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Preface

I'm back. I wrote this for Vella. My readers who don't have  Vella wanted to read it too. It's supposed to be a fun , toxic story. TOXIC is what it's supposed to be. Don't be yelling at me in reviews about these fake people acting up. 

LOL

See y'all later!

Y'all know where I be.

Don't forget to leave a review. Good or bad.


Troy

"The song's fucking good, it’ll complete the album. Stop being a pussy and stalling, ask Scarlett today, or accept your fate and go to school in five days, graduate, work for your father until you turn into him and then die."

Immediately after Kyle hung up I pushed myself up from my bed. I knew if I didn’t ask Scarlett at that moment, I probably wouldn’t do it at all.

I kept telling myself, the song is good, just ask, she’ll do it. But I was lying to myself because I didn’t think there was a chance in hell that she would actually agree to it. We had a sort of tempestuous relationship and we didn't always get along, so it was killing me— to have to ask her for anything.

But I was about to do just that because I had only five days to change my future. I knew that if I could get her to sing the latest song I'd written, I had a hit on my hands. She was Whitney, Jasmine Sullivan, and SZA mixed in one, but she wanted to be an opera singer and she refused to sing anything but opera publicly. What kind of nineteen-year-old girl wanted to sing opera?

Fuck!

My legs felt heavy as shit— like they'd been dipped in cement and my heart was throbbing like a bass line in my chest but I made my way down the hallway toward her room.

Scarlett's room was at the end of the hallway about fifty feet from mine. As I approached, the sound of my footsteps echoed off the marble floors, making me feel even more nervous.

Stopping in front of her door I could hear her talking, her voice agitated me. I gritted my teeth while raising my hand to knock, but dropped my arm before I did, "Fuck!" I yelled in my head, shut my eyes, then pushed out a breath. Steeling my nerves, I forced myself to knock.

The sound of my knuckles meeting the wooden surface echoed through the hallway, causing silence to fall on the other side of the door.

Shifting my weight from one leg to the other, I stood there, waiting anxiously for Scarlett to answer. The seconds stretched on, feeling like an eternity, until the door finally opened, and there stood Scarlett. My eyes took her in. Her long loc-ed hair was in a bun on top of her head, and designer framed glasses sat on her upturned nose, her plush brown lips were downturned in a sneer. A Bugs Bunny T-shirt hugged her thick frame and stopped at the swell of her toned, fluffy brown thighs. She was fucking hot. I really fucking hated that. She annoyed the fuck out of me.

Despite the fact that her cute round face and big brown doe eyes made her look innocent as fuck, she was a bitch. To me especially. She had such a fucking chip on his shoulder. Said I was mean to her when we were young and that I had pinched her once, ten fucking years ago. I don't even remember doing it. What I do remember is her being annoying back then. Always crying and whining when she couldn't get her way, so she probably deserved it if I did.

She leaned against the door frame, her body language oozing judgment and superiority. "What do you want?" she asked, her tone laced with an icy chill, but her eyes involuntarily wandered over my exposed flesh, fixating on the intricate tattoos that adorned my skin. She was just as attracted to and fascinated with my tats as most women were. I could see it in the way her light brown eyes would darken when I was shirtless. However, the allure abruptly faded as her gaze shifted back to my face and her sneer returned. Too bad she was repulsed by everything else about me.

I cleared my throat, drawing her eyes to mine. Feeling my palms start to sweat, I rubbed them up and down my jeans. "I was wondering if you could do me a favor," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. I fixed my eyes on her face to keep them off her breasts. She and her mother had huge tits, hips, and asses. It was hell living with them when puberty hit.

Crossing her arms and tilting her head she asked. "And what favor would that be?"

Just blurt it out I thought. "I was hoping you could sing a song for me. My band's album needs something memorable on it. I have the perfect song and a label that is interested. I just need a singer, you. I know my music is not your usual genre, but I think you could really do it justice."

She huffed a laugh. "Me? Sing for you?" She pointed to herself. "Please. Fuck I look like wasting my talent on you?" She rolled her neck.

I felt my face flush with anger, but I tried to keep my cool. I fought every instinct in me to keep from calling her out of her name. "Come on, it would be one song."

She just shook her head. "Sorry, but I have more important things to do than waste my time with your dream of being the white Slash." She rolled her eyes this time. 

“Unless you’re paying me?”

The smirk on her face let me know she was enjoying turning me down.

The muscles in my neck tightened. I ran my tongue over my teeth “No, I can’t pay you at this moment. I can when the album makes money, I'll put it on paper that you get paid when I do.” I tried to sound contrite.

“Then no.” She waved me off a second later. She hadn't even thought about it.

This bitch.

I snapped. “One fucking song? I gotta pay you? You wouldn’t even have half the shit you have if it weren’t for my father...”

Her face fell flat because she knew what I was saying was true. Before her mother met my father, they hadn't lived in a mansion, they didn't drive foreign cars. Scarlett wouldn't have ever been able to go live in Paris for five years rent-free. She wouldn't be wearing thousand-dollar designer glass frames. My father afforded her mother and her all of that. My mother dying afforded them that. 

Janet, her mother had been my mother’s hospice nurse. Janet started fucking my father a year before my mother died. I know it to be a fact because I caught her sucking his dick. My father acted as if it was a one-time thing. A slip up, but Janet and Scarlett moved in six months after my mother was buried. My mother's year-long battle with cancer and her death was their come up. And they wondered why I didn't like them.

After getting over her hurt feelings, Scarlett’s eyes narrowed to slits. She opened her mouth to refute what I said. I had already heard all of her and her mother’s stupid fucking excuses as to why her mother was a whore. I didn't want to hear a repeated or new one. It would just piss me off more.

“Just fucking shut up and go!!” I reached out, stopping myself just short of wrapping my hands around her scrawny little neck. I grabbed her by her shoulders and shoved her back into her room, then I banged the door shut behind her. I knew I had fucked up by losing it, but I was too angry to care.

As I walked away, her door creaked open. I could feel her eyes on my back. “That’s why I won't do shit for your violent ass," she yelled.

I kept walking. If I looked back or responded and she said more, I might have gone back and done something I’d regret. I opened my bedroom door, then slammed it shut.

I need a fucking drink!

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down, but my anger was riding my back. I couldn't let her keep getting away with talking down to me like she always did anymore. 

I started pacing back and forth in my room, trying to come up with a plan for revenge. All types of dubious, violent shit flashed in my head. I wanted to kidnap the bitch and take her to my father's cabin in the woods —where nobody could hear her scream and teach her the correct way to talk to people. 

The way I'd ruin her... 

Fuck, I couldn't do that. I resisted the urge to pick up the lamp next to my bed and throw it. Sitting down on the side of my bed I ran my hand over my head and exhaled. I didn't know what I was going to do in retaliation, but I was going to do something.


Scarlett

"Five more laps," Hilary demanded.

I stopped mid-stroke, my arms still extended as I floated in the water. The smell of chlorine stung my nose, reminding me why I hated swimming. The chemicals were hell on my hair, skin, and sinuses.

Running my hand down my face, I wiped away water and sweat, then opened my eyes. My head swiveled in the direction her voice had come from. She had the nerve to be sitting on the edge of the pool, looking cute, with her two-piece bikini accentuating her curves, doing nothing. But she was telling me I had to swim five more laps? This was supposed to be our workout, not just mine, but she hadn't moved an inch since we arrived, a little after midnight. She’d just sat on the side of the pool, ordering me to swim. I wasn't doing it.

“No.” I said, meaning it with all my heart.

I shook my head. "You obviously have lost your mind." Or maybe I had. Asking an Olympic qualifying college track star to help me get in shape was insane. She was in way better shape than I had ever been or probably ever would be. I was a size sixteen, in pretty decent shape, and I looked good but I just didn’t think I needed the extra weight in Paris. I would already stand out as one of the only Black women there, training to be an Opera singer. I didn’t need to be the biggest too. Despite the stereotype, not all opera singers were overweight. I wanted to be thick, fine, and sexy.

I should have done another five laps. But there was no way to ignore the burning in my muscles and the ache in my lungs. All I was about to do was get out of the pool, shower, and sleep. I had five quiet days to myself before my next two years got hectic. I wasn't going to spend them sore.

Hilary didn’t seem to be paying any attention to me though. I followed her line of sight up to the balcony on the third floor of my house.

I frowned. Troy was up there, staring down at me with a blank expression on his face. There was no warmth in his eyes, no emotion. I knew he was probably still mad about the fact that I wouldn’t sing his stupid song. It sounded petty, but if he had been a bit nicer to me over the years, I might have felt bad about it. I knew how badly he wanted to succeed and I understood that. We had that in common. But fuck him. I said no for all the times he disrespected my mother or bullied me. It actually felt really good to say no to him.

“Your brother is so weird sometimes," Hilary volunteered, breaking me out of my daze. I snatched my gaze away from Troy to look at her again, annoyed.

“But he’s also weirdly hot, in a serial killer way." She ran her tongue across her lips and raised her hand to give him a little wave.

I rolled my eyes. “He’s not my brother. Stop calling him that." I knew my annoyance was irrational, but he wasn’t my brother.

She smirked at me without looking at me. “Technically he’s your brother, which is why I haven’t fucked him yet." She posed, pushing out her breasts, putting them on display for Troy, her nipples strained against her hot pink bathing top. She was a petite girl but had curves that rivaled my own, a dimpled round pretty face, a head full of long curly hair, and light, clear skin. “I don’t need you mad at me for breaking his heart," she said loud enough for him to hear.

I groaned, rubbing my forehead. "Goodnight, Hilary," I said, dismissing her. It was too late for her shenanigans, she was too fucking much.

"But-." She started.

I cut her off. "Nope, no buts, I'm going to bed."  We had been friends for years, she practically came and went in my home as she pleased. She knew her way out."

I forced myself not to look up at the balcony as I swam towards the edge of the pool, feeling Troy's eyes on me the entire time. An evil thought crept into my mind causing a wicked grin to slowly spread across my face. I took my time hoisting myself up out of the water. The one-piece thong bathing suit I wore plunged down the middle, exposing most of my breasts and my torso. My curves were on full display.

As I grabbed my towel from the lounge chair, I bent over to dry my feet and legs, making sure to give Troy a perfect view of my round ass. I could feel his heated gaze on me, causing a rush of adrenaline to surge through my veins. This was what I lived for, the thrill of fucking with his head. I knew I couldn't physically beat him, but I could torture him a little in other ways.

I was aware that Troy found me attractive. He'd been sneaking peeks since I was about seventeen. I got a kick out of teasing him. Nothing too blatant. Once, I dropped my towel in front of him. His eyes had gone all wide, and he had been so awkward after. I knew I was playing with fire, and that one day he might seek revenge, but I couldn't help myself.

After I finished drying off, I stood and glanced up over my shoulder at him. Sure enough, his dark eyes were still on me. I snickered in his face before entering the house.

 Troy and Hilary were almost immediately forgotten. I walked past the living room and into the foyer. I checked outside the front window to see if my parents had come back home yet and saw they hadn’t. I was relieved. They probably wouldn’t be back until morning, which meant I had my first day of freedom free of them and their nagging me about being prepared for Paris.

I jogged up the two flights of stairs —counting it as exercise. I went straight to the bathroom in my bedroom.

After adjusting the water, I stepped into the shower, closed my eyes, and let the warm water wash away the chlorine and sweat from my body. For a while, I just stood there, enjoying the momentary peace and quiet.

"Twelve to sixteen-hour days were killing me. I sang, did school work, rinse, and repeat. I need a fucking break. I needed sleep.

After a few minutes, I reached for my favorite lavender-scented body wash and lathered up. The soothing aroma calmed my senses and washed away any remaining tension from my muscles.

Once I finished showering, I wrapped myself in a fluffy white towel and headed to my bedroom. I lotioned my body, then settled into bed naked, pulling my sheet over my body.

I had one last thing to do before I could sleep.

Shutting my eyes and pushing out a breath, I spread my legs. 

Masturbating had become a sort of ritual of mine, I couldn't sleep without doing it. My hand slipped under the sheet and between my thighs. My pussy was burning hot and clenching. I slid my fingers between the slippery folds. My cream was flowing thickly and slid down the globes of my ass wetting my bed sheets. I was ashamed to think about why I was already so wet. Instead, I concentrated on the feeling that came from sliding my fingers through my juices. I thought about finger fucking myself, but I knew my own fingers wouldn’t be enough. I decided to focus on rubbing and massaging my clit, which was already aching for attention. The familiar, much welcomed sensations of tightness and tingling started in the pit of my stomach and bubbled to the surface. I kept rubbing until it burst. Arcs of intense pleasure ripped through my body, stealing my breath. I was flying. Sailing.

“So, this is what you do when you’re alone.”

And just like that, I crashed.

Short of breath, and startled, my heart leaped into my throat and my body tensed. I was so embarrassed I wanted to just die for a few hours.

My brownie brittle complexioned skin hid the heat that warmed my face.

Troy was standing at my door shirtless, his jeans riding low on hips, barefooted.

Paralyzed I watched him take five long legged steps to cover the space between him and my bed to snatch my sheet away. Throwing it behind him, he then lorded over me, his gaze fixed on my naked body.

When I snapped out of my shocked state I yelled “get the fuck out,” while trying to cover my too big body with my hands.

“No. I asked you a question that I want an answer to. Is this what you do when you’re alone? Who would have thought my lil sister, the apple of our parent's eyes is a finger fucking pillow princess?” He taunted me.

I sneered up at him. I hated when he called me his sister. “I’m not your sister. Fuck you and fuck off.”

He threw head back and laughed, a deriding laugh. “And pillow princess curses?”

His mocking me pissed me off “I gritted my teeth. Shut up and get out asshole.” I choked out.

He rebutted with a smirk. “Make me, little sister.”

I snapped “Fuck you, get out, you limp dick.” I slammed my hand over my mouth, wishing I could take the words back. I hadn’t been thinking.

My words caused the angriest expression to color his face. The way his eyes narrowed, I knew I had fucked up.

I hadn’t been a witness to his high school humiliation but I had heard about it. Veronica, the girl he’d been in love with in high school had ridiculed him publicly for his lackluster sexual performance when he broke up with her for cheating. They called him limp dick for months in school. Troy's own father found the incident amusing and even turned it into a topic of dinner conversation. 

Troy had flipped the dining room table that day. He had a temper I tried not to rile.

He already hated it when I called him names, but I went and made it personal this time. I really fucked up.

“What you call me?” His voice was low and menacing. Something maniacal and mean danced in his red rimmed, ice blue eyes.

Shaking, I eased back against my headboard, shrinking away from his anger.

He looked high and most likely was. His daddy had constantly complained about him spending his money popping pills and snorting coke while he was away.

I had really fucked up.

My throat constricted and my heart sped up.

“I’m sor-“ I started. My words turned into a scream as he lunged towards me. My flight instinct kicked in. I scrambled away, crawling towards the safety of the opposite side of my bed. His large hand wrapped around my ankle, stopping me. After a forceful yank, my face hit the mattress. He dragged me across the bed to him, lifting me effortlessly, as if I weighed nothing. Floating, my feet dangled off the ground, defying gravity. My back was pressed into his hard chest.

His pale tatted up arm wrapped around my middle like a vice grip, tight enough to force air out of my lungs. His hands covered my mouth forcing me to swallow my scream. I kicked out, thrashing violently against his hard frame trying to break free. Despite the fact that I knew that if he didn't release me, I wouldn't be able to escape.

I kept struggling though, as he carried me toward my room door. I was too scared to even think about where he was taking me or what he was about to do to me.

The blaring sound of our parent's car alarm being activated startled us both. I heard Troy growl and mumble something illegible under his voice. His grip on me relaxed, giving me the chance to kick out and break free. I landed hard, cracking my right knee on the tiled floor. Pain splintered down my leg but it didn’t stop me. Adrenaline flooded my veins. I rebounded to my feet, shoving past Troy.

My bare feet slapped against the tile as I ran, rushing out of my bedroom door, I made a right in the hall, headed towards the stairs that were twenty feet in front of me. Thinking I was almost free.

Wrong.

I could hear Troy’s footfalls right behind me. Quick and light on his feet, he was hot on my heels.

Troy’s hard body slammed into mine. We crashed against the exterior wall of my room. The impact knocked the air out of my lungs, leaving me gasping for a breath.

“Gotcha” Troy whispered menacingly before bursting into laughter that rang in my ears.

The relief that came over me when I heard the front door open was quickly snatched away. Troy’s large hand slammed over my mouth and my nose, robbing me of air. I was forced to choose whether to struggle or to breathe. I chose to breathe.

He gathered me in his arms. His forearm was once again wrapped around my waist tight enough to break ribs, making sure I couldn't get away again. I went loose in his arms, hoping my dead weight made it difficult to carry me. He didn’t slow down one bit. He carried me towards the back stairs that would lead to the kitchen. I remained stock still in his arms concentrating on not panicking so I didn’t run out of air.

He is just fucking with you I told myself. Troy had hated me from the moment he laid eyes on me and he told me so. I was ten and he was twelve. He was too young to have any decorum so he came right out and told me to my face “I hate you” and over the years he had proved it.

 He’d been my only bully. He hated my mother because she’d been cheating with his father while his mother was dying and took it out on me. I thought he was righteous in his anger. What our parents had done was fucked up, but it should have been his father he took it out on not me.

But this behavior was new.

He was mean, but he had never done anything truly violent to me and the name calling had all stopped when he’d left with his band to tour shitty cities all over America in search of fame. His father had agreed to fund his dreams of being a Rockstar for two years. If he failed, he was supposed to return home and start working at one of their families' mortgage companies.

Despite having talent and a great voice. It hadn't worked out. His return home from his failed music career had changed him. He was angrier than ever and bitter about having to give up his dream. And it seemed like I was going to be the one to pay for his misery.

A chill of fear crept up my spine as he carried me down two flights of stairs, and through the stainless kitchen to the door that led to the basement. The panic I’d been trying to keep at bay kicked in.

It scared me to think of what he might have planned. It had to be devious if he was forcing me into the soundproof dungeon his father had turned into a bedroom/ studio for him —in exchange for him putting an end to torturing my mom and I with his nastiness. 

I had never been down there but had heard girls at school and around town talk about it. I wasn’t going down there. I waited. I knew he’d have to either let me go or remove his hand to punch six digits into the keypad.

He removed his hand.

I took in a deep breath pulling air into my oxygen starved lungs. I opened my mouth to scream.

“Do it and I’ll push you down the fucking stairs. “He threatened, his already deep voice raw and oozing with malice.

I believed him. I slammed my mouth shut. 

He ran the tip of his nose down then up the side of my neck, stopping at my ear he whispered, “Good girl.”

The door beeped open. My feet hit the cold steps. He shoved me, forcing me forward. We descended down the steep, dark stairs.

“Alexa lights on.” He ordered when we hit the last step.

I shielded my eyes from the bright light that flooded the room. The door slammed shut. I realized the gravity of my situation but held back tears and bit my lip, remaining silent. There was no point in calling for help because nobody would hear me. I was trapped.


Scarlett

My eyes darted around the space, looking for an escape though I already knew there was only one way in and out, it was a basement. 

In one corner was studio equipment, guitars, and a recording booth. On the other side of the room was a huge custom bed that took up most of the space, and off in the corner was a huge modular sofa. It wasn’t the torture chamber I expected but I still didn't want to be down there.

Before I could process any more of my surroundings, Troy wrapped his huge hands around my waist, picked me up again and carried me to his sofa. I bounced after landing. I jumped up to face him head-on. I was five feet, ten inches barefoot, but still, I had to crane my neck to do it.

“Okay, I get it, I was out of line. Now let me go back to my room.” I tried to sound firm and threatening. I wanted him to think I would fight him if I had to. Though there was no way I would actually stand a chance if things got physical. He was huge.

“Shut the fuck up and sit down.” The words erupted from his chest.

He didn't give me a chance to follow his directions. His meaty hand shot out and found its way to my throat. He didn’t apply enough pressure to hurt me, just enough to let me know he could. Shoving me back down onto the sofa, he descended to his knees, bringing us to eye level, face to face.

“Now, say what the fuck you said to me in your room again.” He demanded. His hot breath coated in whiskey invaded my nose, burning.

High and drunk. His erratic behavior now made sense.

I stammered out a “I’m sorry.”

He chuckled. “No, you’re not. You’re scared. You thought you were funny in your room and earlier at the pool, while putting on your little show. Laugh now.”

Damn right I was scared. It was taking everything in me not to break down into a crying mess.

“Say it again, Scarlett.”

His hand tightened around my neck.

"Troy, please let me go, I promise I won’t tell anybody," I squeaked, trying to reason with him, but also lying. I would make sure his father locked his crazy ass up under the mental hospital as soon as I got out of that room.

He shook his head. “Not until you say it again,” he taunted.

Everything in me knew that even after I said what he wanted me to say, he wasn’t going to let me go. He hadn't gone through all the trouble to carry me downstairs just to let me walk back up them. But still, I repeated my earlier words, “limp dick.”

He nodded and chuckled. “That’s it. Limp dick. You called me limp dick.”

He let my neck go, but it wasn’t the reprieve I’d thought it would be. His left hand immediately wrapped around my waist-length box braids. He tugged, dragging me up from the sofa with him until we both stood. I heard his zipper.

On their own volition, my eyes dropped down past tight muscles that lined his hard stomach. I watched him reach inside his jeans and pull out a very prominent hard-on. He was at least nine inches and thick.

“Oh my God," I murmured.

He laughed.

"Tsk, tsk, doesn’t look very limp, now does it, cotton ball?" He wagged it and.

I ground my teeth. His calling me cotton ball like he did when I was little irked the fuck out of me. My fear dissipated, aggravation replacing it.

“Okay, Troy, I get the point. You can call me names and taunt me, wave your dick in my face but God forbid I insult you.”

He chuckled low. “You didn’t insult me, you insulted my dick. Apologize to him.” He stabbed it in my direction.

"You're so fucking immature. Put your dick away," I said, reaching up and trying to pry his hands away from my hair, digging my nails into his hands. 

Instead of letting go, his grip tightened. He used my hair like a rope to sling me backward onto the sofa.

"Please keep fighting me, Scar, it makes my dick harder," he growled, not in the sexy way men growl demands, but like an animal.

Catching me off guard, he maneuvered himself to sit across my lap. The rough material of his expensive jeans rubbed against my skin, making me hyperaware of the fact that I was naked. How in the fuck had I forgot? I froze, stiff and cold as an ice cube.

My eyes rushed up to Troy's, but as soon as I saw them, I knew he was gone. They were dilated so large that his pupils looked nearly black and had turned to glass. Whatever he had taken had fully kicked in. There would be no reasoning with him.

He gripped my wrist and brought my hand to his mouth, where his impossibly long, pink tongue unrolled and began to lap at my fingers. Then he wrapped his lips around them and began to suck them into his mouth, groaning.

A gasp left my throat, nearly causing me to choke on my own spit. The fingers he was licking and sucking were the ones I had been using to pleasure myself earlier. Troy took it a step further, wrapping his free hand around his dick and stroking it from base to head in one languid stroke.

I watched him out of morbid curiosity, dazed as he continued to stroke himself. Watching him had my body aching in ways it shouldn’t have been. I felt my pussy growing wet and my dried-up juices becoming sticky. My face burned with shame. I wanted to run and hide, but his earlier threat of enjoying my fighting him kept me still. I lay there, unmoving, watching him stroke himself, every once in a while a grunt or a hiss would leave his mouth but my fingers never did.

My body was trembling.

I closed my eyes to try and control my unwanted arousal, but then a guttural moan ripped from Troy's mouth. I felt something hot and thick on my stomach. I just knew he hadn't cum on me. My eyes fluttered open just in time to watch him aim and shoot the rest of his orgasm all over my chest and tits. He moaned, his eyes rolling back into his head. Seconds later, finally, he let my hand slip from his mouth.

If cumming on me wasn't humiliating enough, he raised his hands and massaged his release into my flesh like lotion. Then, he lay next to me, wrapping his arms around my waist. He fell asleep almost immediately. I was too scared to move or do anything, afraid to wake him. It didn't take long before I drifted off too, hoping that when I woke up, it would all have been a nightmare.


Troy

Something about oatmeal always made me queasy. Maybe it was the texture or maybe it was the smell, I don't know, I just know I hated it. But I found myself shoving a spoonful into my mouth as my father droned on about the college classes I should sign up for. Eating It was the only way I could keep myself from sneering across the table at him. I hated having breakfast with him but he insisted. He had all the money and power, so here I was.

"Are you ready for school, Troy?"

"Troy." My father called my name sternly. "Do you hear me?"

"Yes, I heard you and I'm ready." I nodded, lying just to get him off my back.

I despised even the idea of going to school —day in and day out — just to become a corporate zombie like him. I had four days to figure out how to make sure that never happened.

His face twisted.

I dropped my eyes, already knowing what came next. He was going to bitch about something. My hair, my tattoos, anything.

My father studied me with a critical eye, his gaze lingering on my tattoos peeking out from under the collar of my white t-shirt.

"It's going to take a fortune to have those tattoos removed from your neck," he remarked disapprovingly.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes and instead took another spoonful of oatmeal, spending the rest of his lecture thinking about Scarlett. I was anxious to get back downstairs to her. I held back a chuckle. She was going to be a fun toy to play with. I had been looking for an opportunity, any excuse, really to get my claws on her. 

She acted all prim and proper, and our parents ate it up. It was fucking annoying. But I know the truth now. The perfect little princess was not so perfect after all.

She should have just sung my fucking song. Then I wouldn't have gone looking for something to bribe her with. And boy, did I find a treasure trove of dirty, nasty secrets. She was a whore like her mother, and I had proof. Now, not only would she sing for me, but she'd do so many other things. The night before was just the beginning. 

I hadn't even gone into her room to pseudo-kidnap her. I was just going to show her what I had on her and make her sing my song. But she had to open her snooty little mouth and disrespect me. That was one time too many. I snapped, singing wasn't going to be enough. That's why I carried her to the basement. It would just be me and her down there. Nobody would hear her pleas or her moans.

As soon as my father's attention shifted to his newspaper, I quickly finished my oatmeal. Pretending it tasted like Scarlett's pussy made it taste better. I stood up from the table after, eager to escape the suffocating atmosphere of the kitchen.

"Excuse me," I muttered. I started making my way toward the stairs. But before I opened the door to the basement, I remembered the most crucial part of my plan. I stopped and turned back.

“Father, I forgot to relay a message to your wife before she left,” I said, trying to sound respectful.

My father looked up from the paper with a raised eyebrow, probably because of my tone. I was laying it on too thick.

I cleared my throat and tried again. “Scarlett asked me to tell Janet that she would be spending the five days before she leaves for Paris with Hilary.” I lied.

Hilary was another whore, not Scarlett's friend at all. I let her suck my dick and she said she would cover for me and say Scarlett was with her without asking any questions.

My father nodded. "Will do. You make sure you're ready for school on Monday," he said before returning to reading the newspaper. I didn't even let his words annoy me. I opened the door and rushed to close it quickly behind me. Scarlett had been asleep when I'd gone to breakfast. I hoped she still was.

I took the stairs down two at a time. As soon as my foot hit the basement floor, my head snapped back. "What the hell?" My vision went blurry for a moment, and I stumbled backwards. I grabbed the stair handle to regain my balance. When I looked down, my tambourine was at my feet.

My eyes flicked over to the wall of my belongings that Scarlett had barricaded herself behind. She was holding another tambourine, prepared to throw it. She looked like a cornered animal, wild and terrified.

 I smirked. The little fight she had in her was cute. I was going fuck all of it out of her.

I raised my hand and ran it across my head, checking for any signs of bleeding. Luckily, there was none. After making sure I wasn't bleeding to death, I pretended like she hadn't just tried to take my head off and casually made my way over to my sofa. I pulled up my sagging jeans then obnoxiously flopped down onto it, putting my feet up on the coffee table. The room was a mess, with clothes and empty beer bottles strewn everywhere. I would make her clean up, after some fun activities.

I rested my head on the armrest and closed my eyes. I was still a bit hungover. I swore I was never going to pop Molly again while drinking.

"I see you've made yourself at home in my humble abode. Do you like what I did with the place? By the way, if you throw one more of my fucking belongings..." I let the rest of the threat hang in the air.

"Why are you doing this, Troy? Let me go," she whined.

I shrugged. "You brought this on yourself. All I asked you to do was give me an hour or two of your time. But you wouldn't, now I'm going to take those two hours and many more."

She scoffed. "If you hurt me, you're going to prison."

I chuckled. "Relax, princess. You'll be fine as long as you do what I say."

"Fuck it, I'll sing the fucking song," she said, thinking it would be as easy as that.

I nodded. "That will be a start." I pulled my cell phone from my pants pocket.

"What else is it that you want me to do?" The way her voice shook, I think she knew.

"I want you to be my little pet. Do whatever I want, whenever I want. And if you're a good girl, your momma won't ever find out what a bad girl you actually are."

She shot me a pissed off look. "No way. I'm not going to be your plaything, Troy."

A laugh erupted from my chest. "You don't have a choice, sweetheart."

I pushed a few buttons on my phone and Chromecasted the pictures I’d found onto the large TV screen in the room.

She gasped behind me.

"Yep, that's you, on your knees, with the dick of the dean at the fancy performance art college you go to in your mouth. Would your mother let you go to Paris with him if she knew you'd be fucking him on my father's dime? "

I tisked, shaking my head. "I don't think so."


Scarlett

So that was his angle? A few pictures of me and the dean. I laughed mentally as I reared back, hurling his massive stage boot—the kind that weighed at least fifteen pounds—at his head. It skimmed his cheek, leaving only a trace of red but knocking the smugness off his face.

He sprang to his feet, turning to glare at me.

I raised my middle finger in his direction, making sure he saw the smile on my face as I taunted him. 

"First, you sound jealous that it wasn’t your dick, perv. 

Second. You lose. My mother already knows." I laughed. "You know what she said? He took advantage of me. Power dynamics and all. He won’t be going to Paris.

My smile grew wider as his frown grew. He opened his mouth to say something. I didn’t want to hear it. I let the other boot I’d been hiding fly. This time it found its mark, crashing into his forehead. He buckled, going down to one knee. 

I took off running for the stairs. It was nine in the morning. I knew our parents, or at least his dad, would be in the kitchen. They were creatures of habit and ate breakfast at the same time every day. With my heart pounding in my chest, I raced up the stairs, taking them two at a time. I raised my hand and banged on the door, screaming. All I needed was for one of our parents to hear me, and Troy would end up in the mental hospital where he belonged.

Suddenly, Troy’s strong arms wrapped around me from behind. He lifted me off the ground. I struggled, swinging my arms and legs, screaming, and flailing wildly, but he held on tight. He carried me back down the stairs, my attempts to break free proving pointless. As he reached the bottom of the staircase, I finally stopped fighting and let my body go limp in his arms hoping he'd think I'd given up.

Soon as he dropped me, I rebounded to my feet and got ready to run back behind my makeshift wall. His fist wrapped around the oversized wife beater of his that I had on. I heard the fabric rip as he snatched me back into him. He lifted me off my feet again, my lungs deflated as my back hit a wall. I coughed trying to catch my breath.

His extremely hard dick was pressed into my stomach reminding me of what he said about liking a fight. I didn't need a repeat of the night before. I froze. Then I thought about the fact that he had a phone. If I could get it from him, I could call our parents or at least 911 if he had it locked.

My eyes volleyed around the room. He had so much shit that I could hit him with it and knock him out if I got away again. I just had to get away. I leaned in and pressed my teeth into his bottom lips.

"Fuck," He cursed, then I felt him reach between us. Hissing through the pain of my teeth sinking deeper, he grabbed my right nipple, which had slipped out of the side of his shirt and twisted. The pain instantly made me let him go.

My eyes watered. “You’re a fucking asshole,” I screamed in his face. He let me go, with a dark chuckle. Thick fingers wrapped around my throat, flexing as he tightened them. His grip was oppressive enough to hold me in place, but not enough to take my breath away.

His eyes were on fire. I glared back at him. He narrowed his eyes further.

"See, I was going to be nice." He paused and shook his head. "Not nice, but nicer than I am going to be now.

Holding me in place by my neck, he dug into his pocket and pushed a few buttons. "Look at the screen, Scarlett." His smug tone was back. I moved my eyes to the TV. There was a slideshow of pictures of us from the night before. My hand was in his mouth. I was touching him. You could clearly see the lust and fascination in my eyes. There were pictures of us cuddled together while sleeping. It looked as if I had been a willing participant in his debauchery and my own kidnapping.

I felt my mouth go slack.

He laughed. "See, I always have more than one trick up my sleeve. If this doesn’t work, I have your diary. “Such filthy thoughts and deeds, little sister. He tsked in my face.”

I wanted to bite him again, those were my private thoughts.. I tucked my lips in my mouth to fight the temptation.

He continued, "I also have your old phone. Who were you sending naked pictures to?" He slid his hand under his shirt, his finger crawled up my flesh, causing a tingle to creep down my spine. "I am jealous of him. He knew long before I did how pretty these tits are.” He ran a warm palm over my right breast, squeezing it firmly, then he teased my nipple, causing it to grow harder.

"Fuck you." I raised my hand and smacked his hand away. I was ashamed that I was actually getting wet.

Troy smirked. Dropped his hand from my neck, then grabbed both of my wrists, holding them against the wall, he applied more of his weight against me and leaned his head down. He began gently kissing my collarbone. 

I focused on my indignation instead of the sensation his tongue caused when he began to trail it over my skin up to my ear.

"I think you kind of like this. It feeds into your role-playing fantasies. You want me to dress up like a robber and take it from you? You want me to use you as a cum dumpster? Breed you like the slut you are?"

I felt my face turning red. I hated that he knew about all the fantasies I had. I hated that my pussy was clenching so hard in reaction to his words, it was shameful.

"Would you have sung my song then. After I forced you to cum all over my dick?"

Yes, I would have. I thought but didn’t dare say it.

Don’t speak little sister. I already know you like this. You’re trembling and can’t catch your breath. He let go of my left wrist and cupped my pussy. “Your pussy is so hot, I can feel the heat through the fabric of my jeans, I bet if I slide a finger in it’ll be extra wet too.”

Humiliation and embarrassment blazes across my cheeks. I could feel my juice slicking my thighs. I knew he could too.

"Please, Troy."

"Please what, Scarlett?"

"Let me go. I’ll do what you say. Don’t do this."

He chuckled in my ear and said, "I understand. You don’t like that I know what’s in that filthy little mind of yours. You feel too exposed. You like what’s happening to you, what will happen to you, but don’t want to. You know you’re going to enjoy every minute of the obscene things I’m going to do to you. Right now, your body has you feeling complicit and not coerced.

"He abruptly pulled away. “Don’t worry, when I’m done with you, you’ll have done things you never even imagined. Things I’ll force you to do.

He stepped back, giving me room to breathe, running his hand through his hair, he shoved his phone into his pocket.

With my fist balled at my side, I asked between gritted teeth, "What are you going to make me do? Suck your dick? Fuck you? Crawl for you? All because I wouldn’t sing a song for you?" I was hoping to make him think about how fucking crazy he sounded.

A devilish grin spread across his face. "All of the above and more, Scarlett and yes, all because you wouldn’t sing for me.” He nodded. “If you play by my rules, do as I say, when I say it. Maybe, just maybe, none of your secrets will come out. The next four days will be a lesson in humility for you."

My eyes flew open. "What do you mean, four days? I leave for Paris on Monday?"

He shrugged. "Exactly. That gives me four days to teach you."

I tried to maintain my composure, but my voice trembled slightly. "How are you going to explain me missing for four days to my mother?"

He cocked his head and smirked. "Your friend is helping me with that. I put my nutsack on Hilary's chin, and now she’s willing to tell your mother anything I tell her to."

I slid down the wall, dropping to my ass. Hilary’s fucking ass. I was going to punch her dead in the mouth when I next saw her. She was so fucking pathetic when it came to boys. This was turning out to be worse than I thought it would be. Four fucking days?

"No time for pouting, brat. Get up, up, up." He gave instructions, clapping his hands.

I remained seated.

"Get Scarlett, now," he demanded. "Don’t make me get you up." His voice boomed throughout the basement.

I pushed myself off the ground.

"Put this on."

A piece of fabric hit my face. I grabbed it before it hit the floor. I look down at it, then back at Troy.

"What is this?"

"Your uniform. I was saving it for later, but now you have a mess to clean up

I examined the flimsy material in my hands. It was a spandex one-piece maid uniform. I almost opened my mouth to tell him to fuck off. I wasn’t wearing it, but then I thought better of it. He had me between a rock and a hard place.

 I might have been able to explain away the pictures with him and me in them and I didn't care if my mother knew about my diary. Knowing her, she'd probably already read it. But the pictures on my phone could be my downfall. My mother would not let me go off to Paris if she found out how I'd secured my spot in the music program.

I applied too late, not listening to her. I was accepted but put on the waitlist. It was long. I would have had to wait for one to two years. My mother would have said to forget it all together when she found out. She had higher expectations of me than she did of herself. When I procrastinated, she got mad. It would really piss her off to know the pictures Troy had —were sent to the dean of admissions at my new school to move me up on the waiting list. She'd be especially mad after the incident at my current school. I hadn't fucked the dean for anything in return other than orgasms, he was too tempting not to. I was sad it had to end.

Knowing I had to do what I had to do, I pushed myself away from the wall, closed my eyes, and pulled Troy’s ripped shirt off, then slid on the uniform.

It was way too small for my frame and felt like those cheap Halloween costumes against my skin. My ass was hanging from the bottom of the skirt, and my breasts were nearly falling out the side of the top. I refused to look down at myself.

Troy stared at me, chewing at his bottom lip. I could feel the weight of his eyes hungrily scanning my body from top to bottom. "Fuck, you look better than I imagined."

I rocked back and forth on my feet, awaiting directions. I already resigned myself to doing whatever he said, so I didn’t scowl or frown. I schooled my features. When it was my turn for revenge, I wanted him to remember how cooperative I had been. And I would get revenge.

As the silence stretched on, I couldn't take it any longer. "What do you want me to do now?" I asked, my voice steady.

"Come here and give me a kiss. The boo-boo you gave me still hurts." He smirked.

I rolled my closed eyes, and took a deep breath, reminding myself that four days was not that long and Paris was worth whatever he wanted me to do.

Slowly, I closed the distance between us, my heart pounding in my chest. Each step felt like I was dragging a weight behind me. I stopped a couple of feet from his space. He stepped forward, putting us so close that a strong wind couldn’t get between us. I rose up on my tiptoes and pressed my lips to his. He moved his lips, urging me to move mine. I did. He slid his tongue into my mouth, he tasted like cinnamon and sugar. We kissed until we were both panting hard. Out of nowhere He grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged my head back. He stared down at me, with wickedness in his eyes as I tried to catch my breath and calm my body down. My chest rose and fell rapidly. I could barely breathe, I was so turned on.

"Now clean my room. Start with the wall of junk you built.” He gently nudged me.

I rolled my eyes and twisted my lips but turned on my bare feet to do his bidding. He followed behind me, pulling one of his guitars from the wall of junk, as he called it. I really regretted not hitting him with one of them now.

I started putting everything back where I found it while he sat on the sofa and played his guitar. He kept strumming the same melody over and over until I was humming it. I had gotten everything put away and was picking up his shoes, ready to return them to his closet when I suddenly became aware of him behind me. I tried to stand, but his hand weighed down on my back, keeping me bent at the waist, my pussy exposed from the back.

"Don’t move, or my dick will slip into you. I don’t think you're ready for that yet."

I stood stock still.

Close your legs together," he said, nearly panting  his instructions.

I did what he said, holding my knees.

He slipped his dick between my pussy lips and let it slide in between my wet folds. He moved his hips back then forth again and again. Every stroke caused friction against my clit. The sensations had me wanting to cum, and before I knew what I was doing, I was moving with him, chasing my orgasm.

He panted from behind me, picking up speed. His breath hitched, then I felt his hot cum shoot out all over my pussy and thighs. When his dick stopped jerking, he shoved me forward, disengaging himself. I leaned against his bed, catching my breath.

He was strumming his guitar again within seconds. When I regained my composure, I stood and walked toward the bathroom.

"Where are you going?"

"To clean myself," I replied, not looking at him. I was going to clean myself after I rubbed my throbbing clit. My orgasm hummed right under the surface of my skin. It felt like I needed it as much as I needed my next breath.

He shook his head. "No. Finish cleaning, just as you are."

I gritted my teeth. My eyes strayed to his jeans that he’d left on the floor. His cell phone was there. I thought maybe I should risk getting it. Fuck Paris. Getting Troy in trouble might be more enjoyable. I shook my head, deciding against it, then returned to cleaning. I could feel my juices and his cum, thick like vanilla icing, drying on me and turning sticky as I did.

I picked up all his empty food containers, shoving them in the garbage bag I’d found. I hated touching everything in his room. He lived like a pig.

"Scarlett,” He called to me from the sofa, “I want you to sing the chorus to this song. It goes like this to the melody I was playing earlier.” He said, then recited the words to me. “He said I look pretty when I die, la petite morte. He said I look pretty when I lie, petite menteuse., that’s the chorus, make sure you sing it at a tempo of 128 bpm and in the key of C/D. "

I took a deep breath, steadying myself to sing the chorus as he had instructed. The sound of his guitar filled the room. I sang the chorus once, trying to remember it, then again and again, better when I had it. Troy's strumming stopped suddenly.

"That’s fucking it. I knew your voice would be perfect" Troy cheered.

Getting up, he went into the studio booth, where he stayed the next eight hours without glancing my way. I didn’t even ask for food. I showered and found another one of his clean shirts. I couldn’t fit anything else. When he came out of his studio, I pretended to be sleeping on his huge sofa. It took everything in me not to move when he came and slid behind me, wrapping his arm around his waist. He buried his head in my hair and his dick between my thighs. His breathing evened out moments later.

I lay there, trying to ignore the fact that Troy was holding me close. My mind raced, plotting my revenge on him as I drifted off to lala land. It was barely eight in the afternoon, but I needed to sleep.


Scarlett

I tried to fight against being pulled from my slumber. I was having the best wet dream. My pussy was being sucked like it never had before— with just the right amount of pressure and everything. My back arched off my dream bed, and I came awake in the real world on the verge of cumming.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head as my fingers tangled in the head of hair between my legs. The memory of where I was and the realization of who was between my legs hit me just as hard as my orgasm did.

I raised up to push Troy's face down in my pussy, my eyes falling shut and my limbs tingling. He didn’t seem to mind nearly drowning. His fingers dug into my ass, gripping me tighter and holding me in place. By the time he was done licking and sucking me through my orgasm, I was breathing heavily and my entire body was hot.

I could barely move as he kissed his way up my torso until he was centered between my spread legs, he pushed them open further to accommodate himself. I like the way his heavy body felt on top of me.

I could feel the heat of his mouth on my breast.

I opened my eyes and watched him stick his long pink tongue out and circle my dark areolas with it. The rolled shut when he took my nipple between his lips. My head swayed back and forth, I could probably just cum from him sucking my titties. I was biting my lip to contain my moans, he didn’t deserve to know how good he was making me feel. I couldn’t help grinding against his dick. I could feel his pre-cum leaking onto my pussy, mixing with my juices. I almost protested when he pulled his mouth away from my breast.

"Good morning," he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my lips before his mouth moved to my ear. "You want me to fuck you now, don’t you?" He rasped.

I kept my mouth closed.

He thrust his hips, and the head of his dick pushed against my opening. I was so wet that he could have just easily pushed in, and I wouldn’t have objected. I was being bribed after all. But I wouldn't say yes or acknowledge the fact that I wanted him to fuck me.

Focus.

Breathe.

Deny.

He moved his head to stare down at me, and I stared back. I didn’t respond as he took my right leg and pressed it toward my head, stretching me open. He eased his dick inside me excruciatingly slowly. The way he stretched me burned, but I liked it. Fully seated, he didn’t move.

He ground his teeth before groaning, "Why are you so fucking tight?"

He sounded as pained as I was. I wanted him to move. Instead, he pressed his lips to mine. The kiss he gave me was full of frustration and need, nasty, and all tongue.

I tried to disconnect from the act but it wasn’t long before I was kissing him back and moving my ass, fucking myself on his dick. I made a conscious effort to keep my hands to myself even though I wanted to grab his ass and push him deeper. 
 

Thirty seconds was all I got before, without warning, he pulled out and stood.

My pussy clenched so hard, missing the fullness.

My eyes fluttered up to meet his. I gawked at him. He looked back at me unaffected.

Panic grabbed me by the throat because I was about to beg, and once the words were out of my mouth, he’d be the winner in this debacle. Then I'd have to just curl up and die for a minute.

His head tilted back, and he let out a taunting laugh. "Look at you. "You're going to bruise those pretty lips of yours before I get a chance to if you keep chewing at them to keep from asking me for what you obviously want."

His dick was still hard; all I had to do was ask him to fuck me. I refused. I rolled my head to the other side of the sofa, but still watched him out of the corner of my eye.

He shrugged. "Suit yourself, suffer. Get up. You need to shower and put on your uniform.

I clicked my tongue and pushed myself up from his sofa. I walked around him to keep from touching him. I was hot. My entire body felt on fire.

"We have company coming."

I stopped in my tracks and turned to gawk at him again.

"You didn’t say anything about having anybody over."

"Why would I? I don’t have to get your permission." He folded his arms across his chest and dared me to argue.

I shook my head. There was no way I was going to have someone see me in this situation.

I folded my arms. "I’d rather you just show everything to my mother," I called his bluff.

He burst out laughing. "I knew you’d say that. I’m playing chess, and you're playing checkers. Give me a second. He pulled out his phone. I knew he didn’t have anything else on me until he showed me, thirty seconds of me thrashing under him, us kissing passionately.

How had I fallen for this again? Then I realized it was the reason he'd woke me up like he had, he wanted me discombobulated and not thinking. This bitch was diabolical.

I balled my hands into fists. As he stood tall, cocking his head, a sly grin spread across his face. "Checkmate!"

It took everything in me not to attack him.

Instead, I turned on my heel and stormed into the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. I turned on the shower and waited until the water got hot. He had me thinking about not going to Paris and spending the summer plotting revenge. Who was this fucking methodical?

I got into the shower and pressed my head against the cool tile, it calmed me down, but my pussy was still throbbing. Just as I leaned to turn on the cold water, the shower curtain flew open. Troy stood outside the tub, naked, dick still hard, holding a washcloth and my personal honey lavender bath soap. "Here, I like you smelling like you not me."

He shoved it in my direction. Holding it until I took it. I reached up to close the curtain, but his hands blocked it. "Keep it open. Shower. Wash well."

I dropped my hand, and without a word, I squirted soap into my towel and started cleaning myself. I would not give him any reaction. I was going to pretend that this was normal. Try to take some of the pleasure out of his torturing me.

I watched him out of the corner of my eye as he took a few steps back and set himself on the toilet. He raised his hand and spit in it, then gripped his dick tightly, before sliding his it down the length of his shaft.

He started working his dick in his fist. This was a page from my diary. I loved watching a man pleasure himself. Soon, I wasn’t even washing myself. I was just watching him. Water raining down on me. I didn’t bother touching myself because I knew he would stop me.

His abs and balls grew tight. He was close. I needed to see him finish. His cum face nearly broke me. His head fell back, and he grunted. I wanted to beg him to let me sit on his dick and feel him explode inside of me. Cum spurted out all over his hand, stomach, and thighs. I wondered what he would taste. The sound of his intercom speaker going off was jarring. I jumped and squealed. He didn't react at all, just sat trying to catch his breath.

"Companies here", he waited until his breathing returned to normal to advise me, then he walked over, took my washcloth from my hand, used it to clean himself, then handed it back to me. “Your uniform is on the sink, be dressed and ready to cook breakfast in ten minutes.”

I never got to ask who his company was.

When I left the bathroom, standing less than ten feet from the door was Kyle, Troy’s bandmate. I came to an abrupt stop. My heart dropping to my stomach. This situation couldn’t get any more embarrassing than him being here.

I felt my face heat. If I were a few shades lighter, I’d probably be bright red.

"So, he wasn’t lying," Kyle said, watching me hard. His eyes were lustful, but there was something else that I couldn’t quite place. It was intense. He was intense. I knew he’d choke a bitch through an orgasm. I used to like him. Wanted to fuck him. Even now, knowing he was a superficial asshole, being in the same room as him still gave me a tingle, but when I blinked, it was gone. It would always be like that with Kyle now.

Tall, athletic, built with well-defined muscles, he was mixed race, with honey brown, amber eyes just a shade darker than his skin. He kept his hair cut low and with 360 waves. Wearing a simple white t-shirt, black joggers, and Nike sandals, he was fine as fuck. Wearing nothing, he was fine as fuck times two—I had the pics to prove it—but he was scum to me.

Two years earlier, when I turned seventeen, he made a big deal out of confessing that he had a crush on me at my birthday party. Some of the fantasies I wrote about in my diary were about him and the shit he said he wanted to do to me. We mostly talked on the phone at first, but when he wanted to start meeting up, I remember asking him if he had a girlfriend. He said no and even went as far as telling me to ask Troy. I wasn’t asking Troy a damn thing, but I figured why would he tell me to if he was lying?

Thank God, the girlfriend he lied about having —caught us before I did something stupid.

It was our first meet up, it was three in the morning, we were on the beach, and I’d worn a skirt because I knew what we were meeting up for. He had my panties to the side, and his dick was a second away from entering me when someone banged at his Range Rover window. It was a white girl I knew who went to school with Troy and him, a Hadid-looking blond chick.

Kyle had damn near threw me through the window, trying to get me off of him. Instead of dealing with him his girl tried to attack me. I was going to beat her little ass if she hit me.

He calmed her down by telling her, "You know I don’t fuck fat chicks." He lied and said he was picking me up to do his friend a favor.

I wanted to unlive myself. I started walking, leaving them to their fucking mess. I deleted and blocked his number. This was my first time seeing him in person since then.

He stepped into my space, gazing down on me. He smelled like coco butter and Creed.

I sidestepped him. I wondered where Troy was, but I wouldn’t ask his friend.

Kyle wrapped his big hand around my arm and pulled me back to stand in front of him. He gripped my chin and made me look at him. "So, you really ain't going to say shit to me, Scarlett. After ghosting me and not even letting me explain?"

I wanted to laugh. Ghosting him? He was doing too much when we only phone sex a few times and dry humped once.

I tucked my lips into my mouth.

He lashed out, "So you're fucking your brother now?"

That got him the reaction he wanted. "I’m not fucking my brother."

"Because I’m not her brother," Troy sounded off behind Kyle.

I had to look around Kyle to see Troy holding grocery bags.

Kyle let me go and faced Troy.

"Technically, y'all are." He corrected.

Troy ignored Kyle, looking at me instead. "Y’all good? Am I interrupting something?" His shoulders were widened, making his posture rigidly straight.

I shook my head. "Nothing at all. Your friend was just telling me how he couldn’t believe that you hadn’t lied about having me trapped down here."

I walk around Kyle to go stand near Troy. I didn’t like the look in his eyes. It flashed away when I was next to him.

"What's in the bag?" My tone was too casual for the circumstances.

Troy slowly turned his head away from Kyle and toward me. He grinned, it was not genuine. I was annoyed, I was going to have to explain what happened between his friend and me.

"You know how you always make me catfish, shrimp and grits and when I would ask for some, you would say no and eat them in front of me? Well, today you will be making me catfish, shrimp, and grits.

I wanted to laugh. His face used to get so red when I would cook and not give him food I know he liked. I rolled my eyes and reached for the bag in his hand. I could see an electric burner and bowls sticking to the huge Bed Bath & Beyond bag. It went about setting up everything in the small area where a random round table sat, ignoring the tension in the room.


Troy

Had they fucked before?

After breakfast, as I watched Scarlett and Kyle, a bitter taste filled my mouth. They were sitting on the sofa, too close for my liking, while I sat in the office chair about thirty feet away.

I couldn't help but notice the way they kept avoiding directly looking at each other, and when they did, something passed between them. I cocked my head and watched their hands brush when Kyle reaching for my guitar. Scarlet giggled. Scarlett didn't giggle, at least not for me. I narrowed my eyes in their direction.

The gnawing suspicion that they had a history together annoyed the fuck out of me. I couldn't shake the image of them touching and kissing her cumming for him. The thought of Kyle even touching her pissed me off, and as a matter of fact, I wanted to fuck up her dean and whomever the fuck she had sent pictures to too.

What the fuck was wrong with me? Was I jealous?

I had called Kyle over to help me finish the song I started, but I wish I hadn’t. I hadn’t expected Scarlett to be so helpful.

I wish I had made her put on actual clothes, and I was going to, but when Kyle called me a liar when I told him what I’d done, my ego took over. I wanted him to see with his own two eyes.

I think they fucked before, but when? They had no trouble writing verse after verse of nasty lyrics together. The chemistry was there; they seemed familiar with each other—too familiar for people who said they didn’t "know each other like that." At least that's what Kyle said when I questioned him while Scarlett cooked breakfast.

I couldn't help but question my own motivations. Was it important to me to know their history? I knew. The memory of what it felt like to be inside her had me not wanting to share that.

"Scarlett," I interrupted them.

Her eyes traveled to mine. They were bright at first, but annoyance replaced the glow. I was going to ask her a question; I lied to myself, truthfully I just wanted her attention off Kyle. But now I had something different in mind since she was so fucking annoyed with me just calling her name.

"Come here," I gestured."

She stood and started walking.

I shook my head and said, "No crawl."

She ran her hand down her face but dropped it to her knees. The skirt of her dress crept up around her waist, leaving her exposed. Kyle's eyes dropped to her ass and pussy.

Now I was second-guessing having her crawl. She stopped in front of me and then sat back on her folded legs.

I leaned down to whisper in her ear, "You know I’m in control here, not him, right?"

She nodded.

"You ever fuck him?"

She shook her head.

I could feel Kyle's eyes on us.

"You ever sucked his dick? I know you like doing that."

She shook her head again.

"You kissed him?"

She nodded. I ground my teeth. I knew something had happened between them.

"You liked kissing him?" She nodded. I

took deep, steadying breaths in an attempt to calm myself. I hated her for allowing him to kiss her.

I wanted to replace the memory of his kiss with mine. "Show me, kiss me, but better."  I wrapped my hand around her long hair and pulled her up to straddle me in the armless chair. I liked the weight of her thick thighs resting on mine. I let her hair go, and she weaved her fingers into mine, then snatched my head back and fed me her tongue forcing me to suck it.

I hadn't planned to fuck her until I broke her, and she begged me to, but I had a point to make now, and my dick was so hard it was leaking precum. My resolve was weak as fuck when I reached between us. She lifted, allowing me to pull my dick from my basketball shorts.

She let my hair go, and then impaled herself on my dick, hissing through the pain.

I cursed through a clenched jaw.

She was still so fucking tight. I used my feet to turn the chair I was in until she was facing Kyle. I wanted him to see her sex faces and what he was missing.

Without direction, she started popping her ass up and down, fucking me.

I dropped my head to watch my dick slide in and out of her pussy. Just the sight itself had to be a sin.

She had to stand on her tiptoes to keep in contact with the floor, but she managed. I wasn't going to manage not cumming too fast if she kept doing what she was doing.

"Slow down. Don’t fuck me, let me fuck you. Rock your hips or I'mma  bust in you."

Her pussy clenched hard as fuck at my words, but she did what I said. Pleasure spiraled down my spine. God, her pussy felt like heaven. "You like the thought of that, you want me to cum in your pussy?" Same reaction. "You want me to use you as a cum dumpster, like the little fucking slut you are?"

Her pussy started milking my dick; it was clenching so fast and hard. "If you want me to fill you up with babies, work my dick like you want me to." I reached around her and gripped both her cheeks, spreading her ass, slipping deeper.

She sped up, her head dropping to my shoulder.

She traced the tat there with her tongue. The way she was choking my dick, I knew she was about to orgasm. "Look at me; I ordered." Her head rose, and she met my eyes. Fuck, she was beautiful. I reached up, my fingers flexing as I gripped her neck and squeezed.

She smiled.

She fucking smiled at me, and let her head fall back, giving me better access to squeeze harder. She was praising and moaning the way my dick felt inside of her.

I was gone. I was about to paint her insides with my cum. I wanted to. Part of me was willing to take the chance of getting her pregnant, just to feel it, but I had a little bit of common sense left.

I tried to lift her off me. She pushed further down onto my dick. Roughly knocking my hand away from her throat, she leaned in and she whispered in my ear, "I’m on birth control; cum in me." She cooed.

Her wish was my command. I gritted my teeth and spilled inside her. She kept moving until her body tensed.

She pulled my head down to suck her breast as she came. Her body was trembling, she was moaning and panting on top of me. Best day ever. I kept her in my lap until I was completely drained and my dick went limp. She slid off my lap onto her back on the floor. I could see my cum leaking onto her brown thigh. My dick jerked, I was ready to join her on the floor.

I really want to fuck her missionary and suck her pretty titties while I spilled in her again.

A voice sounded off behind us. "Y'all done now?" I had literally forgotten Kyle was in the room. I shoved my dick back in my pants, stood, and walked over to him. The look of annoyance, jealousy and slight anger on his face pleased me.

I picked up my guitar from next to him on the sofa. "Let's try recording these rifts now to give Scarlett a few minutes to compose herself, then y'all can get back to working on the lyrics."

I'd made sure to not let her shower, so he could smell me all over her while they worked.


Scarlett

Troy slept peacefully, his light snoring filling the room, his mouth slightly ajar. The sight of him, so relaxed, irritated me. We both lay on our sides, facing each other — the position was by his design not mine. I couldn't help but wonder if my stepbrother liked me now or had liked me in the past. He was really overly affectionate with all the kisses and sleeping together, I moved, he moved and he was always staring at me. And Kyle just looking at me had driven him crazy. I knew he was attracted to me physically, but he was acting like a boyfriend.

But then maybe I was imagining it all.

Sleep had evaded me all night, anxiety had me thinking too much. And Troy had practically slept on top of me, on his sofa, again. but I preferred it to the alternative— cuddling in bed with him, which felt like a step too far. I was uncomfortable, I had never slept with a man before, I was eager for this entire mess to be over, especially after he'd invited his friend over for a dick-swinging contest..

Time to wake him up.

I took a deep breath, leaned in, and pressed my lips against his, tracing the curve of his cupid's bow with my tongue and nipping at his bottom lip. He groaned in response, his hand coming up to grip my chin as he tried to deepen the kiss.

I pulled back, and his eyes flew open. The dim light from the studio cast shadows across his face, making his gaze visible. He stared at me with an intensity a stepbrother should not have for his stepsister. Not going to lie, it made my pussy tingle though. He blinked and it was gone.

"What's wrong?" he rasped, his voice thick from sleep.

"I lied earlier," I whispered, my heart pounding in my chest because I didn't know how he was going to react to what I had to say. "I'm not on birth control. I need a Plan B."

His grip on my chin tightened, his blunt nails digging into my skin. "Say you’re," he demanded, his voice tense and serious.

I shook my head. "I just got caught up in the moment. You're the one who wanted to put on a show for Kyle. Show that you were the alpha, trying to prove a point, and make him envy you. I helped, so you shouldn't be mad."

His grip tightened.

I grasped his wrist and ran my thumb over the smooth flesh. "You should have seen his face, baby, watching us. I think he nutted on himself," I giggled, trying to lighten the mood.

His grip on my chin loosened, his eyes softening but still narrowed.

"You shouldn't have lied, Scarlett."

I fought against rolling my eyes. His dick was growing hard against my belly, I bet he was remembering how it felt. Men hadn't evolved much since the days of that cavemen, it seemed. My whole ‘breed me, cum in me’ act had really worked up both him and Kyle. If Troy had lasted longer, Kyle might have even whipped his own out and started jerking it. He had practically been drooling on himself and rubbing his dick through his pants.

I wanted to laugh, but I held it in.

Lowering my eyes and voice, I tried to appear apologetic. "I'm sorry, but I told you how he treated me."

Troy had forced me to tell him whatever had happened between us as soon as Kyle left. "I wanted to rub it in his face that he couldn't have me and you could. Plus, I got caught up in the moment, you felt really good inside of me."

I slid my tongue across my lips, wetting them. "Can you go get the pills, please? Two of them."

Troy stared at my lips for a moment too long, then blinked hard as if coming out of a trance. "Where am I supposed to get Plan B at," he paused to check the time on his phone, " three in the morning?"

I pressed my hand between us making contact with his abs and felt them grow taut. "CVS on US 19 is open 24 hours. I won't be able to sleep until I've taken them, please," I whined, then leaned in and pecked his lips again before pulling back.

"What are you up to?" he asked, suspicion evident in his tone.

I shook my head. "Nothing. I just feel bad about lying to you about something as serious as pregnancy." I made sure to put emphasis on the word pregnancy. "I'm just trying to be polite when I ask you to do me a favor. Do us a favor."

He scrutinized my face but eventually conceded. Climbing over me, he stood and pulled on his jeans and t-shirt from the day before. The clothes smelled like a mix of me, him, and stale sex. I suspected he hadn't showered on purpose, given his usually immaculate hygiene.

I watched him gather his phone, keys, and wallet and stuff them into his pockets. He jogged up the stairs but paused at the top, turning back to search the room as if trying to spot what I might be up to.

"Don't try nothing, Scarlett, I'll be right back," he said, then closed the door.

I waited for about ten minutes to make sure he had left. I had nearly an hour before he came back. I got up and showered while the hot water was still on. I pulled on one of his shirts and rummaged through his closet to find a few fitted sheets to cover myself with since he didn't have blankets and it was freezing down there and I would no longer have his body heat to keep me warm. I threw them on the sofa and then returned to the bathroom.

Behind the bathroom door, I had discovered an electric panel earlier. I opened it, finding several unlabeled switches, but I knew one controlled the power to the door because last year when a storm hit and knocked out all the power, Troy's father had to pay an electrician to come open the room for Troy and I had overheard him say they should relocate the fuse box. I slid them all to the left, plunging the basement into darkness. I grabbed the flashlight I'd found in the emergency kit in his closet from under the sink where I'd hidden it, then made my way back to the sofa. I was exhausted.

I knew Troy didn't have any money for an electrician, and our parents were gone and wouldn't be returning until Sunday evening. My mom was in New York shopping for Paris. She'd be there with me for two weeks, helping me set up my apartment and transportation. That meant I'd have all of Saturday and most of Sunday to myself. Troy had to let me go on Monday.

Troy had said he was playing chess and I was playing checkers, but he didn't seem to be playing either. There was no way I would jeopardize my future by getting pregnant. He should have known that. I had a NuvaRing. He should have known that too. My mother talked about it like it offensive to her.

I had won and now when our parents came back, he would have to explain why I was locked in his room after he told them I wasn't coming home. I made a mental note to find my diary and burn it before anybody found me. There wasn't anything I could do about the evidence Troy had on his phone, but I was okay with it, as long as both of us had some explaining to do in the end.


Scarlett

I woke up with a start, sensing someone's presence. My eyes flew open and my heart raced as I saw Troy sitting in a chair nearby. His dark eyes watched me intently, in an unperturbed way that makes me nervous, because I'm almost positive he knows I locked him out. How in the fuck had he gotten back into his room? I could smell soap on his skin; he'd changed clothes, but he wasn't wearing much, just a pair of boxers that left all his tattoos on display. I found myself momentarily distracted by them.

He cleared his throat and my eyes flicked up to his.

"Good morning," I said hesitantly.

"Good morning? That’s all you have to say to me?"

"What do you mean?" I feigned ignorance, pretending as if last night hadn't happened. I stretched.

"What do you want for breakfast? Did you get the pills?"

Troy narrowed his eyes. "Scarlett cut it out. I saw everything on camera. I thought we had moved past this push and pull after what happened between us in front of Kyle. But you tried to play me? You lied to me."

I wrinkled my nose. Disgusting. Was it actually hurt I heard in his voice? That's funny. I didn't care. I brought my arm up to shield my eyes from the bright light. I had thought the camera would cut off with the electricity. Apparently, I'd been wrong. I carefully considered my next words. After not coming up with a nice way to say what I had to say, I thought, "fuck it, just say it."

"What did you expect from me, Troy? You dragged me down here under the pretense of being angry I didn’t sing your song for you when we live less than five miles from a top-performing arts school. You’re Troy the Rockstar. There are girls who sing better than me, who would have sung for you like mockingbirds, and willingly played out your kidnapping fantasies with you. You were looking for an excuse to be mad at me, you're always mad at me. I'm at your mercy, enjoy it. Make me suck your dick in front of Kyle, tie me up and spank me, live out your deepest darkest fantasies on me, but don’t play the victim because I attempted to lock you out of the room you forced me into.

"You’re a bitch, Scarlett."

"Yep, Troy, but only a bitch to you because you spent half of my life being mean and nasty to me over something our parents did. Believe me, I’d give back all the shit your dad has given me and go back to it just being me and my mother if it would bring your mother back to life, but it won't, and you being an ass to me won’t either. You always act as if we lived in abject poverty before your dad came along. My momma is a college-educated nurse. I might not have been driving a Tesla when I turned sixteen, but I’m almost positive I would have still been driving at very least a late model BMW, and as for school. I’m a Black girl who sings opera well. I could have gotten a scholarship to school in Paris. You be doing too much throwing what you daddy does for us in my face all the time. Why wouldn’t I be a bitch to you?."

“I’m mean and nasty to you, but you like me?”

I jumped at the sound of something hitting the coffee table. I turned to see what he'd thrown down. My eyes landed on my diary. I rolled them.

"Or am I not 'him'?" He asked a question he knew the answer to. He knew he was ‘him.’

I met his eyes, shrugged, and nodded. "You’re ‘him,’ but in none of my entries about ‘him’ do I say I like ‘him.’ It’s always 'I wanted to fuck him.' You can want to fuck somebody you don’t like. I don’t like you."

I thought because he hadn’t mentioned the passages in my diary about him that he hadn’t figured out he was him.

He looked momentarily stunned but recovered, running his hand along his jaw as if taking everything in.

I was on a roll, so I kept going without thought. "You ain't the only one with cameras either. I knew before you went on your search for stardom you used to sneak in my room and whack it with my dirty panties stuffed in your mouth or over your face. It would be funny to see your father's face if I showed them—"

In the next moment, he moved so fast I barely registered it and didn't have time to react before he was on top of me. My heart was banging in my chest as he hovered over me, his fingers dug into my jaw, forcing me to look at him. The sheets were the only thing keeping his hard dick from penetrating me.

"Your mouth sometimes makes me want to choke your little ass, but then you'd like that, wouldn't you?" He taunted.

The smirk on his face made me nervous. "Would you get of-"

"Shut up," Cutting me off again, he leaned in and tugged my bottom lip between his teeth, biting down until he drew blood, then let go.

I tucked my lip into my mouth and glared up at him but kept silent.

"Since the cat's out of the bag and we're confessing," Troy began, his voice holding a rasp that sent shivers down my spine. "I admit, I was looking for a reason to bring you here. Thought I could purge you from my system and get rid of this... obsession that came from nowhere a few years ago. But that plan backfired fucking spectacularly. Now, the thought of you leaving Monday... it's driving me fucking nuts. So much so, I spent the last six hours watching you sleep, plotting in my head how to keep you here with me,"

The predatory gleam in his eyes turned the moisture in my mouth to dust. What in the hell was he about to do?

"But that ain't logical." He said before I officially freaked out. "I can't lock you up and keep you forever." His lips twitched into a half-smile, half-smirk.

"So, here's my new plan. Now I'm going to dedicate however long it takes to making you fall madly and deeply in love with me, I'll become so deeply rooted in your system that you'll be the one begging me to make you mine. You'll crave me, become addicted to me. And I'll do it all out of spite."

He leaned closer, his words sending a wave of heat through me. "It'll infuriate your mother, the thought of me corrupting her sweet little girl. And my father will be appalled by his wayward son tainting a precious bonus child. And as for you..." Troy's grin widened. " Because of your mouth, I will remind you of this moment right here when we’re married and you’ve had my children, the moment you lied and said you didn’t even like me though you have 42 pages in your 200-page diary dedicated to me."

I stared at him for a while, then dropped my head back and laughed, “You’re crazy. Get off me with your foolishness."

I raised my hand, he knocked it away.

"No." He declared softly before slamming his lips to mine. He kissed me, slowly and easy until I felt a flutter in my chest and didn’t want to do anything but kiss him back. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pulled him closer.

When he pulled away, just enough for us to breathe, I had to force myself not to reach for him. Slowly, I opened my eyes to meet his. "Do you feel that?" he murmured, his voice a low rumble that echoed, "That shift?"

I nodded, mute, fuck. My heart pounding was a silent affirmation.

"That," he continued, his rough thumb pad sliding across my lips, "is the beginning of me ruining you for all other men."

His words hung in the air, giving life to terrifying possibilities. And as I looked into his eyes, the thought that he might just actually succeed sent the butterflies in my stomach soaring.

No.

No way.

No mother fucking how.

I moved my hands between our bodies and pushed “Get off me Troy.” He complied immediately, rising to his feet.

He offered me his hand, "You too, get up, we have company coming again, don’t worry, strictly business this time, he volunteered before I could question him. A friend of Vince's is A&R at Madman Records; he's coming by after hearing the song you sang. I have more writing to do before they get here."

He pulled me to my feet. It was strange that he was acting normal after the declaration he'd made.

"I got you clothes from upstairs." He pointed to his bed where a pair of black skinny jeans and a sweatshirt lay. I raised my eyebrow at the choice.

"I threw the maid's uniform away. Kyle seeing it kind of ruined the appeal. Go shower, Scarlett."

He walked off towards his studio, just before he went in, I asked, "How did you get back into the room?"

He laughed, "A key, baby. After the power went out, I had a regular lock installed too."

I rolled my eyes. "Don't call me baby." I sauntered off to the shower, feeling weird about what had just happened.

I took my time in the shower and getting dressed because I was not as composed as I wanted to be. I couldn’t stop hearing Troy's threat over and over in my head. And that's what it is, a threat.

Being in love with him would be horrible. He was a fucking asshole. An asshole with some good dick, but still an asshole. Our parents would disown us.

When I came out of the bathroom, we indeed had company. Kyles eyes found me at the same time Troy did. They' were standing with their bandmate Vince, a White Latin dude with the whole dark hair, dark feature Rico Suave thing going, tall and lithe, and wearing a lot of black. He's more pretty than handsome. Some women actually throw panties at him on stage. He hated it, he was gay. There's another guy too, the White, silver fox type. Tall and athletic. He eyed me real nasty like when he realized I was in the room with them.

"So, this is her."

"Yes," Kyles spoke up.

"Do a quick turn for me, Chocolate.” He ordered like he knew me.

Blah, disgusting!!. I wanted to ask him who he was talking to. My name is Scarlett, not fucking chocolate but I figured he was the A&R guy. I wouldn't mess anything up for Troy.

I gave Troy a glance. He was staring an angry hole into the guy's face while Kyle whispered in his ear, calming him. He must have felt me watching him because he turned to look my way and shook his head, telling me not to do it.

I did it anyway. Turning, I paused, let them get a real good look at my nice, rounded ass in my jeans, then turned back around and put on my fake audition smile. I didn't know why the guy was putting me on display, but whatever.

Troy made his way across the room, leaving the other three to talk amongst themselves.

Stopping in breathing space in front of me he said, "You didn't have to do that." He locked eyes with me.

"I know, but I did it anyways. Move on."

His eyes stayed fixed on my face for a second longer before lifting his tablet in my direction.

"These are the rest of the lyrics, everything else remains the same."

I started to read the lyrics.

(Chorus)

He said I look pretty when I die.

La Petite mort.

He said I look pretty when I lie.

Petite menteuse.

He says die for me, die, die so sweet.

Lie to me, lie to me so sweet.

(Bridge)

I know that I should run away.

But I'm too scared to leave.

He's got me trapped here in his game.

And I don't know if I want to break free.

He's got a twisted way of loving me.

Sees darkness in me that nobody else can see.

He whispers secrets in my ear.

Telling me things I don't want to hear.

He lies to me, lies to me so sweet.

I frowned up at him when I was done, "You know you're not funny, right?" The lyrics he wrote matched his earlier words.

You know I wanna kiss you right now, right?" He licked his lips, drawing my attention to them. That’s when they spread into a smirk.

I was instantly annoyed with myself for falling for his mess.

"Let's get this over with." I went into the booth, waited for them to arrange the music, and then I sang. The entire time, Troy watched me with an intensity that had my belly tight, and all day he kept touching me and teasing me. He had me so turned on I wanted to pull my own hair out, and he knew it.

What in the hell had he done to me? Why was I suddenly feeling things for him?

After what felt like twenty hours of singing and re singing the same song he announced that they were officially done.

I went to shower while he talked to his people. I chastised myself for being weak when I left the bathroom naked after I heard everyone leave. I did the one thing I said I wouldn't, I got into Troy's bed. He barely spared me a glance as he went to the bathroom. He came out fifteen minutes later, naked, his dick semi-hard and resting on his thigh. He stood at the bathroom door staring at me, laying on top of his blanket, legs spread, ready for him.

The smirk on his face was infuriating, but not enough to move.

"You want me to fuck you now, huh?" He repeated the question he spoke earlier.

I nodded, ashamed of myself for replying so quickly.

He walked over, the bed dipped under his weight as he crawled in, predator was written all over his face as he ran his tongue from my belly button up until we were face to face. He had me trembling “I won't fuck you, Imma make love to you. It's step two in my plan."

I wanted to ask him what step one was but couldn't find the words. He answered my unasked question "Step one was making you want me to fuck you." He laughed like the fucking devil before sliding into me.

"Fuck, he actually succeeded at his plan I thought and almost gagged, but I forgot to be disgusted once his mouth was on my neck, sucking and bruising the soft skin. Damn!


Scarlett

It was mid-morning, and we'd been awake for about an hour. Tomorrow will be our last day in that room together. Troy and I decided on a ceasefire. No more fighting.

Brent Faiyaz played in the background. My head was lying on Troy's belly while he twisted one of my locs at the root, something he said he'd always wanted to do and I taught him instead of saying what I really wanted to say, "White Boy, no playing in my hair." His fingertips on my scalp felt good, and I was nearly asleep.

"Do you think my band could make it?" He asked out of nowhere. The vulnerability in his voice had me opening my eyes.

"Yes," I answered honestly. He bent down to look at my face, and our eyes connected. Doubt filled his.

"I don’t like you enough to lie to you. If you–"

"But you like me a little?" he interrupted.

I rolled my eyes and continued as if he hadn’t said anything. I wasn't about to play into his delusions of us being anything more than we were, which wasn’t much.

"If you had a better tour manager and didn't spend half your time doing drugs and posting for the 'gram, you'd do better. If I were in charge, I'd have you playing sold-out shows in no time. You have real talent, but you're not taking it seriously enough because you think like a person with daddy's money backing them. You need to focus and put in the work if you want to make it big."

He smirked at me, his eyes gleaming. "You think I have talent, huh? Maybe you should come to one of our shows and see for yourself, or maybe you should join the band."

"If y'all come to Paris, sure, and no."

"Please. At least to the first request?" He leaned down to kiss me, sweeping his tongue inside my mouth. His hands caressed my face, and I couldn't deny the attraction between us, but it didn’t matter. One more day and we'd go our separate ways. I felt kind of sad about it, but this was the way it had to be. We were too young to be considering love or kids.

I weaved my hands into his silky hair and kissed him back harder. We were all tongue and lips. I gasped when he rearranged us. He went from looking down at me, to being on top of me. He did it so fast it scared me speechless. He hovered over me with a hooded expression as he studied my face, his hand massaging my fleshy thigh. Neither one of us was wearing any clothes, so I barely had time to decipher what was happening before he was pushing his dick inside me. I was so wet he had no trouble.

I sighed.

He stroked me exceptionally slowly and sang, " I think you should put your bag down, you should never leave. Baby, you should stay forever."

"Until in the morning," I laughed as he draped my legs over his shoulders, sliding deeper inside of me. My toes curled.

"Let’s see if I can change your mind," he growled then cursed. His fingers bruised my hips as he continued thrusting into me. He used his tongue like a paintbrush over my nipple, sending shivers down my spine.

That's how it was the rest of the day. We were either kissing, touching, or fucking. By then end of the night I was on an orgasmic high, ready to be fucked to sleep when the phone rang.

He pulled away from my lips to answer.

Whatever the person on the other end said to him sent his eyes flying in my direction. He hung up the phone, promising to call whomever it was back, then disengaged himself from me.

"I'll be back," he said, and then he locked himself in his studio for the rest of the night.

I wanted to ask him what was wrong. Had his record deal fallen through? But I didn't really want to know. I had less than twelve hours before he let me go.

I fell asleep. When I woke up, what felt like hours later, he was sitting across from me on the L-shaped sofa, watching me. As soon as I opened my eyes, he spoke. His voice was really low.

"The record company loves the band's album, the song you sang in particular. We have over one million views on TikTok, and another million on Instagram. Everybody is talking about you - the gorgeous Erykah Badu-esque Black girl with waist length locs and pretty dark skin, belting out a rock song like it’s R&B. The record company said they’ll sign us for a five-year development contract, but only if you're part of the band."

My heart was in my throat. I was going to Paris, that was it.

"That wasn’t part of my plan, Troy," I felt bad reminding him.

"I know," he replied, sounding defeated.

I turned away from the sullen expression on his face and closed my eyes, still sleepy. I heard him walk away. I fell back to sleep. I didn't dream. When I woke up the next morning, Troy's room door was open and my robe was draped over the stair railing. I made my way up and out of the room to be greeted by an empty house. It was nine AM, my flight was at three. There was a note on my bedroom door from my mother telling me to meet her and her husband at the airport by one.

I got to the airport on time using an Uber. The entire time, I didn't let myself think about Troy until I was standing outside the airport doors. Whatever my decision would be, I would make it right there. After weighing my pros and cons, I pulled my phone from my jeans and dialed Troy's number.

"Hello," he answered simply.

"I've got one condition to join your band. You tell my momma," I said.

I had to move my phone away from my ear when he yelled loud enough to vibrate the speakers.

I waited until he stopped, then said, "Hurry up and come get me so we can hit up as many ATMs as needed to max out your father's credit cards before he turns them off." I laughed.


Scarlett 

One year later

Tammy Fields, a fiery redhead version of Wendy Williams, swiveled in her chair to face me. "I heard that you two were raised as sister and brother," she said, smiling sneakily.

Troy and I exchanged a glance, both of us frowning. "No," Troy corrected her, a note of annoyance creeping into his voice. "Our parents married each other, but Scarlett and I were never siblings. We actually couldn't stand each other for most of our lives."

The studio audience laughed, and I could feel the tension in the room dissipating slightly.

That's an interesting story, but it only sounds like half the truth. Your former band member Kyle has a tell-all book coming out. He said something about a room Troy trapped you in, Scarlett. He said you all had sex in front of him. Is that where you all went from siblings to more?"

"Troy interrupted, “All lies, he’s disgruntled."

I couldn't help but laugh. Kyle was disgruntled because Troy had kicked him out of the band, but I had seen the excerpts from his book about Troy and me, and they were true, but nobody would believe it because it all sounded ridiculous.

"Well then, how did you go from hating each other to forming one of the most successful rock bands in the industry today?" She asked, turning her inquisitive gaze back to me.

I took a deep breath, my eyes moving between the interviewer and Troy before I started reciting our well-rehearsed answer. "Music was the one thing we both loved and understood. When we started making music together, the hatred started to fade. We began to understand and respect each other. It was a slow process, but eventually, we became friends, then...partners."

"And now? Where are The Rhythmless Rebels headed?" The interviewer's question hung in the air as I watched Troy stand from his chair.

Before I could reply, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small velvet box.

Gasps echoed through the studio audience as Troy got down on one knee, his gaze locked on mine.

I shook my head. He was not about to do this in front of people. I was going to kick his ass.

"Scarlett," he began, his voice steady. "I told you I was going to make you fall in love with me and only want me, to be madly, desperately in love with only me. I've done that for you, right?. And since I’ve ruined you for all other men, will you marry me?"

I wanted to kick him a little. He knew what he was doing, if I said yes to marrying him, I was saying yes to all he had said. But then, I didn’t care. "Yes, I’ll marry you..."

The audience erupted in cheers as Troy's face broke into a huge grin. He slid the ring onto my finger, then stood up and pulled me into a passionate kiss. The cameras flashed around us, capturing the moment.


Scarlett

Epilogue

One year ago, I wouldn't have imagined my current life in my wildest fucking dreams or nightmares. But here I was, engaged to my stepbrother, who had been a thorn in my side since I was ten. Life was strange and unpredictable. And right now, I wouldn't have it any other way.

Life on the road with Troy and Vince was intense. We played sold-out shows in city after city, our music reaching people we'd never imagined. Troy and my relationship had its ups and downs. Our parents stopped talking to us. We lost friends, people said we were too young to be married but the bond that started forming in that room was unbreakable. At least I thought it was until it wasn't...


Part 2


Scarlett

The studio we'd built in the basement of our house had become a safe haven for Troy and me. A place where we could hide away together, but today, it was a crime scene. I had been stabbed in the back and I was bleeding out. Ironically, it was my voice that greeted me when I'd come down stairs. Even more ironic was that I was singing a cover of Coco Jones' “Just My Luck.”

Troy's back was to the entrance, making him oblivious to my arrival. And with him in the recording booth, was our tour manager, Tiffany Washington. The woman was pathetically trying to hold on to youth, while aging like a banana in her mid-thirties, the one I had told Troy not to hire. She was draped over him like a second skin, her lips on his. She was riding him all jerkily, moaning and hollering like a woman who'd never experienced a big dick before. I bet you that shit was doing wonders for Troy's ego. While it all was like a sucker punch to my gut for me. The world tilted on its axis as betrayal hacked through me like a dull knife.

He had called me jealous when I told him she was going to be a problem. I wasn't jealous, just cautious. This old, blond-haired, blue-eyed Taylor Swift replica didn't have shit on me, but I knew a thirsty opportunist when I saw one. He said she was the best, and she had been the best. Now he would have the best bookings, no wife, and no lead singer. But I guess he’d be alright. He often said his song had made me. Well, like Jay-Z said, he could make another me. And he could find another wife because I was done.

I'd spent a week in Atlanta with a 6'5 rapper they called the Haitian God because he looked like one. I could have fucked him all week. He was practically begging for the pussy, and I wanted to give him the pussy but I stayed true to my marriage even though Troy had sworn I wouldn't. I hadn't even been tempted; I sang his hooks then took an early flight home. Now I realized his accusations were probably a deflection of guilt because he was fucking this pale bitch, and by the looks of it, there was a level of intimacy between them that suggested it wasn't their first time.

I thought about just walking away, but that was too much like right for me. I kicked off my shoes and tied my sundress up around my thighs, then I walked further into the room. One by one, I pushed over the microphone stands, kicked the drum kit, toppled the cymbals. The way he threw her off of him would have been comical if I weren’t dying inside.

Troy spun around in his chair, his face a mask of shock and guilt. She scrambled off the ground, reaching for him, keeping him from standing. I couldn't hear what was said, but the look on Troy's face told me she had a lot of audacity. He pushed away one finally time.

He didn’t take his eyes off me as he stood. His dick flopped against his thigh, no condom in sight. My stomach lurched. I didn't look back as I stormed out of the studio, the heavy door slamming shut behind me signified the end. I took the stairs two at a time.

“You better not fucking cry,” I chanted over and over in my head. Neither of Troy, Tiffany, nor security, would see a tear fall from my eye.

I was already out the door, heading towards my Tesla that was parked in the driveway of our two-story ranch house when Troy caught up with me, his arms wrapped around me like a vice grip as he lifted me off the ground. It pissed me off more that he smelled her Beyonce Heat perfume, weed, and stale sex.

“I’m drunk, Scar. I’m high, I’m sorry," he kept chanting "I'm drunk” as if that was an excuse. His grip around my waist was making it hard for me to breathe. I swung the keys I was holding backward. I knew I hit him when he yelled and let me go. I turned to find him bent at the waist, holding his right eye. He had managed to slide on his jeans, but hadn't buttoned them, his dick peeked out the zipper.

Dirty dick bastard.

Tiffany came running over to him and grabbed him, coddling him, whispering in his ear.

He shoved her off of him after a few seconds and stood. "Get the fuck away from me, Tiffany," he yelled.

I couldn’t stop myself. I lifted my foot and connected it with his stomach, he doubled over. Thwap. I hit him in the head. Then back. He was trying to calm me down without hurting me, I could tell, so I kept swinging, taking advantage of the situation.

I saw the bitch run off towards my house. Troy’s bodyguards came rushing out, one restrained me. Troy started yelling at them, “Don't touch her, let her go, take your hands off my fucking wife. All their hands fell away."

I sighed when I heard the sirens behind me, finally calming down.

Little Miss Tiffany was standing in my doorway, in my pink silk robe with her phone to her ear and a self-satisfied smirk on her face. I shook my head. Troy was yelling something as his bodyguard held him back, but I couldn't hear him over the pounding of the blood in my own ears or the sirens that were getting closer and closer.

I guess Miss Tiffany thought she was safe with the police so near. She walked out to stand near Troy and that’s when everything fast-forwarded. I balled my hand up and swung, I heard my fist connect with her jaw. The bodyguards let Troy go to grab me, but Troy got to me first. Lifting me off my feet like I didn't weigh fifty pounds more than him, he carried me towards the house with me kicking and screaming. He closed the door just as the cops drove into the driveway. He put me down, pressing me against the door then his body weight against mine. He grabbed my face on each side. “Look at me, Scar, please look at me. I swear, I’m just drunk, I made a mistake." I kept my eyes closed. I could smell her pussy on his lips. He wasn’t making anything any better. I just wanted to know one thing, "How long?"

"Just once," his voice wobbled. I opened my eyes then. I wanted to see him lie to my face. “Just once, Troy?” His eye was bleeding, and his tears mixed in with the blood had a streak of red painting his cheek. There would be a scar left behind. It would be a good addition to his solo career.

He nodded “Just once.”

I laughed though there wasn’t a damn thing funny.

My ears rang from where his fist connected with the door.

“You gonna leave me now?”

He knew I was.

I watched Tiffany and the police enter the back door of my house. My house!! I had decorated, and picked out all the appliances, everything and she was walking in like she owned it. Troy had given her that power.

She could have him and the house.

“How long, Troy?” I asked him but was looking at her.

His mouth opened, but the lie died on his lips as Tiffany interjected, "Seven months."

Troy's face contorted, anger and disbelief etching deep lines into his features as he rounded on Tiffany.

“Why in the fuck would you tell her that?” he exploded.

"She needed to know," she retorted, chin held high, though her jaw was red. With no remorse, she looked proud of what she'd done. If I were a different type of woman, on some snapped shit, I'd make him kill the bitch to prove his love for me. I knew he would and probably would get away with it.

While they were preoccupied, I opened the front door and stepped aside to let other officers in. I knew I was going to be arrested. I had hit Tiffany in plain view of the police and lord knows what she had said to the 911 operator.

I started planning. Who to call first? Fuck, I should have gone to Paris. I could have been fucking French mother fuckers right now.

Officially, six years of my life had been wasted. I’d be divorced at twenty-seven.

I was prepared to spend the night in jail until I saw Kyle, Troy’s, and my former band member. The one he kicked out five months after we went big over a petty squabble I can’t even remember, but I knew it wasn’t the cause. Troy was scared we’d end up fucking around because of our past and the chemistry we had. Troy's jealousy had always been his downfall. Kyle still ended up famous, with millions and on the bestsellers book list, writing about Troy and me. Now he was a cop and if I go by the white shirt, a supervisor.

Kyle nodded at me, ignoring Troy before stepping forward to speak with the police officers. I couldn't hear what he was saying, but the officers proceeded to separate Tiffany and Troy. Troy was taken to the kitchen and Tiffany to one of the rooms while Kyle headed in my direction. The next thing out of his mouth was highly inappropriate but had me laughing. "I did not expect him to cheat on your freaky ass; all you guys did was fuck and make music."

"You’re stupid for that," I shook my head.

He nodded, with half a smile on his face he got serious. "I’m sorry this happened to you, Scarlett. I’m going to let you all go tonight, write it up as a misunderstanding, but don't make me have to come out here again."

I hated the pity in his eyes and in his tone. I nodded and thanked him. "You don’t ever have to worry about coming back to this house to deal with me." Then, I lifted my hand and pulled my rings off my finger. My eyes connected with Troy's over Kyle's shoulder. "And could you give these to my ex-husband?" I dropped the rings to the floor, hugged Kyle, and turned to walk out the door.

I heard Troy screaming my name like a mad man. The sound of his desperation tugged at me heart but fuck him. I was done.


Troy

I couldn’t stop pacing. "This is so bad, this is so fucking bad," I screamed, wanting to hurl something across the room. My eye was throbbing, matching the pounding of my heart.

"Troy," Tiffany called out, "You have to stop pacing until the doctor gets here."

I spun around, my gaze falling on her. "What in the fuck are you still doing in my house, Tiffany?" I had forgotten she was even in the room with me.

"I’m here to help you," she said, standing in the middle of the living room, her eyes trained on me.

I didn’t want her help. I wanted Scarlett. I had fucked up.

"You need to leave," I growled, my words echoing in the otherwise quiet room. I couldn't have Scarlett come back and find her there.

Tiffany smirked, her blue eyes cold, her mouth set in a thin line. "And what are you going to do, Troy? Run after Scarlett?"

I nodded, the decision already cemented in my mind. "Yes, I am."

Tiffany's smile turned cruel. “Look at you, you’re shaking, you can barely stand. And how are you going to explain me away? Are you going to tell her I bribed you into sleeping with me? That would mean you would have to tell her you lied about needing her in the band. That you kept her from going to Paris to pursue her dream just because you wanted her near. That you’ve been alienating her mother so she only has you to depend on."

I glared at her.

This bitch knew too much. Her words were a punch in the gut though, leaving me breathless. The night I got drunk and shared my business with her was the night I made the worst decision of my life. She'd been holding it over my head since then, using what I told her to extort money and sex from me, dictating our concert venues. The truth was, I didn’t plan on telling Scarlett any of it. I didn't know what I was going to say to Scarlett, but I knew I had to go after her. As soon as I got myself together. At that moment, my hands were shaking, and my heart pounded wildly, each beat echoing in my head. My breaths came in short, shallow gasps, as if I was drowning on dry land. I tried to shake it off but it wasn't happening. I should have listened to Scar and never hired Tiffany and we wouldn't be going through any of this. I wouldn't willingly cheat on Scar, she was my fucking world. I'd fucked up!

Tiffany voice and body language softened. She reached into her bag, pulling out a small pill bottle. "You should take your meds, Troy. You're about to have another panic attack."

Tiffany was the only one who knew I had them. Fame hadn’t been as easy as I thought it would be, with everyone's expectations weighing me down I was losing it. It was another secret I had kept from Scarlett, I didn’t want her thinking I was weak and couldn’t handle life. She already did so much, I didn’t want to be an additional burden.

I eyed Tiffany warily, hesitating as she took my hand and shook a couple of pills into my palm. I glanced down at them.

“Haven’t I taken these already just a couple of hours ago?” I couldn’t remember.

“No," she shook her head and walked over to the bar. I heard glasses clinking together. She returned and handed me a cup, I smelled it, gin. Tiffany stood in front of me, her gaze intense as she waited for me to comply.

Something twisted in my stomach, a sensation I couldn't quite place, but nothing felt right. And yet, I swallowed the pills and chased them down with the gin.

"Good," she cooed, taking the cup from my shaking hands. "Now, let's sit down and think this through. I actually want to help you. Scarlett leaving is bad for both of us."

Against my better judgment, I followed her to the sofa, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. But through it all, one thing was clear, Scarlett was gone, and I had to get her back.

"You can't just run after her, Troy. She's angry right now. Let things cool down. And by then, we’ll have come up with a way to explain everything to her. While she’s gone, we’ll use Cecily to replace her for the remaining tour and tell everyone she’s sick. I never meant for her to find out like this, and I’ll help you fix it," Tiffany advised, her voice soothing.

I wanted to believe her. I wanted to believe that everything would work itself out. But in the silence of my now tainted, empty home, all I could think about was that I had lost Scarlett.

The doorbell chimed, interrupting my thoughts. Tiffany sprang to her feet, striding towards the entrance. I recognized the man who walked in - the record company's in-house doctor. I vaguely remembered calling him over, but the details remained hazy.

The next thing I knew, I was blinking awake, a dull throbbing in my head and a patch over my eye. I reached out blindly for my phone on the coffee table, squinting against the harsh light of the screen. The number of missed calls made my stomach twist. I called Greg, my manager, back first since he had called the most.

As soon as he picked up, his voice came blaring through the speaker. "It's all over the blogs, Troy. Scarlett left you, and you're fucking Tiffany?!"

The memories of last night came rushing back, each one more painful than the last. I couldn't bring myself to respond. The throbbing in my head increased tenfold, I hung up.

I dialed Scarlett's number next, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and regret. All I got was a robotic voice telling me that the number had been disconnected. The finality of that message made me feel sick. My stomach roiled and I gagged but didn’t throw up.

Maybe I had gotten the number wrong. I tried to hold on to hope.

Just as I was about to try calling her again, something pink on the coffee table caught my eye. I picked it up and examined it. It was a baby onesie, so small it could fit into my palm. My heart stuttered in my chest. A note was attached to the back. "I was going to tell you the good news last night, but too much happened. You're going to be a father to a little girl. Love, Tiffany." Ironically, my eyes fell to Scarlett’s wedding ring that was also sitting on the coffee table.

The room started spinning, my breaths coming out in short, sharp gasps. Before I knew it, my phone was flying across the room, shattering against the wall. What the hell had I done?

Scarlett

It had been seven months since I had seen Troy in person or on social media, for that matter. I went on a complete Troy blackout. I heard that he had gotten Tiffany pregnant though. That hurt. I cried for days. And because we still shared the same record label, I knew he wasn’t doing well in his career. Again, he wasn’t taking it seriously.

He had replaced me with some Rihanna-looking chick, but she couldn’t sing better than me. His ticket sales were down and I heard the record label was recommending he go to rehab. That was a complete surprise. Troy's drug habits had been a thing of the past as far as I knew, but it was none of my business really.

Not anymore. I had been asking for a divorce for months and I was doing everything in my power not to let what happened between us become a permanent sadness in my day-to-day life.

I was working non-stop, producing, and singing hooks behind the scenes. I wasn’t trying to tour or do award shows. They were too much stress and I needed to be healthy.

I was taking care of business to keep from thinking too much, and I was making money hand over first. I wouldn't have to ask for anything because I had done what he hadn’t. I cultivated relationships with people outside of the rock genre. I was also recording an R&B album. Troy had given me a lot of material to write.
 

I was also living in LA instead of Tampa, which is why I never expected to see Troy walking into the Cali branch of our record label. I did a double take. I saw him two seconds before he saw me, it was his turn to do a double take, then his eyes narrowed. He was on the opposite side of the building to me when he started heading in my direction. I turned and retraced my steps backwards. I needed to get back to my publicist's office fast. The look on his face said he wanted to beat my ass.

The elevator doors couldn't open fast enough, and when they finally did, I darted in and hit the button for the fifth floor. My heart was pounding so hard I was worried it might break through my chest. I was scared enough to pee myself. I got off the elevator and half-walked, half-waddled towards my publicist's office.

“Don’t you dare look back, Scarlett, that’s how people get caught in horror movies," I told myself.

I was two offices away from my publicist when I felt Troy's arms wrap around my waist, pulling me off my feet. I thought about screaming, but I didn’t want to make a scene, not one that would end up with us back on the gossip blogs. I was tired of seeing “Scarlett Rose did so and so.” Troy carried me a couple of feet into one of the single bathrooms. He closed the door then shoved me against it. The expression on his face was downright evil as he stared at my swollen stomach.

"Hey, Troy. Nice seeing you here."

He glared at me. “You wouldn’t do this to me, Scarlett. Would you?" He pointed to my belly. I looked down at my belly then back up to him. “Do what, Troy?” I kept my tone cheerful, knowing it would piss him off.

“You wouldn’t be pregnant and not tell me about it.”

“Why would I tell you about my pregnancy with another man?”

He moved so quickly I didn’t register it. His body collided with mine. His fingers flexed as they wrapped around my throat. “Say that shit again, Scar. Don’t make me ki--” He left the rest of his threat hanging in the air as he squeezed. Not hard enough to cut off my breathing, just enough to make me aware.

"Boo, bitch, I might as well be a ghost then, because it ain't yours.” I laughed in his face. He looked back at me as if I were crazy. If I was, it was because of him. He gave up everything to fuck with some middle-aged woman half the industry had already fucked. It seemed Tiffany had a reputation for fucking with the artists she worked with. I also knew it was her who leaked what had happened the night I caught them together; that information hit the blogs too fast and had too many details to be from anyone else.

For that, it was on sight every time I saw her, after I gave birth to this tattooed mother fuckers big ass son, that is. I had an entire post-birth list. I was going to fuck up Tiffany, then fuck everyone Troy had accused me of wanting to fuck, starting with Kyle, and ending with The Haitian Giant. I would have added his daddy to the list if he wasn’t married to my momma. I wanted Troy as distraught and hurt as I had been. I cried for nearly thirty days and thirty nights, the tears fueling my rage. I'm a Capricorn; I don't like feeling weak, and that's exactly how Troy left me. Even at that moment, melancholy was trying to creep up my spine.

Troy let me go, only to turn around and punch the mirror. He started pacing around the bathroom like a wild bull, his bruised knuckles bleeding, hand hanging at his side. I rolled my eyes and rubbed my belly while watching him. His body looked good in his chinos and white polo; he'd put on more muscle, which made sense. He always worked out more when times were bad. His hair was longer. I ignored the new tattoo with my name on his wrist but felt some type of way about it. Because why didn't he tattoo that bitch Tiffany's name on him?

I nearly jumped out of my skin when he turned and charged toward me. Instead of hitting me like I thought he would, he slammed his mouth against mine.

The kiss was deep, and filled with the frustration we were both clearly feeling. I was already so horny, and now he was making it worse. I snatched my mouth away from his and started pulling up the maxi dress I wore until it was around my hips.

"Eat me, please." I spread my legs. I felt manic as my chest rose and fell rapidly.

Troy gave me a surprised look but didn't hesitate to get on his knees. His hot mouth on the inside of my thigh nearly buckled my knees. It had been months since I'd had sex, and pregnancy hormones had me wet all the time.

He slid my panties to the side and alternated between licking the folds of my pussy and darting his tongue in and out of my pussy hole, then sucking on my clit until it pulsed and became too sensitive.

"Make me cum!" I moaned, moving my hips to fuck his face, while nearly pulling his hair from his head trying to keep him exactly where I needed him. He sucked until I exploded and saw stars. His saliva mixed with my cum dripped down my thighs. Troy came up from under my dress and started kissing me all over my face.

"I love you, Scarlett, I'm so sorry..."

I reached in between us and shoved him back off me, raising a church finger. "One minute, I can't fucking breathe." I took my time, my head thrown back against the door, my eyes closed until my breathing returned to normal.

I almost felt bad about what I was about to do when I opened my eyes. Troy looked so pitiful, his face somber, waiting for my next instructions. I really do think he was sorry. I also didn't think he had suffered enough, but still, part of me wanted to forgive him and go back to the old us. Until I remembered the feeling of profound loss that had me contemplating suicide after I caught them together. Then there was the anger, and then beneath the anger was rage. I was still in the rage phase.

I raised my hand and gestured for Troy to come closer. When he was close enough, I raised my leg and kicked out my foot.

He cried out when it connected with his semi-erect dick, then I shoved him back into the wall. "I know you got that bitch, Tiffany, pregnant. My baby's not yours. Sign the fucking divorce papers." I yelled, opened the bathroom door, and actually ran.

I slammed into my PR agent's office and locked the door. Keisha was a six-foot-tall woman, with a six-foot afro and a body that women would pay for. She looked at me as if I were crazy.

Another artist, Lil Compton, was in the room with us and staring at my belly as if he was the one who put the baby in me. The blogs had hinted at us fucking; maybe he thought we had, and he had just forgotten. At six foot two inches, looking like Method Man's son, I could see him forgetting he'd fucked with someone, given all the women he was with—he had a different girl every other day. I could respect it. At least women knew right up front what they were getting. Keisha's office was all glass, so I could see Troy coming in our direction. Lil Compton got up and offered me his seat.

I took it. My feet were killing me.

"What's wrong?" Keisha asked, looking on the brink of hysteria.

"Troy's here." She knew our story. Her eyes went wide. She followed my line of sight.

Troy's eyes were on me. He was hell hot. I wanted him to feel combustible.

I didn't know Lil Compton at all, had never seen the man in person or spoken to him. We just happened to leave a restaurant at the same time one night—somehow, that meant we were fucking each other account to TZM. This man was a complete stranger, but I stood waddled over to him, wrapped my arms around his waist, and hugged him as if I loved him.

Troy was already snatching at the door handle to get in, but he lost his entire mind then. I watched him pick up the secretary’s chair and slam it repeatedly into the door. It didn't crack or even attempt to crack. He was losing his mind, and I was enjoying it.

"You playing and this nigga gonna try to beat my ass when he catches me, Scarlett." Lil Compton used my name as if he knew me. I could feel his chuckle in my chest as he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close.

"Hey, Keisha, take a picture of this." He grabbed my attention from Troy by hooking his finger under my chin and bringing my face around to look at him. He looked down at me with his gorgeous face and light brown eyes that did nothing for me, but I smiled up at him like he was a piece of cake, and he smiled down at me like he already knew what my pussy tasted like, then said, "If you really want to make him mad, you'd let me taste these pretty lips." Then he ran his thumb across my bottom lip, and again, nothing. Had Troy really ruined other men for me?

I laughed and stepped out of his embrace, rolling my eyes, ignoring Troy calling my name over and over from outside the office. At least twenty people stood around watching everything unfold.

"That won't happen. My crazy as husband would kill us both."

Lil Compton nodded, "I didn't think so, but how about a feature?"

I shrugged, “I can do that, for the right price, with a 'my ex might beat yo ass' discount.’"

We both laughed, carrying on a conversation as if Troy wasn't about to be arrested.

So Troy was arrested. The next day I got a restraining order against him, the day after that I got a registered letter from him in the mail. I thought it was my divorce papers; it wasn't. When I opened it, I found a letter.

Dear Scar, I know just seeing my handwriting probably pisses you off. I wouldn't blame you if you threw this in the trash, but I hope you don’t.

There are a thousand ways to start this, but first, I want to say I’m sorry. I really am. On everything I love, I’m sorry.

You walked in and saw something that I would give anything to erase, not just from your memory but from existence. I can’t offer an excuse that would justify my actions. But I can tell you what happened.

Tiffany was never a person I would willingly fuck with when I was single. So, I sure as hell wasn’t trying to fuck around with her when I was married to you. She was a mistake. I told Tiffany things I should have told you and she used it against me. I thought I could handle her and it got out of hand, and then I didn’t know what to do, so I did what she wanted. She started by telling me what venues we would play at, then started asking for money, and then it was sex.

This must be some type of karma for what I did to you. I lied about needing you to join the band for us to get a contract. I just wanted you with me. The thought of you in Paris was driving me crazy. I lied. To this day, I don’t even regret that I lied because it got me the best six years of my life. I am sorry I derailed your plans though. I could have found a better way. When you give me another chance, I’ll be your biggest supporter in whatever you want to do because you were always and will always be my number one. You made me strive to be a better man. And I took you for granted.

I also kept another secret from you. I've been suffering from panic attacks. They started when my mother died but got worse when we became famous. I should have gone to therapy. Sometimes I hurt so bad and got so angry, but I didn't want you to see me as weak or burden you, so I saw a doctor alone.

Between Tiffany and me, I was popping Klonopin like candy, twenty pills a day, and when I couldn’t get doctors to fill the prescription, I was taking Molly. I’m a mess if I’m not high, baby. Unless I'm fucking you. Now, I am taking a step to correct all this shit. I'm going to rehab. I should get out by the time MY son is born. Yes I know it’s my son because you’re not crazy and know I am.

I wish I could take back most of my lies, every mistake. But I can't. All I can do is apologize from the bottom of my heart and hope that you can find it within yourself to forgive me. You don't have to forget, Scarlett, because forgetting is hard when something hurts you. We hurt each other. You aren’t off the hook for the pain you caused either. I won’t forget that stunt you pulled in the record label office, ever. You know I left jail, looking for Lil Compton thinking this man had gotten you pregnant. I was thinking the whole time, I can’t walk the earth knowing another man impregnated my wife. One of us had to go, but then I walked up on him and he had his tongue down his boyfriend's throat.

Don’t do anything like that again, Scarlett. Play with somebody safe, please because I will make sure I'm the only man you ever love. The only man whose baby's you ever carry, even if I have to do it from prison.

But I digress. Deep down, I want you to forgive me. I’m willing to do anything you need for me to prove we won’t ever have another incident like this again.

Whether or not you can find it in your heart to forgive me though, you’re still my wife through sickness and health, until death do us part and you will remain my wife. UNITL DEATH DO US PART, Scarlett. Fuck your divorce papers, I burned them bitches. See you in three months.

I blinked hard as I reread the last few lines. I married a crazy man. He went from confessing and apologizing to threatening me. I busted out laughing because what else could I do. Then I sobered. Troy was going through a lot and I hadn't noticed. What kind of wife did that make me? I had a lot of thinking to do.

Later that night I turned on the TV and heard Troy's name coming from Tammy Fields' mouth.

“In a shocking revelation, rocker Troy Barker sent me a letter that exposed a side of the music industry that is often overlooked. Barker detailed in this letter how his tour manager, Tiffany Washington, manipulated and exploited him emotionally, financially, and sexually. His account highlights that men too, can be victims in the industry. Barker confessed that he was silent about what was going on, not even telling his wife, fearing career damage and ridicule for being a male victim. He's now taking steps towards recovery, entering rehab to combat substance abuse, an issue heightened by Tiffany's extortion. Barker's courageous account calls for a closer look at industry practices and highlights the need for a safe, respectful environment for all artists, men, others, and women. He wants everyone to give his pregnant wife Scarlett Rose Barker privacy in these trying times. More updates to follow...”

I was shocked that Troy had exposed himself. Other than that, I didn't know what to think.


Scarlett

Almost 2 years later

"If you need to take that call, you should." My date drawled in his heavily accented voice, staring at my phone which had rang for the fifth time in fifteen minutes. His name I couldn’t recall at the moment, but it didn’t matter. I'd swiped right on him because of his looks,6’2, about 240, his dark skin like fine chocolate. He was visiting from Ghana and didn’t seem to recognize me – which suited me perfectly.

I was in my "I want to fuck a rapper or R&B artist" phase after spending so much time with them. He was close and would have to do, since nobody in the industry would touch me with Troy's name attached to mine.

Everybody joked about Troy shooting up a studio because of me, after seeing his reaction at the record label. Troy had even made several threats about me in blog and magazine articles after leaving rehab, warning men I was his wife and that he would fight for me. He’d become a sort of media darling, exposing the industry's predators, and proving that not only men could play that role.

"No, I don’t need to." I smiled sweetly under the table, I placed my hand on his thigh suggestively, brushing against the large mushroom tip of his dick.

My eyes widened in pleasant surprise. Thank you, ancestors.

Mr. Ghana – as I'd decided to call him – smiled back, showing off all thirty-two of his white teeth. I wanted to taste his plump bottom lip while he...

My phone went off, going wild on the table breaking my thoughts in half. Notification after notification came in back to back. My heart sped up slightly, hoping there was nothing wrong with my kids. I removed my hand from Mr. Ghana and checked the notifications.

Troy was playing; it was eight in the evening and he was saying he had an emergency and needed me to come get the kids? No

I rolled my eyes, put my phone back down, apologized and resumed my conversation with Mr. Ghana. About twenty minutes into operation "get some dick," a commotion echoed behind me. I turned around to find Troy pushing our double stroller through the crowded dining area. He didn’t seem to care that he was disrupting people's dinners or bumping into chairs and tables, and nobody tried to stop him either. I hated his entitled ass. I was so embarrassed.

His gaze was laser-focused on me, his expression dark and moody. I couldn't believe he had brought two one-year-olds into an upscale restaurant in the middle of the night, but then again, I could.

Something in my chest tightened when my eyes landed on Ebony and Ivory – my nicknames for our kids due to their starkly different complexions. Technically, only Ebony, whose real name was Jason, was mine. Ivory was Tiffany’s daughter, Maine.

After Troy exposed Tiffany as being a predator, she’d gone into seclusion until Maine was born, then she abandoned her at the hospital. Maine was born right after Troy checked himself into rehab; he quickly checked himself out to care for her, she turned out to be the rehab he needed.

Thankfully, Tiffany had put Troy's name on the birth certificate or we would have had to jump through hoops to get her. Troy officially retired from music after being granted full custody of Maine. I hated to give him credit for anything, but he was a good father. He took care of the kids and attended NA. People always wondered aloud why I helped him. Maine was my son's sister, and I loved her just as much as I loved Jason and would continue to treat her as if she were my own. I was still going to beat her momma next time she appeared on my radar.

Turning back to Mr. Ghana, I lowered my eyes. "I’m sorry. My ex is definitely about to make a scene. You should probably go out the back exit."

"Your ex is Troy Barker?" He looked excited as realization dawned on him. Of course, he knew who Troy was. I shook my head. This was my life now.

"Mind if I stay and meet him? I knew you looked familiar – your hair is just different. You're Scarlett Rose!" He almost gushed, his accent thickening.

My pregnancy had thinned my hair to the point it was falling out. Gone were my locs, replaced with a four foot seventies-style afro. I didn't see a difference in my appearance, but everyone said I looked different, more mature.

"I doubt he’s going to give you an autograph," I answered, just as Troy pulled up beside me. The chorus of "mama, mama" began almost immediately. I avoided looking at Troy and turned to acknowledge my babies, who were reaching out their hands to me with bright smiles on their gorgeous faces. "Not right now, babies. Momma's on a date and can't get drool on the good silk," I cooed, referring to the red silk wrap dress I was wearing. I could feel Troy's intense gaze on me.

The scraping of a chair brought my attention back to my date. Mr. Ghana had stars in his eyes. He stood, extending his hand in Troy’s direction. "Troy Barker, I’m a huge fan of your music." Troy looked at his hand like he had shit on it, but Mr. Ghana didn't seem to notice. He was too busy pulling out his phone. "Can I get a pic with you?"

Troy smirked as Mr. Ghana squeezed past me to stand next to him. I wanted to bop both of them upside the fucking head.

"Fuck it." I stole one last longing glance at the uneaten steak on my plate and the man whose dick I'd never get to sample, rolled my eyes, and rose from my seat, deciding to leave before Troy caused a bigger scene.

The weight of Troy's eyes burned into my back as I headed towards the exit, leaving him with the kids. He brought them out, so he could handle taking them back home. I refused to look back or at any of the people staring at me. I kept my head and eyes straight forward. I pushed out the door and headed to the valet, glad I drove my own car.

Waiting for the valet to bring my car, Troy’s voice rang out behind me. "You were on a date? Scarlett, you do remember we’re still technically married, right? Why didn’t you answer the phone, Scarlett? It could have been an emergency."

I gritted my teeth. "Yeah, Troy, were still married because you refuse to sign the damn divorce papers. Stop talking to me." I kept my voice low and even. We didn’t fight and argue in front of the kids.

For almost two years, I had been trying to get Troy to agree to a divorce. I didn't understand why he was holding on; there were plenty of women who would give an appendage just to sleep with him. Despite understanding why he did what he'd done with Tiffany, I couldn't forget it. If he had come to me before I caught them, I could have forgiven him, even after the sex. But in the back of my mind, I'd always believe he was enjoying his little affair.

During one of our many confrontations, he had slipped up and admitted that he was tempted to cheat anyway.

Troy needed control and wanted to be needed and resented me for not needing him in that way. He accused me of prioritizing my career over him. He wanted a damsel in distress and that just wasn't me. I wouldn't change for anyone – not even for Troy.

I resented his accusations, considering I had given up my dream of being an opera singer for him. Well, let me correct myself, because I was no longer telling the opera lie. Singing opera had been my mother's idea, and I had just gone along with it. I didn’t realize until after becoming famous and having the opportunity to sing opera—that I didn't really want to sing opera. That was one of the reasons my mother and I no longer spoke; she had planned my life out for me, and I didn’t follow her plan. She also claimed I had publicly embarrassed her by fucking my brother, as if he was my real brother. She shouldn't have had any judgment. Acting like she hadn't stolen a dying woman’s husband. Her hypocrisy was fucking staggering. So, fuck her.

Two plus two wasn't equaling four because somehow, a random valet pulled Troy’s Range Rover up before my Tesla arrived.

Troy kept talking because he was Troy. I barely listened to his jealous rants as he struggled to get both kids into their car seats alone. My car pulled up behind his. I wanted to ignore him altogether, but it was too cold for the kids to be outside. With a sigh, I helped him secure the kids into their seats before retrieving my keys, getting in my car, and driving off. I considered messing with Troy and getting a hotel room by myself, but I didn’t want him having an aneurysm wondering where I was. More importantly, how had he figured out where I was tonight?

Troy followed me to my place. I was grateful Maine and Jason were barely awake when we arrived. I put them to bed and nearly rocked myself to sleep while waiting for them to fall asleep soundly. I could hear Troy moving around downstairs and sighed. He claimed he had an emergency, but he was probably downstairs preparing the guest room for himself. I went into my own room, stripped, and headed to the bathroom.

I ran a bath and went through my nightly ritual. When the water was nice and hot, I leaned my head against the waterproof pillow, shoved two fingers into my pussy, and used my other hand to rub my clit until I was cumming. It was over fast as it started and it was unsatisfying but it took the edge off. I missed sex.

After drying off and putting on a nightshirt, I got into bed. It was nine-thirty, way too early to go to sleep, so I turned on the TV but it ended up watching me.

The sound of footsteps startled me awake. I opened my eyes and found Troy leaning against the doorway watching me. He was only wearing a pair of boxers, and his dark locks were sopping wet, indicating he had just showered.

He looked good. Too good. His body was beautiful to me and he knew it. I closed my eyes again. Why couldn't he age badly or lose some muscle definition or something. I wanted to throw a tantrum.

"Can I sleep with you, Scarlett?"

"No. And how did you find me tonight?" Troy had all sorts of creative ways of keeping track of me. Once he broke my phone just to give me a new one with a tracking device in it. Another time, he hired an investigator to follow me.

Please, Scarlett. I haven’t gotten a good night's sleep since you left," he said, ignoring my question. I felt my bed dip as Troy slid in next to me and pulled me into his arms. I swallowed the vulgar words I wanted to hurl at him and rested my head against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. I missed lying with him, too. Ignoring the growing wetness between my thighs I closed my eyes.

"Scarlett, please stop being mad at me before I do something drastic. You know I can't live without you." His voice held desperation I'd never heard before but I ignored him and went to sleep.

I should have told him to sleep downstairs.

I woke up with Troy's heavy weight pushing me into the mattress. His dick was seconds away from slipping into my wet pussy. I went to push him off me, but my right hand was restrained and my right leg was pushed back against my chest, so I couldn’t move. I looked up to find the pink fluffy handcuffs from my nightstand on my right wrist. He had his left hand restraining my left hand. "What the fu—" Whatever else I was about to say got lost in transition. Taking the massive head of his dick he rubbed it along my pussy lips, lubricating himself. I gasped as he rammed into me, quick and hard and stealing my breath away. The pace he set was frenzied as he chased his nut, but I beat him to it, cumming all over his dick before I even considered telling him to stop. I could feel his dick jerk, and his stroke faltered; he was close. "Don’t cum in me!" I warned him. He pushed deeper. Staring down at me, he smirked. ""Fuck that, I’m cumming in my pussy; I’m making sure you're pregnant tonight. I’m going to keep you pregnant and attached to me.

I went to protest, he slammed his hand over my mouth. "Shut the fuck up," He lowered his body weight onto me and spoke into my ear "you wouldn’t want to wake the kids, would you? I’m not stopping. I’m going to still fuck you while they cry; that’ll drive you crazy. Make a choice." He taunted, knowing I hated his method of letting them cry it out. I tucked my lips into my mouth. He chuckled and rose and grabbed the headboard, so he could fuck me harder. It was ridiculous how many times I came that night.


Scarlett

Tory had the audacity of a mother fucker with a big dick, but then he did have a big dick. I frowned at his back. “Repeat what you just said because I’m afraid I misheard you.”

He eyed me through the mirror, his expression neutral. He was dressed in a pair of black jeans and a crisp white polo shirt.

“I’m going on a date.”

“You’re not going on any fucking date. It’s only been a week since you showed up at mine with the kids in tow. If I can’t date you can’t date.”

“You want a divorce. I don’t, so that means I get to date, you don’t. Why are you worrying about what I’m doing?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, then opened my mouth to curse him out. I couldn't believe he had the audacity to come to my house to get dressed for a date with another woman. The kids weren’t even here, he’d left them with his nanny.

He laughed before I could, fueling my anger. I wanted to punch him.

I went to walk away before I ended up in jail.

He turned, grabbed me, and backed me into the door. His hand on my lower back, he kissed the spot on my neck, and I melted, forgetting why I was mad. Troy knew me too well.

He pulled back, his eyes teasing. My pussy sold me out at the sight of him running his tongue across his lips.

Traitorous bitch.

“Don’t look at me like that, Scar. I’ll fuck you against this door then you’ll be mad as soon as you cum because you claim I keep tricking you into having sex with me.” He rolled his eyes. “Go get dressed, Scar. I want to take you somewhere.”

He backed up and left the room. I stood there, biting my lip. I was backsliding, getting caught up in Troy's whirlwind again. “But you loved it there,” the devil on my shoulder teased. And I had.

Following Troy's path out of the bathroom, I entered my room to find a white lace summer dress and the new Gucci slingbacks I’d been searching for that had been sold out for weeks. I tried not to smile as I got dressed. Curiosity was killing me. I found Troy downstairs, standing by the door waiting. He had an Uber Black drive us to our destination. He blindfolded me before getting out of the car. We walked up so many stairs my calf’s started to cramp.

He removed the blindfold, then pushed a big metal door open. As we stepped onto the rooftop, I couldn't help but be in awe of the breathtaking view. The city lights twinkled like stars in the night sky, casting an ethereal glow over everything. My gaze turned to Troy, who was standing next to me looking extremely pleased with himself. “You’ve been reading my diary again.” He flashed all thirty-two of his pearly white teeth. "I have."

I chuckled and shook my head. “I’m going to burn it when I find it. That’s what started all this mess.”

He laughed. “It’s been a beautiful fucking mess though, even when times aren’t that good. And you can have it when I’m dead. It’s in the bank's vault.”

I rolled my eyes and let him lead me to a beautifully set table. He had everything perfect down to the flickering tea lights and white lilies. The air carried the tantalizing aroma of whatever he was about to serve me.

Silence enveloped us as I took my seat, my fingers tracing the intricate butterfly patterns on the tablecloth. I didn’t know what to say, but then I did. “Is this your way of groveling?” Troy had said he was sorry for what happened, but then in his heavy-handed way he’d tried to force me to forgive him on his terms, without truly addressing the wounds and resentment that lingered between us, he thought love was enough.

"I know empty gestures or extravagant acts aren’t you. I need to face my pride," he said, meeting my gaze. "I need to apologize through actions. I know I have to do something that I’m going to hate but it’ll prove to you that I’m trying to be better. Even if it hurts me. Right now, I’m just feeding you before the groveling begins."

I raised an eyebrow. Picking up the glass in front of me, I brought it to my lips, a sweet champagne tickled my throat as I swallowed. “What is it you're about to do?”

His lips curved into a playful grin, mischief sparking in his eyes. “Finish your dinner and you’ll find out.”

After we'd eaten, the blindfold was tied back over my eyes. When it was finally removed, I found myself in the basement of our parents' house. A wave of surprise was followed by confusion.

“What are we doing here?” I looked over my shoulder to ask Troy as I looked around. There was nothing but a bed in the room now.

He didn’t answer me; instead, he said, “You can come out now...”

thirty minutes later...

Kyle's dick was lodged in the back of my throat. His eyes were closed, he had his lips folded into his mouth and his face in a grimace as if he were hurting.

Damn, Scar, baby," Troy growled, his hand was tangled in my hair, holding my head still for Kyle, "look at you taking both of us like a good girl." He praised me as Kyle rammed in and out of my mouth. Troy free-handedly gripped my hip and guided our rhythm. In and out. He danced inside me, demanding that I follow. I pushed back into him.

The slick noises my pussy made, mixed with their grunts and growls, echoed through the empty room. Making what was going on feel dirty and depraved. It was a fantasy in my diary to be objectified and slutted out and Troy had planned it out perfectly. My thighs were shaking, and I was so close to my release that my spine was tingling. The muscles in my stomach tightened.

"Damn, you feel so good. I hate that you’re enjoying this shit so much." Troy half panted, half whined behind me. Troy sounded like he was in emotional pain. Part of me reveled in knowing that what was happening was the last thing he wanted. He didn’t like it, but that didn't stop his dick from being hard as hell.

Kyle, wanting my attention, pushed deeper into my mouth; I gagged, and saliva slipped out. "Want me to cum down your throat? Give you a taste, little slut?" He stared down at me like I was precious. as he gently slapped my cheek, leaving behind a sting that traveled to my pussy.

I could taste the bitter saltiness of his cum. He was close. He tasted good. He smelled good. I planned to fuck him next. My eyes rolled into the back of my head. I panted and drooled around his dick. Troy’s grip on me tightened. "You’re milking this dick baby. Keep fucking me back."

Kyle stiffened and nutted down my throat. I burst too at the same time I felt Troy nut in my pussy. They kept pushing into me until my breathing returned to normal. Kyle pulled his dick out of my mouth, then Troy removed his from my pussy. I fell onto the bed in Troy's old basement apartment in our parent's house. When he said he had a way to make me forgive him. I never imagined this. I wanted to sleep. Troy slammed his hand down on my ass; it stung. My pussy throbbed. "Get up; it's his turn; ride him. He directed. Kyle didn’t wait for me to follow Troy's directive. He lifted and pulled me on top of him, reverse cowgirl style, and pushed his dick into me. I could feel Troy's cum leaking out of me. My nipples pebbled.

Troy took a seat in front of me. A mixture of lust and pain broadcast on his handsome face. He was equally hating and loving what was happening. Pleasure crawled over my skin as I took a deep breath and started moving.

The next thing I know, I was waking up. I could sense Troy's presence behind me. He was watching me; I knew that even though I couldn't see him. Kyle was gone. Troy had kicked him out when I got a little to vocal about how good his dick felt.

I turned over and stared at him. He grinned and said, "Hey sleepy."

"Hey." He was looking hopeful.

We stared at each other for a second.

"We even?" he asked.

I nodded. "We even."

He sighed long and deeply. "Good. Now get up and wash his smell off of you before it pisses me off." He frowned.

I rolled my eyes and kissed my teeth.


Troy

I was trying my hardest to stifle a smile as I stood in the bathroom, watching Scarlett in a one-piece white romper, leaned over the toilet. Her face was contorted in misery, making me almost feel bad for what I’d done. It had been five months since the unfortunate Kyle incident. I call it the incident because if I reminded myself of what really happened, I’d start to remember the way Scarlett looked cumming for him, and I’d get pissed off at Tiffany all over again and want to go looking for her.

That bitch caused all the fucking misery in my life and I had to let Scar fuck Kyle. But I digress, Scarlett and I were in a better place. I was supporting her music endeavors, though I hated the way she dealt with only male artists most of the time. Her ass and hips were spreading with age, in a good way, and there were rumors and accusations of her fucking with this rapper or that singer.

Some would say they the fucked her for the clout or to see if they'd get a reaction out of me. People were always — as Scar would say — testing my gangsta, but if nobody else knew, Scar knew better than to play with me, so I knew she wasn't fucking anybody but me. She was mine, and I was hers since that day back in my old bedroom when I promised to marry her, and that would be the way it was until the end.

"Troy, go away," she yelled, then rested her face on the toilet seat. I knew it was clean, but I kind of cringed.

"Let me help you in the shower."

She shook her head without opening her eyes. "No, you're just trying to fuck. I don't need you touching and kissing me and getting sick, then you and the kids will be sick as soon as I'm better and I'll have to take care of you and your whiney babies."

I smiled. "You're not sick, not in a contagious way. You've been throwing up for a week but have no fever or cough."

"Okay, doctor. What is my diagnosis?" She rolled her bloodshot eyes in my direction.

I had been waiting for her to ask me.

I leaned out of the bathroom door and called Ebony and Ivory. They'd been waiting in the bedroom. I watched them waddle in my direction, holding their little signs we'd been working on.

Scar stood and washed her face, then sat on the toilet seat, waiting for what came next. I was so fucking giddy on the inside, I could see that my face was bright red in the mirror.

Scar smiled when she saw the children; they were getting big.

"Hold up your signs." I went down on one knee, blocking Scarlett's view to fix them.

Jason's sign read "You're."

Maine's sign had "pregnant."

I stood, moving out of the way, and turned to watch Scarlett's reaction.

Her lips moved as she read the words.

The smile she'd been wearing withered on her lips, and her eyes narrowed.

I said the words out loud. "You're pregnant."

Ebony and Ivory could barely stand and clap at the same time as they cheered. We had already talked about them being a big sister and brother.

Scarlett clapped and pasted a fake smile to her face, then gritted between her teeth, "Take them to their room, please, then you come right back here," she said without looking at me.

I knew I was in trouble, but I didn't even care. My diabolical plan had worked.

When I returned, Scarlett was in our bedroom, wrapping a towel around her body after freshly showering.

I had tried to keep the smile off my face, but I couldn't.

She tilted her head and glared at me. "What did you do, Troy?"

I rocked back on my bare feet. "You remember two months ago. I had your leg folded back behind your head, your pussy was really wet, I was hitting it with the death stroke, and you looked me dead in the eye and said, 'Cum in me, Daddy, gimme another baby.' And you know your wish is always my command, so the next day, I started taking a few pills a week from your birth control. You can never remember if you take them..."

"Shut up, Troy, and give me the pregnancy test. I know you got one. If I'm pregnant, I swear I'm going to fight you like a man." She wagged her finger in my direction.

"I'm supposed to go on tour with Lil Compton in two months; I can't go pregnant." She fussed.

I knew that she was supposed to go on tour and I was glad she wouldn’t be able to. Lil Compton liked to kiss boys, so I thought he used the women he was seen in public with as a beard, but no. He kissed girls too. He and Scarlett had become close over the years. I didn't like that. He looked at her like he wanted to fuck. If he weren’t so fucking big I'd have asked him to give me a fair one, as Scarlett says for eyes fucking her all the time. Fucking lewd eyed ass mother fucker.

I knew I was being selfish again, I know, but I was going to make it up to her. She'd been asking about us getting the band back together to do a tour that would have us financially set for life, and she wanted Kyle included. I was going to agree. Kyle was getting married in three months to the love of his life. The bitch he had rejected Scarlett for, I knew Scarlett would never fuck him again just because of that. He hadn't even felt right about the threesome but couldn't turn down the opportunity to fuck Scarlett.

I gave her my big "I'm guilty, but please continue to love me" puppy dog eyes.

She narrowed hers further. "Where is the test, Troy?"

"It's under the sink," I said, then headed downstairs to wait for her to find out what I already knew.

About ten minutes later, she came downstairs, dressed in one of my wife beaters, basketball shorts and her sneakers, her face looked greasy. Ignoring me sitting on the couch. With a scowl on her face, she walked into the kitchen. I frowned because what was she about to do?

I jumped half a foot in the air, laughing when she came out swinging a broom at me.

"Come on, Scar. You said you wanted to have my babies. Now we have three, three more to go."

"Shut up, asshole. I'm not stopping until I hit you with this broom, with your conniving ass."

"But you love me," I said as I ran to the opposite side of the couch.

"I do love you; that's why I didn't grab a knife."

She jumped onto the couch and started walking across the cushions in my direction. "If you move, I'm not giving you sex for a—"

The doorbell ringing cut off her threat.

I turned and jogged over to it, hoping she'd forget.

My body turned to brick when I opened the door and found Tiffany standing there.

"What the fuck do you want?" I could feel the scowl on my face. She had nearly ended my marriage and left our daughter in the hospital like an orphan and hadn't called to even check on her, but here she is, two years later?

She gave me a contrite smile. Scarlett came to stand next to me, holding the broom.

"What do you want, Tiffany?"

Tiffany's smile turned upside down. "I brought my son to meet his little sister," she said before reaching back and pulling a boy about five from behind her back.

I turned to look at Scar. "He's not mine," I said, throwing up my hands.


Scarlett

Epilogue

Was the rest of my life with Troy a perfect happily ever after? No. Troy remained jealous and at times selfish and conniving and manipulative, but he tried to be more considerate, and I loved him, so I ignored the things I didn't like about him, just like he ignored the things he didn't like about me. We went to counseling to talk about the Tiffany shenanigans and Troy keeping things away from me. We learned nothing because the therapist called our relationship codependent and toxic, so we never went back. I just made it a habit to ask Troy what he was hiding anytime I felt he was being shady.

The kids brought our parents around to forgive us, at least that's the story they tell. I just think they were tired of each other. They spent more time alone than together. My momma was all fake now that I was famous, telling people me joining Troy band was her idea. I'd just roll my eyes. I made sure to go out shopping and to eat once a month with her, but that was all I could take. Most times I'd just drop the kids off.

I still wanted to beat Tiffany's ass, 10 years later, but she doesn't come around much, and the bitch is geriatric now too. I wasn't trying to go to prison for elder abuse. Plus, I don't want to make Maine have to take sides if it comes to that.

Back in the day she used to drop her son Noah off for weeks at a time. I didn't mind; I liked him. He reminded me of me, just wanting to be left alone at times, though he tried my patience, but not as much as Creed tried his. If she was not hitting him, she was slapping him or chasing him around the house trying to bite him.

He rubbed her the wrong way because she wanted people to always be engaging with her and he was quiet most times. But he lets her take her evil little frustrations out on him, no matter how many times I told him to tell her no or to tell me so I can make her stop. I hope he feels welcome because with a mother life tiffany.... he is grown now, but still comes around often.

At the end of the day, I have a dysfunctional-ass, pieced-together family, but I wouldn't change it for the world.   

The End...

OEBPS/image_rsrc1JU.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Copyright

		Preface

		Troy

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Troy

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Troy

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Part 2

		Scarlett

		Troy

		Scarlett

		Scarlett

		Troy

		Scarlett




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122






