uh huh,” he hummed before slamming his hand against the water, then he playfully pushed me. “Instead of lying to me, race me,” he challenged while swimming off. “If you win, I’ll finger fuck you and suck your pretty titties against your favorite tree. Like old times.”

Erick knew me too well, that’s what I had been thinking about. Laughing, I took off after him. The way he swam, there was no way I’d catch him, and he knew it

“You’re a fucking cheater, so you’ll do it either way.”

Not even five minutes later, Erick had me pressed against my favorite tree sucking salty wetness from my skin. I got lost in the moment. With two fingers inside of me, his thumb rubbed my clit.  Breathlessly, I pled with him."Fuck me." I needed to feel his dick inside of me so bad it hurt.

“No,” he said firmly.

He trailed his tongue up from my breast to the spot on my neck that he knew drove me crazy and grazed his teeth over it to soften his rejection. I came. But there were no fireworks or explosion. My heart rate barely elevated. I needed him, all of him. As I was reaching for his dick, he pulled away and swatted my hand before I could get a hold of it.

“Don’t touch me. I’ll fuck you up against that fucking tree and it’ll make me even madder than I already am.”

It was too dark to see the expression on his face, but I heard the anger and frustration in his tone.

Kissing my teeth, I let my hand fall to my side.

“You’re still on that bullshit about not fucking me because I fucked him.”

“Yep.”

“You never cared before.” I lashed out, regretting it immediately.

He chuckled at that, but not humorously. “You’re right, I didn’t. When I was sixteen, now I very much care, but you obviously don’t give a fuck about my feelings.” He accused.

He was right. I was fully aware of my own bullshit. I knew having sex with Lennox would hurt him and I did it anyway. I wanted to explain to him why I had done it. I felt obligated to, but then I’d have to tell him why and that wasn’t an option.

Get dressed, Raven, so I can drive you back. You can’t walk back alone in the dark.”  

Half of his clothes were already on.

“Fine.”

The ride back was done in silence. The tension between us was palpable and it bothered me so much it physically hurt. I felt tender all over.  We rarely fought and when we did, we’d make up right away. From the look on his face, I didn’t think that would be the case this time, all because of my bad decisions.

Instead of taking me to his house like I expected him to, he drove me to Mrs. D’s.  It was the last place I wanted to be, but I wouldn’t voice it. Then he’d want an explanation. I was lowkey thinking I should just tell him. I was tired of keeping secrets from him. But then I'd be risking Lennox's freedom. I shook the idea out of my head.

 I'd be ok for now. My rental car was parked outside of lennox momma house. I would gather my shit, leave the packages I had for Lennox and his momma, then check into a hotel until the next day. Then I was going home. I would fix things with Erick then.

Erick didn’t even wait for me to get into the house like he usually would. He let me off at the curve and sped away. I stood, watching until he turned the corner, wondering if I had pushed him away for good.

I was still in the same spot when Lennox pulled up. He rolled down the window.

I rolled my eyes to the sky and prayed for strength “What do you want, Lennox?”

“Damn it’s like that?”

“Yep.  I really have nothing more to say to you.” Though I had a lot I wanted to say to him. He just wasn’t worth the energy.

He sucked his teeth. I hated when men did that. “You still mad about last night?”

“Yes. You damn near drowned me in a jealous rage.”

“You’re being really fucking extra. I didn’t almost drown you.”

“You pushed my head under water.”

“Doesn’t mean I was trying to drown you. You’re not going to even listen to my explanation?”

“No. I’m good. I don’t need one.”  I shot back just as my text notification went off four times in a row.

Ignoring Lennox, I pulled out my phone hoping it was Erick texting me. It wasn’t. My niece had sent me pics of her at her 5th grade graduation.

“Who got you displaying all thirty-two of your teeth?” I looked up to find him scowling at me.

I ignored him again. While I texted my niece back, he got out the car and made his way to where I was standing.

“Give me your phone, Raven.”

Tuh! There would be no way I’d hand him my phone. I turned and walked away.  After all that had happened, I didn’t want to share my real life with him.  I should have left him and home in the past.

Aggressively pushing passed me, Lennox stepped in my path, blocking my entrance into the house. “Give me your fucking phone, Raven,” he demanded again.

Gritting my teeth, fisting then un-fisting my hands, I tried to calm my nerves before I spoke, but it didn’t work, and I ended up yelling. “Would you fucking move? This bullshit ain’t cute.”

He narrowed his eyes and held out his hand. “Give me your phone, Raven I’m asking you nicely. I could just fucking take it if I wanted.”

Fed up, I pulled my phone out of my bra, dangled it in the air. “You want the phone?” 

He nodded.

“Fine, go get it.” I took said phone and chucked it over my head behind me. I heard it crack against the sidewalk.

It was stupid, but I could buy another phone.  What I wasn’t going to do was keep participating in his games. He was determined to punish me for shit I hadn’t done to him. Before I could react, his hand was coming my way. He grabbed me roughly by the chin. In the same swift motion, with the other hand he fastened both my arms behind my back and pushed me against the side of the house. He used his weight to trap me so I couldn’t fight back. His face tilted down until we were eye to eye.

“You still fucking Erick?”

I shook my head, even though I wanted to yell that it was none of his business. He studied my eyes for a moment trying to read the truth in them. I guess he found what he was searching for because his hand fell away from my face. He kept me pinned against the wall, though.

Leaning in he whispered against my ear, “Tell me you love me too much to lie to me.”

Tears pricked at my eyes. His words triggered a flash of the past. I heard those exact words before.  He had said them to me right after I told him about Robert raping me. He accused me of liking it. Fucked up thing was I did, not because I wanted to, but because Robert had trained me to. It was either experience pleasure or pain with him. If I cried or protested while he raped me, he’d become brutal.  He would say if I orgasmed it meant I wanted him to touch me. Fucked up, right?

“I love you too much to lie to you.” I wanted him to let me go. If I had to, lie I would.

As soon as the words were out of my mouth, he shoved away from me and stepped back, giving me room to breathe again. My chest rose and fell rapidly. I head my breath in anticipation of what happened next.

“You’re a fucking liar,” and though he whispered, I could hear the rage in his voice.

When he reared back and slammed a meaty fist into the side of the house, right next to my head, I didn’t even flinch. I was used to that kind of abuse. But I never actually thought that he would hit me. He hadn’t ever before.

“I saw you.” He started pacing. “Through the window at his house. Your fat ass was naked, your mouth on him. “You promised me you’d never let him have you again.

Anger overrode my senses. “Why in the fuck are you spying on me?”

He ignored my question and continued ranting. “You lied to my fucking face.  After what I did for you. After you left me here, alone, not giving a fuck whether I lived or died,” he yelled.

I couldn’t believe what I heard. Was he out of his damn mind? I didn’t care if he lived or died? He was the one who had ignored me for 10 years. I snapped. I righted myself and shoved him. Caught by surprise he fell backward onto his ass, but he hopped right back up. He grabbed for me, but I sidestepped him. It was interesting how strong I got once pushed to my limit. 

“Don’t fucking touch me!” He stood frozen, glaring at me. “I left you not caring whether you lived or died, Lennox? Me? I did that, to your bitter ass? Then tell me who paid for your scholarship when you broke your whatever the fuck it was you broke and were about to be kicked out of school ‘cause Mrs. D couldn’t afford to pay for your expensive IVY league education?” His face fell. “Oh nah, you didn’t know that, did you?  You would have if you read the freaking letter, I sent you.”

His mother had told me he hadn’t even asked her how she was able to afford it. He’d just taken the money he felt entitled to.

He opened his mouth to interrupt, but I pushed forward, tired of hearing him talk about shit he didn’t know about.

“What about your momma’s mortgage, Lennox? How did she remain in her house and remodel it after your father died and she lost her job? That was me too.  Paid for your daddy’s funeral too. You would have known that if you read the letter telling you what I was going to do. All of it was in one of the many letters you refused to read.”

“Shut up, Raven,” he roared angrily. He got right up in my face and shoved my head with his finger. I took everything in me not to swing on him.

“I already told you once, don’t talk to me about them fucking letters. If you wanted to tell me anything you it should have been to my face. Not through a phone call, or Facebook or on the phone.

I ignored his outburst and continued like he hadn’t reacted at all. I planned to say what I had to say, even if it meant we’d stand there all-night yelling back and forth.

“And as far as me leaving, if you would have been paying attention, you would have known that I needed to. But you’re the most frustratingly selfish person I’ve ever known. You killed a whole fucking human for me, to save me.  But you couldn’t put your ego aside long enough to read at least one of the hundreds of letters I sent you?

I was a fucking mess, but you thought because you’d slain my monster, everything was supposed to be “poof” all better. Scars aren’t just on the surface, Lennox.  That shit Robert did to me bruised me soul deep. Ten years later and I can still smell that mother fucker’s cologne on my skin, hear him breathing in my ear at night when I close my eyes. You didn't know that when you went to football practice that I’d cry until you came back.  You didn't see the self-inflicted cuts. You didn't experience the nightmares. I felt like I was fucking drowning when someone wasn't around coddling and cuddling me. My voice climbed, I was pratically yelling   at the top of my lung trying to get him to under that me leaving was for the best."I was pathetic and needy, drunk or high most of the time. You had a good life, a future. if I would have stayed, I would have ruined that.”

He banged at his chest. “That was my choice to make, Raven. You were mine, you made promises to me. You should—”

I held up my hand cutting him off. Ignoring the possessive ‘you were mine’ part of his tantrum. That was my main problem with him when we were young, he saw me as a possession.

“Fine, Lennox be mad that I took away your choice to throw your life away, but don’t be mad at me for saving myself.” 

I left out the part about him contributing to a lot of my turmoil. It took him damn near drowning me to make me remember how emotionally abusive he was after he found out about what Robert had been doing to me. He blamed me for something I had no control over.

“I was on the brink of slitting my fucking wrists. If you would have read one fucking letter, Lennox, you’d know that. You’d know I ended up having to be checked into a mental hospital for ninety days after I left. How could I subject you to that? You had a life. Why would I be selfish and keep you from living it, after you saved me?” 

Since I had his rapt attention, I kept going. “How about I found out Robert wasn't even my real daddy. When my mom went away on her “vacations” she was away fucking my married father in New York. I had a whole family who I knew nothing about. I tried to make you a part of that, after I got help. You chose to keep us apart. I even sent plane tickets you ignored. I begged you to come see me.  But you were too fucking stubborn. Even now I take your abuse and disrespect with a smile, because I feel I owe you my life. No, let me correct myself, I used to feel I owed you. You no longer get to talk to me like I’m a child or abuse me.”

I shoved the envelope with the one and a half million-dollar cashier’s check I’d gotten from my lawyer into his chest. It was money from the sale of Robert’s family’s land and insurance policy. I wanted nothing to do with it and didn’t need it. My father owned a lucrative real-estate company. On the day I graduated college, he gave me access to a multi-million-dollar trust fund, just like he had done with my siblings. Then he taught me how to invest and save. I lived comfortably. The only time I spent a large sum of money was for my non-profit, so I’d never go broke.

I figured giving the money to Lennox was only right.

I pushed him out of my path then backed up to watch him open the envelope.  His eyes damn near popped out of his head when he saw the amount.   He got over his surprise sooner than most would. His face morphed. He swung his gaze from the check back to me, his full lips drawn in a thin hard line. “So, this what you came back for? Not to get back together. Not to apologize. You came to give me a check, like I’m some fucking charity case? “Did my mother tell you I needed your money?” He yelled so loudly I was sure the neighbors heard him.

She hadn’t told me outright, but when she’d called, she had hinted that he could use the help.  I remained silent though.

When he figured out I wasn’t going to respond, a venomous snigger slipped between his lips. “She did, didn’t she? You’re so fucking pitiful. Poor little fucked up Raven, went from trading sex for love, to trying to buy love.”

I was stunned at his words but couldn’t even be mad. He was half right. I noticed he didn’t give the check back though.

“First, Fuck you, Lennox. Second, you’re right, I am fucked up. So fucked up I forgot what an asshole you always were.  Thank you for reminding me. But let me correct you on that last part of what you said. I don’t want nor need your love. I’m not the old Raven. Yes, I relapsed and acted like her, but I’m sober now. So again. Fuck you. Third, what am I supposed to apologize for, Lennox? I’ve done absolutely nothing to you. But if you need to hear it— I'm sorry. Does that make you feel better?”

I could tell by his facial expression it didn't. And I no longer cared. I didn’t wait for him to answer. The words continued to flow from me, I had ten years’ worth of shit to get off my chest.

“I’m sorry you’re bitter because your life didn’t turn out the way you think you deserve. I’m sorry you were injured, but neither of those things had anything to do with me. I appreciate that you saved me, but we’re even.  Get married to that mean-spirited bitch. Live happily-fucking-ever-after and forget I ever existed because I will forget you ever existed like I should have done years ago.” 

I already had to live with the weight of what happened to me as a child. I didn’t need Lennox adding to it. Nope, I was done.

He scowled. “So you think it’s this easy? Think imma let you go again?”

I laughed at that. It really was that easy. “You have no choice, Lennox.”

Before he could go on another tirade, I opened the front door, slid inside, and slammed it in his face like it was my house and not his momma’s. Then, I made my way upstairs, grabbed my tablet out of my suitcase and messaged Erick on Facebook.


I should have listened- Raven

Erick was going to kill me when he got there. He had explicitly told me to wait until his shift was over before going to Mrs.  D’s house to find my missing necklace, but minutes seemed to tick by like hours while I waited. Not feeling the weight of it around my neck was unraveling me. I got impatient. I’d figured I’d just slip in and slip out after I found it. I suspected it had come off during the incident with Lennox.

When I pulled up the yard was full of cars.  I’d forgotten about Mrs. D’s welcome home party. I fought against the urge to leave. I hated crowds, parties and strange people. But I also knew there was a chance if I waited, I would never see my momma’s necklace again. That was enough motivation to get out of the car. I made my way to the door and let myself in. There were at least fifty people lounging around. I felt like everyone was staring at me as I made my way through the crowd. I made my way upstairs and found out an ugly truth when I almost walked in on a conversation Lennox mother was having with Jasmine.

“He didn’t leave me a damn thing, even after I  took care of her and kept fucking him after he left me .

I even kept his secret after he drowned that gray-eyed tar baby. So as far as I’m concerned, she owed me everything she paid for.  And she owes Lennox that money she gave him. But his stupid-ass thinks he still loves her and is talking about giving her the check back. You better find out a way to stop him. Your ass gonna be on the street too if he does. No more designer clothes and five hundred-dollar weaves. I don’t even like you, so you damn sure can’t stay I my house.”

“What am I supposed to do about it? Lennox doesn’t listen to me.”

That was the last thing I heard. I recoiled away from the vitriol Lennox’s momma was spitting about me and my mother. She had known all this time what Robert had done to my momma? And had said nothing? I didn’t know how to cope with that. My anxiety kicked in. My head pounded; the loud music blurred. I ran to the bathroom and locked myself in away. I put my head in between my legs to try to stave off hyperventilating. I texted Eric back-to-back on the new phone he’d bought me. I needed him to come get me before I lost my mind again. When he finally texted me back saying that he was on his way, I closed my eyes and tried to make my mind go blank.

Banging at the door startled me, but not enough to get me to move or respond. I covered my ears and closed my eyes tighter. Someone twisted the knob on the door and my anxiety ranked up, triggering the scene from the night my momma had been drowned.  Again, the gurgling and begging took over my mind and pushed to the forefront. I rocked back and forth and didn’t stop until I heard Erick’s voice call for me. That was all it took for the fog to clear and my heart rate to slow. On shaky legs I got up splashed water on my face. I avoided looking at the mirror, scared to see myself.

“Your conniving ass manipulates her, Lennox, always have. And she takes it because you have something you’re holding over her or because she doesn’t know any better. Either way, it ends today.”

“It’s none of your business.”

I peeked out the bathroom door to see Lennox and Erick facing off.

“The fuck it isn’t. I’m the one who’s been there for her while you were nursing your bruised ego and fucking Jasmine.”

Lennox sniggered. “So that’s it. You’re jealous, because I took your wife.”

Erick shook his head and chuckled. “I don’t give a fuck about Jasmine. Haven’t since the night you gave me Raven.”

“So why did you marry her?”

“I married her because she lied. She’s a manipulative liar like you. It’s ironic that you and she will end up stuck with each other.  Poetic fucking justice.”

At that moment, I left the bathroom. I turned the corner, hoping neither saw me. I knew if I jumped in the middle of them, it would only escalate the situation. It was just my luck I ran smack dab into Jasmine. She bounced off my thick frame. I caught her blouse to keep her from falling and it ripped. She knocked my hand away and scowled at me.

“Why are you still here?”  A snake like hiss slipped from between her thin red painted lips.

“I’m leaving,” I replied, though I wanted to take all my pent-up aggression out on her pretty little face.

She stepped in front of me, blocking me from access to the stairs. I guess she’d heard everything that had been said.  Instead of taking it out on Erick or Lennox, she decided she’d pick a fight with me.

Jasmine snapped, “You ruin every-fucking-thing. You should have stayed the fuck away.”

She was right. I should have, so there was nothing more to discuss. I side stepped her, trying again to leave. She stepped in front of me “I know that it was you that was fucking Erick when we were married.” She sneered at me, like I gave a fuck that she knew. “I knew it was you that told Robert I was sneaking out to see Lennox, Bitch. We’re even.” I countered. Her face fell.  I guess she didn’t like what I said because she grabbed for me, I stepped back.  Her forearm slammed into the wall, hard. Her face  twisted as she cried out.

Suddenly, EB and Lennox were behind us.

“What the fuck happened?” barked Lennox. His head pivoted between me and Jasmine.

“She hit me. I told her I’m pregnant and she hit me.” She was so hysterical, the lie sounded convincing to even me.

Before I could refute her, Lennox snatched me up and then slammed me against the wall. All the air left my lungs. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t scream. I was too stunned to do either. But Jasmine screamed, screamed so loud I thought she had been assaulted and manhandled as well. I couldn't believe he hit me.

Out of my peripheral I saw Erick charge Lennox. He shoved him away from me. Erick punched Lennox so hard I heard the bones of his knuckles connect with the bones of Lennox’s jaw .  I had crumpled to the ground by the time Mrs. D and a few of Lennox’s cousins made it upstairs.

A few men jumped in and tore them apart.

“What the fuck is going on in my house?” Mrs. D looked like she was ready to have another stroke.

I wished she would. It took everything in me not to blurt out what I’d heard, but I knew if I did that might end up with Lennox and I both in prison. I was going to leave that alone, for now.

Erick was yelling, raging. “He put his fucking hands on her.”

Mrs. D head snatched around so quick I was sure she had whiplash. She glared at Lennox. “Why would you do that?” she asked her son.

“She hit Jasmine knowing she is pregnant.”

I finally found my voice. “I didn’t hit her.”

All eyes went to Jasmine. “I didn’t say she hit me.” She looked away guilty.

“The fuck you didn’t,” Erick barked at her.

She cowered.

Mrs. D shook her head

Instead of checking Jasmine for lying.  Lennox was still glaring at me. I had a feeling his anger had more to do with Erick being there.

Lennox mother broke the silence. “Why would you do that, Jasmine?”

I knew the only reason she was even mad was because she was afraid. Afraid I’d take the check I’d given to Lennox back, but fuck that check. They could have it. I gave him that money for my own reason, not because she’d told me some sob story.

“I’m sorry,” she squeaked out as she ran off with her head down.

With her attention back on me, Lennox’s mother tried to sound sincere when she said, “See, Raven, it wasn’t his fault, baby. It was Jasmine’s. He didn’t mean it.”  She pleaded for me to understand.

I understood alright, her motivation was money.

That set Erick off.  Before I could say anything, he did. “No wonder your son’s the fucking way he is. He meant to put his hands on her. You raised a fuckboy.”

“Now you listen—” Momma D went to defend against his words but closed her mouth soon as Erick easily snatched away from the men holding him and got right up in her face. She looked terrified.

“You’re fucking trash, lady.” He looked like he was actually considering hitting her.

That set Lennox off.  “What the fuck did you say to my momma?” He tried to break free but couldn’t now tht the men who had been holding Erick was helping to hold him.

Erick shook his head before turning his attention to me. He helped me to my feet. The look of disgust in his eyes directed at me made me want to cry so bad. I’d fucked up. He had told me to wait for him and I hadn’t listened.  Again, he had to come save me from my fucked-up decision.

“I’m putting you on a plane, Raven. This shit ends tonight,” he said.

Putting a protective arm around me, he pushed his way through the crowd of people who’d gathered around to watch the show. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die for just a short while.  I kept my head buried in his chest. He helped me into the car and buckled my seatbelt. Then said nothing as he drove me directly to the airport.

When we pulled up into short term parking his tight grip on the steering wheel loosened. “Are you done now, Raven?” He didn’t even look at me when he spoke.

He was mad and I understood why, but I wanted to explain myself.

“I only went, because—”

“No, I didn’t ask you why you went,” he yelled and banged at the steering wheel.

I jumped, startled. EB didn’t yell, not at me. I’d really fucked up. He found his composure after running his hand down the nape of his neck. He lowered his voice before continuing.

“Don’t you understand that whole situation back there could have turned out a lot differently?  You were inches away from a set of stairs when he charged you. You could have fallen and broken your fucking neck. I could be going to jail. Do you know how much restraint it took for me not to shoot that mother fucker in his black-ass heart after he put his hands on you? Everything I am, everything I built could have gone down the fucking drain. Still could. I drove all the way here, trying to figure out the best way to kill that bitch and not end up in prison. You got me so fucking twisted I’m out here wanting to kill people for you again, Raven.” 

He sighed and dropped his head.  “That bitch made nigga ignored you for ten years.  Ten, that’s the same number of years I’ve been begging you to let me love you, to love your fucking self and you still haven’t learned.  So, no buts. No explanations. Answer the fucking question. I asked you are you fucking done?”  He finally turned in his seat to face me.

There was so much hurt swimming in his eyes. The fact that I had caused it, hurt me. I couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. His face softened when he saw them trailing down my cheeks, but he didn’t back off.

“Are you done? Because if you’re not I can drive you back to that house and leave you to wallow in your misery forever.”

This time I knew better than to do anything but answer him.

“Yes,” I whispered softly.

“Okay! I hope you mean it. I’m officially done watching you hurt yourself. You should think about talking to somebody, who can help you,” he responded then turned away, reached behind his seat and pulled my purse out and placed it in my lap.  “You have a ticket waiting for you. Your plane leaves in two hours. I’m going to ship your stuff home; I’ll even go get your necklace, because I know how much it means to you. I love you, but get out of my truck, like now.”

My world tilted. I cried harder. I wanted to beg him to forgive me. But I didn’t. I was going to listen for once.  Grabbing hold of my purse, I pushed open the door and got out of his truck. I heard my own heart break as I did.


Earth to Raven- Raven

I snatched my head in the direction of my sister’s voice. She was standing behind me. Even though she was six years older than me, she looked like a mirror image. Aside from her lighter skin and her curly bush of Dominican girl hair, we looked like twins. We both even wore a size sixteen, except three children and a doting husband had widened her hips and ass a bit.

“Yes?”

“Are you ok? You've been sitting there looking off into space for like an hour,” she said.

“Yes, I was watching the movie,” I said.

She’d come   over to cheer me up. I hadn’t been doing anything other than  lounging around since I’d left Florida the week before.

She cocked her head to the right. “The movie has been off for more than ten minutes. You didn’t even notice when I got up and told you I was going to the bathroom. Like, you didn’t even freak out and tell me not to use your bathroom or nothing. Something is definitely wrong.”

That got my attention. “Did you use my bathroom?”

I had a thing about other people using my personal bathroom. I didn’t know why, but just the thought of somebody else’s bare ass where I put mine freaked me out, along with street clothes in the bed, shoes on my carpet, clean towels hanging in the bathroom, and the list goes on.

“No, I would never, not after I almost had to beat your ass the last time,”

“Oh, that’s good,” I deadpanned.

From the corner of my eye I saw her frowning. “Any other time you would have laughed at that and said something like, you wish your old ass could beat my ass. Instead I get that dry-ass response. What’s really going on Raven? You’ve been back a week and you’re acting strange as hell. What the fuck happened down there?”

“Nothing. I’m fine.”  The lie didn’t even sound convincing to my own ears, which was why I was surprised when she sucked her teeth.

“Nothing. EB told that same lie when I talked to him last night and this morning.”

I perked up, I whipped so fast in my seat to face her my head swam. “You talked to Erick?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I? You know he calls Gabe every day,” she said referring to her son.

Erick had become godfather to my niece and nephew. .

That confirmed my worst fears. He wasn’t talking to me. I had called him at least a hundred times since he’d dropped me off at the airport and he had never once called me back.

“Call him,” I said.

Her frown deepened. “Why?”

“Please, Sasha. Just call him.”

Her brow lifted towards her hairline, but she agreed without asking any of the questions I knew she had. She walked over to the coffee table picked up her phone and dialed the number and put it on speaker phone, as soon as it started ringing, I snatched it from her hand.

She cut her eyes at me. “What in the hell, Raven?”

“Shhh,” I shushed her.

Erick answered, “Hey, big sister.”

“Erick!”

That’s all I got to say before I heard the beep indicating that he’d hung up on me. Enraged, I reared back and threw the phone against the wall, forgetting it wasn’t mine. He was purposely ignoring me. He never ignored me. Even when I was at my worse.

He doesn't love me anymore. I had finally done it. I’d finally pushed him away.  The realization drained all the energy from me. My heart was tired.

“What is wrong with you, Raven?” Sasha yelled. 

She never yelled. Only when she was scared. When she was mad, she got really quiet. So, I knew she wasn’t mad about her phone.

Knowing that she was scared should have been enough to change the direction I was about to head in. I was unfazed by the possibilities of what would happen after I finished talking, I spilled my guts. 

“You ever want to dig a fucking hole and bury yourself in it?”

For a half of a minute, she only stared at me. “I’m calling Daddy.” Her shaky voice confirmed that she was indeed scared.

So was I. Which was exactly why I was about to unburden myself.

“Don’t call Daddy. You don’t have a phone to call him anyway.” I laughed, it felt better than crying.

“This is not funny, Raven.”

“I know, I’m sorry, sis.”

“Can you just sit down. I’m not feeling that way now. That’s how I felt in the past. I’m numb now, which is exactly how I need to be able to tell you what I’m about to tell you.”

Only Daddy knew about the sexual abuse and my momma’s murder and he wouldn’t talk about it. Had wasted a lot of money sending me to counselors just so he didn’t have to.   EB told me I needed to talk to someone and losing him made me realize that I really needed to talk about it, or I was going to keep on making the perfect mess of my life.

I waited until she was sitting next to me on the sofa to turn and face her. “Can you listen without interrupting?”

“I’m terrified to hear what you're about to say, Raven”

“I know, Sash, but you're the only person in the world I can see myself talking to about this, so can you listen without interrupting?”

She nodded.

I cleared my throat and shifted so I was facing away from her before I started. I told her everything. From the day Robert killed my mother to the day he started sexually abusing me.  I told her how he tried to convince me I didn’t see him murder my mother.

“I thought she committed suicide,” Sasha said.

“Everyone does.”

“I knew what I had saw and he couldn’t convince me otherwise, but even at as young as five I knew better than to tell anybody what I saw that night. Momma had already drilled  into me that what went on in our house stayed in our house.” 

I was surprised by the fact that Sasha listened on and didn’t interrupt. I kept going. Told her about how when I was twelve, after my period came, I sprouted a grown woman’s ass and breasts. “Robert stopped letting me leave the house after that.”  He told me that because my mama had up and died, I had to take over her responsibilities. It wasn’t until he bought me my first lingerie set, that I figured out what he meant by handle her duties, He meant fucking him too.

The more of my story I divulged, the more relief I felt.

“He said she just up and died like he hadn’t killed her. Like she just went to sleep one night and didn’t wake up.”

It had been sadistic and cruel.

I told her how I’d learned to stop fighting back her. “If I fought back, he’d beat me then rape me more.” 

I heard Sasha sniffling, but I didn’t turn to look at her. I needed to tell her everything and if I looked at her, I wouldn’t be able to.

“When I was fourteen, Lennox became interested in me. In the back of my mind I knew he only wanted me because, by then, everybody else did, too. But he got in my head with his promises.  Told me I was his forever and that he would protect me no matter what. He saw weakness in me, I know that now. So, he knew exactly how to make me cling to him and ignore the fact that he wasn’t much different than Robert. He wouldn’t physically hit me, but he would call me names like stupid and fat. His favorite thing to do when I didn’t do what he wanted was to make me kneel at his feet while he listed everything that was wrong with me and what I’d have to change if I wanted to be and NFL player’s wife.”

Her breath hitched.

“... and like a fucking idiot I would listen and promise to change. It wasn’t until homecoming night right before I turned sixteen that I told him what Robert was doing to me and only because he’d gotten mad that he won homecoming king and I wasn’t there to worship him. I told him everything, about the touching and the abuse. You know the first thing he did? He accused me of liking it. Said if I didn’t like it, I’d have told somebody.  Then called me a liar for not telling him I wasn’t a virgin. He started ignoring me after that. He hooked back up with Jasmine.” I was so relieved, Sahsa. It was too hard dealing with both him and Robert.  That’s when Erick became a part of my life. Since he’s proudly told you the take off your pants story a million times, I’ll fast forward. I guess Lennox noticed Erick had my attention. That’s when he came back and apologized, he told me he wanted to help me. He gave me sleeping pills to give to Robert, so he’d be too tired to touch me at night. Then I’d sneak out and sneak into Lennox’s house or stay in the treehouse his daddy had built for him. His plan worked for weeks until Jasmine ruined it by telling Robert I was sneaking out. When I showed Lennox how he branded me, he said he would handle it. He told me to give Robert the sleeping pills the next time he was off work, then call him. I did exactly what he instructed a week later. About an hour after I called him someone banged at my door. I woke up, the house was on fire. I was standing outside watching the flames when I realized what Lennox meant by handle it.” I blew out a breath when I finished. I turned and looked at Sasha through blurred vision

“So, that’s why you sent all those letters and spent all that money on him?” she asked. 

I nodded. “Yes.”

She reached for me, swiping her hand across my cheek. “You are crying, Raven.” She sounded shocked. “You never cry.” Her tears mirrored my own.

I laughed. “You do. All the time.”

“Why are you laughing, Raven? You just told me some heavy shit.”

“Probably why I feel like I just lifted a huge weight off my shoulders.”

“I don’t even know what to say in response to all that,” she said. 

“Don’t say anything. Can I have a hug?”

Sasha frowned. “You want affection?” She took off her glasses and wiped her eyes, then wiped her glasses and looked at me again

“You’re such a cow,” I laughed.

After a few moments, I sobered then told her what happened the week I went home.


A few hours later- Raven

All cried out, Sasha and I sat on the sofa and stuffed our faces with mac and cheese chicken burgers. We both ate when stressed.

She said, “You know when I tell our little brother what happened, he’s going to kill Lennox, right?”

“That’s why you're not going to tell him.”

“I know. I promised, but can I at least creep down to Florida and beat the breaks off that bitch Jasmine ass? Nobody will ever suspect it was me— social worker, mother, millionaire. Or at least let me pay somebody. I can afford it.

I rolled my eyes until they crossed. She couldn’t fight but was always threatening to whoop somebody ass. “Let it go.”

She looked thoughtful for a beat. Straightening on the sofa, she sat up and got a real serious look on her face. “I want to tell you something, but you gotta promise not to tell Daddy.”

Curiosity kicked in. “Okay…”

“I knew about Daddy and your mother.”

“What? How?”

“When I was ten. I went to Daddy’s office after school without permission and heard them talking, she was begging him not to end things. I knew not to ask Daddy what was going on. So, I went to Uncle Enrique. He was dying of cancer at the time.  I knew if I waited until he was drugged up, I could get him to tell me anything.”

“Don’t look at me like that, Raven. I was ten-years-old and had just found out my daddy had a girlfriend.”

“Okay, my bad...continue.” I still thought it was fucked up she interrogated our dying uncle.

“Tio told me that your mother and our father were together all throughout college, but Daddy’s parents objected to him dating a dark-skinned, black girl. Like they ass ain’t got African all through there DNA, but I digress.  Some type of fight happened, because she was ready to get married and was like fuck your parents choose me. Daddy was weak and let her go. She left New York, got married, then somehow a few years after Daddy married my moms and they got back together. That’s all Tio knew.”

That answered a lot of my questions, but not nearly enough.

“Did he know about me?”

She shook her head.  “No. I know for a fact he didn’t. That night you called he cried like a baby. Hurt the fuck out of momma feelings. I think she realized she was runner up. Hell, I was hurt, too. I wanted to hate you at first.” She confessed.

“I’m sorry.” She looked sincerely apologetic.

“Nothing you need to apologize for. I would have never known. Y’all were so welcoming.”

I got quiet after that. My thoughts were all over the place.  I was trying work it all out in her head.

Out of my peripheral I could see her nervously chewing at her lip the entire duration, then she spoke suddenly. “Can I say something to you that I know you aren’t going to like?”

I raised an eyebrow.” Go ahead.”

“Leave Erick alone for a minute.”

I frowned.

She reached out and took my hand in hers. “I know you're plotting, that’s why you told me all of that. You finally figured out you wouldn’t heal without telling somebody.”

That was true, but I didn’t understand why I couldn’t heal with Erick here.

“You hurt his feelings, Raven. Ten years you’ve been holding on to memories, false memories of Lennox, the hero. And Erick willingly took a backseat to those memories and you let him. That wasn’t fair, Raven.

So give him some time and let him come to you. And he will come to you. Everybody but you could see that EB wasn’t and isn’t going anywhere.”

“But-”

“No buts, Raven.”

I contemplated what she said for a while. She was right. I was going to listen for once. Not listening hadn’t gotten me anywhere and I was tired of surviving shit that didn't kill me.

“Ok. No contact.”


Lennox visits EB- Erick

“It was you, wasn’t it?”

Lennox was waiting by my truck when I walked out of the station. It was my last day. I was permanently moving to Brooklyn.  Raven’s family knew, but she didn’t. She would find out when I showed up at her door, with all my shit. I was moving in.

I knew It was fucked up that I hadn’t been answering any of her calls, texts or messages on social media, but I had to teach her that she couldn’t continue treating me any type of way and expect me to forgive her. She’d gotten entirely too comfortable with taking my love for granted. However, It was partially my fault. I didn’t know how not to be there for her.

“Get the fuck away from my truck,” I snapped.

He raised his hand in defense. “I brought Raven her necklace.” He chucked it to me.

“Thanks. “I caught it, then opened my trucks door. Dismissing him

“I just have to know.”

“What?” I snapped.

“You did it didn’t you?”

I closed the door and made my way to where he stood. “What do you mean? Did I do what?”

“You killed Robert.”

I smirked. I had. “Why do you think that?”

“I saw how protective you were of her back then, then I remember seeing you sneaking out of the house right before the fire started.”

“If that’s the case, then why does she think you did it?”

Fear raced across his features. “Did she tell you I did it?”

“No. It’s not hard to put two and two together.  Before that happened, she hated you.”

“She never hated me,” he barked.

I chuckled and nodded. “She hated you. She was just never brave enough to say it. Then you lied and found a way to forever attach yourself to her.” Like I said the other night, you’re a manipulative fuckboy.

He frowned.” I never told her I did it.”

“I don’t know for sure, but I’m guessing you insinuated.”

“Why didn’t you tell her the truth?” 

I thought back to the night when I dropped her off at the airport and I had slipped up and said “kill for you, again.” She didn’t seem to notice though.

“Why so she could replace me with you as a savior?” I shook my head. “I don’t want her love because I killed for her. I would have gotten rid of Robert for any little girl. He was sick. It was obvious you didn’t love her.  I know she told you and you did nothing. I didn’t know for sure, but I was almost positive.”

“I was going to, but he—”

“Bullshit,” I said, cutting him off.   “You were going to promise to do something to string her along.  You spent your day basking in the spotlight and your nights fucking Jasmine in that tree house of yours. You weren’t going to risk that for anybody, you're weak.”

He looked like he wanted to pop off. I was hoping he did, so I could shoot his ass.

He’d been a fucking burden for ten fucking years. All I needed was any excuse to shoot him.

I asked, “How’s your wife by the way?”

He and Jasmine were married three weeks earlier, right after Raven left.  Jasmine came to me as a last resort for help. She told me he confessed that he wanted to fix things with Raven and his mother was encouraging him to. With a little help from me she was able to convince him to go through with their wedding instead. I told her he started the fire and she needed to go to find all the letters from Raven that he’d saved, but hadn’t read, then burn them. That way she could tell him that’s how she found out about what he’d done and make him stay with her.  And her deceitful ass had done it. They were perfect for each other. Jasmine fed Lennox ego and she got to live in the mediocre spotlight that came from him being married to an ex-High school and college football phenom that was mentioned once a year on SportsCenter or ESPN. They had a fucked up twisted relationship. They deserved each other.

“That pussy still dry?” I asked then cackled, taunting him.

He eyed my gun on my hip for a second before frowning.

I answered my own question. “Yeah it is. Like fucking sandpaper. She still can’t take the whole dick?” 

He clenched and unclenched his fingers. I was really trying to push him over the edge. Make him give me a reason to shoot him. Walking up on him so we stood chest to chest.

I lowered my voice and leaned in. “I thought about killing you too, that night. After smashing Robert’s head in I went looking for you. I knew deep down in my soul that she had told you about what was happening and you did nothing.  It fucked with me knowing that you had kept her from moving on with me, then let her continue to her be abused. I was going to enjoy killing your ass. The only reason you aren’t dead right now is because Jasmine stayed at your side that entire night. She’s a bitch, but she didn’t deserve to die.

As a matter of fact, I still think about killing you. I could have done it and got away with it too. Traffic stop gone wrong. Robbery. Home invasion. But I’m glad I didn’t, because then Raven would have mourned you forever --if you’d died before she got to see the real you again. That’s exactly why when your mother called her, I encouraged her not to come, knowing her hardheaded ass would do the opposite. I figured I’d I let you kill yourself, figuratively. Thank you for that.” I patted him on the back before I stepped back giving him room to breathe.

He looked like he was seconds from passing out.

“Now get the fuck away from my truck.”

He fixed his frightened face, then glared at me.  I felt the anger radiating off him. but instead of being a man and coming at me, he turned to walk off. Pussy.

“Lennox,” I called his name at the last second. He stopped and turned. “Don’t contact Raven ever again and make sure your momma doesn’t either or I’ll come see you.” I tapped the butt of my gun and smiled a genuine smile. I wasn’t worried about him telling anyone what I’d done. There was no evidence to support it. My father made sure of that and he was dead.

I waited until he drove off before I got in my truck. I momentarily flashed back to the past.

I’d snuck over to Raven’s house to show her my admittance letter. I’d just been accepted to FAMU, so we'd be leaving together in the fall. I knew from my father that Robert was supposed to be on duty, so I didn’t even check the front yard for his car. I went right to her window and just before I opened it, I heard grunts. My blood boiled at the thought of her fucking Lennox. To look through the window and find her own father on top and her, her eyes blank, like she’d die, broke something in me.

I waited until she was sleeping, snuck in the back door and smashed his head in with his nightstick. I set the kitchen and half the living room on fire, making an easy escape path for her. Then I banged at her room door, so she’d wake up. When I heard her move I ran.

My father was the only one who knew what I’d done. He’d covered for me and never brought it up again out of guilt. He’d known what Robert was doing to her.

After a three-hour flight from Tampa to Brooklyn, the first place I headed was to Raven’s house. We had unfinished business.


Epilogue- Raven

“You’ve been doing well, Raven. Making monumental strides towards being a happier, healthier you. Do you feel you're getting better after eight months with me?”

Mrs. Blackwell, my therapist, sat with her legs crossed, peering over her glasses waiting for me to answer her. Her name was ironic, because she had skin as black as ink. I knew after meeting her the first time she genuinely wanted to help. She enjoyed healing people. And I really needed that.  I liked her, but I hated going to therapy. It made me feel crazy, but after returning back to my normal life I realized how much I needed it. I worked my hardest at fixing my clients lives when mine was in shambles. And worse of all I was hurting the people that loved me.

“I do. I feel stronger.”

She waited me to elaborate and when I didn’t, she pushed forward. That was the one thing I liked about her; she wasn’t pushy.

“That’s excellent.”  She hesitated, and I already knew she was about to bring up my father. She was on a crusade to fix our now fractured relationship. “I know you weren’t ready when I asked before, but do you think you’re ready to invite your father for one of our sessions?”

I knew it. I frowned.

Running my tongue across my teeth, I fought against rising annoyance. “No.” It was a simple answer.

I’d broken down and betrayed my sisters trust by telling my father what she told me.

I had begged this man, tears and everything, to tell me about him and my mother. Anything that would clue me in to why Robert had killed her. And he said nothing, just stormed out of my condo, cursing in Spanish. Luckily Sasha understood why I told him. Daddy didn’t understand, and he blew up on her. They didn’t talk for weeks.

Months later, He still refused to tell me.  I needed to know why. That was a part of my past I kept holding on to. What had pushed Robert to the point of killing her?

I was so desperate I had even been tempted to call Mrs. D and ask her if she knew why Robert had killed my mother. Erick had asked around and found out that Mrs. D and Robert had been together even before my mother knew him.  However, I knew contacting her would drag me back down. She and her son were toxic. 

I’d also heard from Erick that Mrs. D and Jasmine had already spent most of the money I’d given Lennox.   There was also no baby. Jasmine had lied to Lennox, just as she had to Erick. His sports store was closing, and his house was being foreclosed on. I wanted to laugh at his misery, but I couldn’t—no matter what bad had happened between us, he had still saved me from Robert.  I would always be grateful to him. I just wasn’t going to deal with him. Once he cashed that check, we were even as far as I was concerned.

Mrs. Blackwell sighed before speaking to me in what I had come to call her soothing therapist tone. It annoyed me further. “I can tell by your body language that your becoming agitated.”

She was right. My arms were folded across my chest. My neck stiff. I tried to relax, but I hated when she brought up my father.

“Just hear me out, Raven,” She said.

I nodded for her to continue, even though I knew what she was about to say would go in one ear and right out of the other.

“After what your sister told you about your father, I understand your animosity. But Raven, let me put this forth, then I’ll leave the subject alone. Have you ever thought that your father is hurting just as much as you are?"

I kept my mouth closed because I really didn’t care. Fuck him. He was a grown-ass man who let his parents run his life and that resulted in my momma being murdered and me being abused by a monster. I was right in the beginning to blame him.

She stared at me for a monotonous moment, waiting.

“I have nothing to say.”

“Ok. Raven, you don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want, but you should think about it.  Do you have any question for me?”

I shook my head.

“Then, I guess were done for the day.”

With my face neutral I gave her a generic goodbye and left. I bypassed the secretary. I could schedule my next appointment on the phone. I needed to be out of that office ASAP. Pushing open the door I ran smack dab into someone.

“Wife, you’re in a hurry.” 

My body relaxed. I frowned when I found Erick’s hands empty. I looked behind him toward his truck that was parked at the curb. I just knew he hadn’t left my baby in the fucking car.

“Where’s Zoe?” I asked referring to my three-month-old daughter.

A few weeks after I came back from Florida, I found out I was three-months pregnant. Erick and I had made up by then, but we had another big fight after I told him I was pregnant. He was furious at the thought of me letting Lennox inside of me while I was pregnant, as if I done it knowingly. He didn’t shut up until I rightfully accused him of playing a hand in me going back. I believed he wanted me to return so I’d get over the veneration, as Mrs. Blackwell called it, I held for Lennox.

Leaning down he pressed a sweet kiss to my lips before answering me.

“She’s with your daddy and her abuela.”

He had to be lying. I knew darn well he hadn’t left our daughter with my father knowing how I felt about him at the moment.

I was pissed. “Really, Erick?”

He sighed. “I’m not doing this with you. She’s their grandchild. They wanted some time alone with her and I wanted some time alone with you.”

I wanted to choke his big ass, but I exhaled my annoyance.

We had been going nonstop since I gave birth. We hadn’t even had a honeymoon after our shotgun wedding.   Erick came to me about a week after we   announced that I was pregnant and gave me an ultimatum.

He said, “We are getting married and raising our child together or we will be co-parenting and raising her apart. No sex, no affection. It will be hard as hell, but I will move on.”

I couldn't even be mad that he’d given me an ultimatum.  He had needed to do it because if he allowed me to, I would have just remained as we were.

I could understand his side, but he could have taken her to my sister. Instead of pointing that out, I gave in. I was horny.

“Let’s go,” I said.  “I’m expecting you to make this night worth the trouble you’re causing. “

He wasn’t slick. I had a feeling he would disappear for half the day and I’d have to go pick up our daughter, which meant I’d have to talk to daddy. Maybe it was time though.

“I’ll definitely make up for it.”  He flicked his tongue at me then grabbed my hand as he pulled me towards his truck.

“But what about my car?” I asked.

“It’s at the house already. I took an uber, picked it up, dropped it off and drove back. I knew you wouldn’t want your car sitting in the parking lot all night.”

“Thank you.”

I kissed the side of his neck as he helped me into his truck.  Then he reached in and buckled my seat belt.

My phone rang as he was making his way around the truck.

I answered without looking to see who it was. “Hello?”

“Rav-raRaven,” a voice on the other end stammered.

I recognized it immediately.

I’m sorry for hurting you,” Lennox slurred.

He was crying. I had never heard Lennox cry

“I need you. Momma dead. Please come home, I’m sorry.”

The sound of him sobbing pulled at something in me. He said he needed me. Mentally I started coming up with excuses to tell Erick, but then I remembered Lennox had lied to me. He’d abused me.

It was hard to do, but I pulled the phone away from my ear, pushed the end button and blocked his number.

I felt Erick’s eyes on me. I hadn’t even noticed he’d gotten into the car.

“Who was that?” he asked. `

I shook off the feeling of anxiety creeping up my spine, before I turned to face my husband. “Nobody.”

Because that was who Lennox was to me; nobody

“Ok. Nobody, but by the way. My contacts from the sheriff department back home called and told me they had a Black chick and White man come by looking for you.”

“For me? That’s odd.”

“Yeah you. They asked for you by name. I called around town and come to find out she thinks Robert is her father.”

“What?”

So, the monster had a spawn?

“And get this…” He paused. I was sure for dramatic effect. “The people looking for you. Their names were Adam and Eve. “
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