

Summer Rain

Shantel Davis


Copyright © 2024 Shantel Davis

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Introduction




I didn't know if I wanted to publish this. But I actually like the story, so I decided to go ahead. 

I was listening to Carl Thomas's Summer Rain and for some reason this idea came to me.  You know how rain either makes you want to fuck or sleep?  Well they do both.

It's an age gap, but I don't  say how much. It aint important.

Trigger wanring for Chapter 13.

A true novella. Fast paced

For people who like two character stories.

Thanks S.T. for letting me slide in your DM's about this story.

Okay Bye!!
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Chapter one

Her

"Happy Birthday to me, Happy Birthday to me," I sang off-key, in a melody dripping with sarcasm. Today was my birthday. But instead of celebrating, I found myself naked, lying on my couch-slash-pullout bed in my tiny studio apartment. A thousand wishes, what-ifs, and why nots floated through my head, while the weight of everything I missed out on, could have been, or wanted to do pressed down on my shoulders.

Melancholy had me in a fucking chokehold, and I didn’t know how to fight my way out.

The Florida summer was making me feel worse. The air was heavy and stifling. Living in this type of humidity without an AC was its own special kind of hell, and the box fans I had surrounding me only circulated the heat. I needed a cool glass of water but moving seemed impossible.

With a deep sigh, I forced myself up from the sofa, peeling my sticky skin from the old, cracked leather. My body protested the movement, the heat making every movement feel sluggish and labored. Stretching, I ran a hand through my damp afro, and the coils sprung back into place. That was the only good thing about my life. I had good 4C hair.

I closed my eyes and tried to ignore my discomfort as Mary J. Blige crooned softly in the background, her voice calming my aching soul. When she hit a high note, my hips started to sway, the music pulling me in. I let the rhythm wash over me. Closing my eyes, I lost myself in the beat, willing myself to forget. To forget the oppressive heat. To forget how lonely I was. To forget how much I’d lost.

By the song's end, the only thing I had forgotten was what I’d gotten up for. Slumping back onto the couch, I rolled my eyes to the clock on the wall. It was nine on a Friday night. I had let most of the day pass without even celebrating myself. Determined not to let the day end on a pathetic note, I decided to go out. It had been so long since I'd had any real fun that I couldn't even remember what it felt like. But I hadn’t had friends in a while. Life had made me a loner. But I didn’t mind going out alone to find some entertainment for myself.

I dragged myself into the bathroom to take a quick, cold shower. Stepping into my glass shower stall with a high-power shower head — something I’d splurged on for myself — I let the water drown out my thoughts as I washed the sweat and grime from my skin. After slicking my body down with organic shea butter oil, I slipped into a short jean skirt and a tank top without bothering with a bra or panties. The fabric clung to my damp skin as I walked to the mirror, plucking at my afro to shape it into something that felt like me. I didn’t linger too long before heading to the front door. The smell of rain was in the air.

Grabbing an umbrella, I stepped outside. The humidity was thicker than me. I let the umbrella drag alongside of me, unopened, welcoming the few drops of rain that started to fall from the sky, letting them kiss my flesh as the night darkened. The rain was a blessed reprieve from the sticky heat that had clung to me all day.

Halfway down the block, a car rolled by. "Hey, beautiful!" a voice called out. "You need a ride or would you like to ride me?" one of the four men inside teased. I chuckled at their sexual harassment but barely glanced their way. I could feel their eyes lingering on me for a while. I was pretty and thick as fuck. I was used to attention. It didn’t move me like it had in my younger days when the slightest compliment would make my heart race and my panties wet. Now it was just noise.

They finally drove off. I kept walking, counting my footfalls. Less than fifty steps later, I entered the bar. The sound of laughter and music hit me as soon as I stepped inside. It was a contrast I liked so much better than the silence at home. They had AC too. I felt something shift in me. I perked the fuck up. I made my way further in, pushing through the crowd just as the rain outside intensified, and started pounding against the windows.

Inside was dimly lit, old R&B played in the background. I found a seat at the bar and ordered a drink, gin because it was cheap. I had about thirty dollars to my name, just enough to get fucked up. As soon as the bartender placed the glass in front of me, I downed it, the alcohol spreading warmth through my body. I scanned the room, looking for a distraction.

The bar's doors banged open. I turned in that direction just in time to see a couple enter. When I turned back, my eyes landed on him. I smiled. He smiled back and just like that, I knew that tonight, something was going to change. I was ready for it. Ready to leave behind the emptiness. Even if it was just for a night.


Chapter two

Him

Bass thumped through the strip club, making the strippers bounce their asses faster which made men throw more money. The air became thick with the scent of perfume, ass and sweat. I sat there, feeling out of place. Not for the first time. Jackson was next to me, his wife Lolita grinding on his lap, both of them lost in their own world.

A stripper, a full-bodied redbone, with the prettiest titties sauntered over, her thick, round hips swaying with every step she took. Her plush, red lips curved into a wide smile. She stopped between my spread legs and leaned in close, close enough that I could feel her breath warm against my ear. The scent of her overly sweet perfume made me nauseous. I held my breath.

“I like your gold teeth. Want a dance?” She purred.

I shook my head, forcing a tight smile, and kept holding my breath. The stripper pouted, her smile faltering for just a moment before she shrugged and moved on. There were too many men in the club for her to fucking around, wasting her time trying to convince me.

I sat up, grabbed my glass from the table, and lifted it to my lips. I downed the amber liquid inside in one swift gulp. Watered down, the burn didn't do anything to ease the restlessness gnawing at my insides. I was getting too old for the life I was living, and the fact had been constantly on my mind for months. But I’d made no effort to change. I used to be so full of ambition, but now I felt trapped in a cycle I couldn't break. That bothered me.  I needed a real drink, something more substantial.

"I'm out," I muttered to Jackson, throwing down some cash on the table. I had always been a loner. Jackson was one of my only friends.

He barely glanced at me, too engrossed in Lolita. "Alright, man," he said absently.

I stood, smoothing down my clothes, the weight of my gun pressing against my ribs. Moving, I pushed my way out of the club, the cool night air hitting me like a slap in the face. I could smell the rain. The scent took me back to when I was a kid, and I used to sneak out of the house to play in the downpour, and my mom’s would bitch about me getting sick. Now, as a grown-ass man, I couldn't do that on purpose, but if I got caught in it, well, that was different.

I decided to walk to the bar down the street, instead of driving. The rain started to fall, not heavy enough to soak through my clothes, just enough to wash away a few sins.

As I approached the bar, I saw her—a girl, thick as fuck, skin the color of Hershey’s, with a huge curly afro, walking in just ahead of me. The way her ass bounced, peeking from under her skirt drew my attention. I smiled to myself and followed her inside. The scent of rain mingled with the smell of aged whiskey and polished wood. I shook off the dampness, my eyes scanning the room until they found her. She was standing at the bar, ordering a drink.

I walked over, taking a seat a few stools down from her. As I ordered my own drink, I glanced at her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. She was gorgeous. There was something different about her, something real. I could tell just by looking at her. I had never dealt with the India Arie type, but I could see myself waking up to the smell of coconut oil and shea butter. The night suddenly felt full of possibility.

I took a sip of my drink, feeling the warmth spread through me, and watched as she turned slightly, her eyes meeting mine. I smiled, and she smiled back. And just like that, the world shifted, the rain outside my witness.


Chapter three

Her

I couldn’t hold his gaze after he smiled at me, but he was impossible to ignore. I turned to stare at him head-on, forcing myself to. I checked him out. His smoke-black skin seemed to drink in the dim light. His big, powerful build screamed strength, and there was a flash of gold when he smiled. He was clean-shaven, with thick eyebrows, chiseled features, and dark eyes. He was handsome as fuck. He made me want to fuck.

My heart did a little flip, and a wild thought crossed my mind. We’d make beautiful dark skinned babies together. The idea made me smile.

The bartender interrupted my thoughts. I ordered a gin and barely had time to take a sip before he was beside me. The way he stared at me, his eyes tracing my curves and lingering on the places he liked, like a slow melody, had me feeling exposed and nervous.

“It’s my birthday,” I blurted out before he said anything. I always ran my mouth when I couldn’t think of what else to do.

"Happy birthday," he said, his voice deep and smooth like good whiskey. He smelled good, and it wasn’t cologne either. I could tell it was his skin.

"Thank you," I replied, feeling my pulse race. Damn, he looked even better up close.

"Can I buy you another drink?" he asked, leaning in just close enough to make my breath catch.

"Sure," I said with a grin stretching my lips. "I’ll have the most expensive thing on the menu." He looked rich, even though he was only wearing black jeans and a black t-shirt. He smelled rich too. He had a quiet luxury, but urban type vibe going on. I figured he could afford it.

He laughed, a rich, intoxicating sound that made my toes curl. "Anything for the birthday girl."

He ordered my drink by telling the bartender, "She wants the most expensive thing on the menu." I was handed a Diamonds Are Forever Martini. I’d never heard of it. I took a slow sip, savoring the taste. It tasted luxurious.

He grinned at the satisfaction on my face.

"So, what brings you here tonight?" I asked, trying to keep our conversation going.

He shrugged. "Just looking to have a good time. You?"

"It’s my birthday," I reiterated, raising my glass.

"Happy birthday again," he said, raising his glass.

Leaning in closer, I lowered my voice to a whisper. "I want to fuck you. Do you want to have a one-night stand?" I’d never been too shy to ask for what I wanted. And I hadn’t had sex in so long. Suddenly, I felt my body needed it. This man oozed sex and I just knew he would be able to please me.

His eyebrows lifted in surprise before a slow, wicked grin spread across his face. "Yes," he said, no hesitation in his voice.

"Perfect," I said, feeling a rush of adrenaline. "You’re paying for the hotel."

He chuckled, nodding. "Deal. But first, I want to show you something."

He threw a few dollars on the bar, took my hand, and led me out of the bar, pushing past other customers. The streets were still crowded despite the rain coming and going as it pleased. Before I could think about what I was doing and how dangerous it was, he had damn near dragged me down a block, stopping when we reached a little coffee shop called “Donuts and Do Nots.”

"They’ve got the best pie in town, no cake though," he said, holding the door open for me.

"Pie before the hotel?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"It’s your birthday, baby. Something sweet should pass your tongue, plus trust me, you won’t regret getting a chance to taste this pie," he said with a grin.

The shop itself smelled decadent, like everything had been made out of expensive ingredients. An older Black lady with white hair that looked like she could be everybody’s Black granny owned the place. She greeted us with a smile, calling me honey and him sugar, making us both blush under our dark skin.

We each ordered a slice, me apple, him blueberry. The café was deserted, giving us the freedom to choose our perfect spot. We settled by the window, street lights flickering against the rain-streaked glass.

I went to pick up my fork. He reached across the table, removed it from my hand, then used his own fork to pick up a forkful of my pie and brought it to my lips. "Say ah." His eyes never left mine, his mouth hanging half-open as if he would be able to taste it with me. As the sweet, tangy warm apples hit my tongue, I closed my eyes, savoring the burst of flavor. I moaned loudly.

When I opened my eyes, I found him still watching me, a dark, satisfied smirk playing on his lips again, like he enjoyed my pleasure. He took a bite from the same fork that had just been in my mouth, licking it clean. Watching him made my hips roll in my seat and my thighs become saturated.

I declined any more halfway through and just watched him eat the rest, taking in everything, wondering who he was. He had hands like a man, big and veiny, but they were soft. I wondered how he could afford the seventy-thousand-dollar Rolex wrapped around his wrist. I knew the price tag amount because my stepfather had the exact same one, and he had at least ten grand in his mouth.

"What do you do?" I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.

"Things." He gave a sly smile, dodging the question.

I laughed. "Fair enough. As a broke college student at USF, I shouldn’t even be asking. As a matter of fact, let’s keep it simple," I suggested. "No details about our lives. Just tonight."

His smile widened. "I like that idea."

"Seal it with a kiss," I whispered.

He leaned over the table, his lips brushing against mine, then he applied just enough pressure. He tasted of pie and promises. He kissed me until I was breathless, then pulled back.

Oh, my damn, that was something. It was the best kiss I’d ever had, warm and wet, leaving me dizzy and wanting more.

Dazed and staring at him in awe, I whispered, "We should head to the hotel now."

He nodded, a knowing smirk playing on his thick lips, and grabbed my hand.


Chapter four

Her

We left the café, stepping out into the night. The rain had stopped. We walked in silence, his hand warm in mine. His presence next to me was overwhelming, making my nipples hard and my clit twitch.

My mind raced, my thoughts tumbling over each other. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, about to fuck a stranger, but it felt right. Plus, it was my birthday. I deserved this. I needed him to make me feel good.

My heart pounded in my chest as we approached the hotel, a high-end one. He squeezed my hand gently, grounding me in the reality of what was about to happen. We entered the lobby. The AC was blowing and felt so fucking good. Thank God I didn’t have to go back home to my hot-ass apartment tonight. I waited by the elevators so I couldn’t hear or see any of his information, my hands folded in front of me, hiding my hard nipples. Some guests stared at me like they just knew I was selling pussy, like Pretty Woman. I stared right back until he came over and pushed the up button. His hand on my back, he escorted me in when it dinged open.

We stood in the elevator, quietly, side by side. My reflection in the mirrored walls looked back at me. My eyes were wide. I caught his gaze in the mirror, his pink tongue sliding across his thick lips. I dropped my eyes. He chuckled.

The doors opened, and we stepped out into the hallway. He led me to the room, unlocking the door and holding it open for me.

He closed the door behind us. He moved into my space, stood close, his eyes holding mine with an intensity that made my stomach twist and my heart feel funny. There was a moment of stillness, a breath suspended in time, before he leaned in. He grabbed my face, pulling me into a kiss that was all heat and intensity. His lips collided with mine, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. His breath was hot and ragged, blending with mine in a frenzied dance of desire.

His hands slid down to my waist, gripping me tightly and pulling me flush against him. His kisses were hot and heavy. His lips were so thick and plush. I kissed him back with as much passion as he was giving me. Sliding my hand up under his shirt, I was in awe of how hard his body felt.

He backed me up to the bed, the back of my knees colliding with the mattress. He pulled away, and I couldn’t fucking breathe, but I reached for him. Fuck breathing.

He swatted my hand, staring at me. He demanded, “Undress.”

I nodded, reaching for the light on the nightstand to cover us in darkness.

“No, I want the light on,” he said, noticing what I was about to do.

“But—”

He frowned, reached out, and snatched at my shirt, pulling it over my head. I gasped, opened my mouth to say something, but he cut me off by dropping to his knees.

I sucked in a breath.

He pushed my skirt up until it rode my waist, ran his hands down my body. “You so fucking thick, don’t make no fucking sense,” he breathed, while caressing my flesh. My knees nearly buckled when he buried his face in my pussy.

“I knew you didn’t have on any panties,” he said, his breath hot against my privates. “Just thinking about it kept my dick brick.” He spun me, ran his tongue over my ass cheek, licking the creases of my stretch marks.

“Bet this pussy tastes like candy,” he said right before he pulled my right leg over his shoulder and rolled his tongue up and down my slit. Then his teeth were pulling at my clit, and my knees were trembling.

“Suck it hard and I’ll cum,” I instructed, and he did. The turbulence that came with a building orgasm made it hard to stay upright. I held his head for leverage. I exploded, cumming so hard gave me a head rush. My vision blurred at the edges. A rush of warmth spread from the back of my neck to my face, leaving my skin tingling and my heart pounding in my chest. I nearly fell on my ass. He helped me by draping me over the foot of the bed. Half my body hung off.

I watched him undress, unhurried. It was like watching art being made, and he knew he was mesmerizing. He wore this smirk the entire time, knowing I couldn’t even gather myself enough to move, but I had enough energy to watch him. His body was so nice, thick and muscular, but it was the skin for me. It was all one shade of darkness, even his dick. He was completely bare of any ink, which was surprising. He seemed the type that would be covered in it.

Long and thick, he stroked his dick from root to tip as he covered the distance between us. He slid his cold hand over my ass before tapping me. “Grab your ankles for me, pretty,” he groaned.

And my first thought was, ain’t no way in hell, but for him, I’d try. I pushed myself up on wobbly legs, bent at the waist, legs spread equal widths apart, and wrapped my hands around my ankles, leaving myself wet and open, ready for him. I nearly jumped out of my skin when his warm mouth dragged along my spine.

We both groaned as he pushed into my warm walls.

He began dragging his dick in and out of me, going hard and deep. While placing and wrapping his hand around the back of my neck, keeping me from running. His dick was too big to be fucking me like he was, but I gritted my teeth and bore it, wrapped up in the pleasure and pain of it all. My pussy was so wet, I could hear it.

A hiss slid from between his teeth and he sped up, his stroke becoming erratic. “I got this pussy talking to me.” He chuckled nastily. “And You’re doing real good taking this dick, baby.” He praised,

He had me moaning and creaming. I wobbled my ass and met his strokes until he was pouring hot cum into me. He came with a roar. He pulled out, and his cum ran down my thighs. He wasn’t even out of breath, and I could barely breathe. Helping me to the bed, the sheets were cool against my sweat-slicked skin. I ended up on my side. I was done, at least thought I was. He moved behind me, his hand tracing down the curve of my waist. He lifted my leg from behind, buried himself back inside me. “Happy birthday to you,” he whispered against my ear before tracing the curve of it with his tongue.

Happy birthday to me indeed.

I dug my nails in his hard thigh, sure I’d leave marks behind as he began circling his hips.


Chapter Five

Him

It had been a week since that wild night with her, and my mind had been stuck on the unexpected sweetness of her pussy the entire time. Her smell. Her laugh. Her moan. Her voice. I didn’t even know her, but I felt like I missed her. And that shit was crazy. When she offered a one-off, I thought I’d take my nut, run, and forget her. But even now, as I stood in the dim, dusty warehouse, watching crates of weapons being loaded onto trucks, her face was all I saw. I couldn’t forget how good she felt to me. How good I felt just being in her presence. Sex wasn’t even important. I wanted to chill with her again, eat pie with her again, just be in her presence, but I also wanted to bend her over and fuck her again until she pledged to only give me the pussy ever again.

Jackson, my day one’s eye’s kept rolling in my direction, noticing my distraction. Finally, he gave me a sharp look, his eyes narrowing, but he waited until our buyers drove away before saying anything. "Yo, you good? You seem distracted," he said, his voice cutting through my haze.

I shook my head, trying to snap back to reality. "Yeah, man, I'm straight. Just got some things on my mind." Like the thought of kissing her again.

Jackson didn’t push further, but I knew he could tell I was off my game. He knew me like he knew himself. We’d grown up in the same neighborhood in Brooklyn. It got hot for my pops when I was fifteen and we had to leave, but somehow ten years later we both ended up in the same city again.

As soon as we wrapped up, I jumped in my car and headed to USF. I had to see her again. I could still smell her scent, taste her on my lips. What had she done to me?

Gripping the steering wheel, my thoughts descended back to that night. The way her eyes sparkled. The softness of her skin against mine, the way she moaned for me, came for me—it had been all-consuming. Her touch had lingered, burning into my memory like a brand. I hated I hadn’t got her name, but at the time, I didn’t think she’d affect me at all, that I would be thinking about her all the time. I remembered that she said she went to USF. I was familiar with the campus. Somebody I knew was a professor there. I had fucked a slew of chicks that went there. I stopped random students. "You know a girl with an afro, dark-skinned, real pretty?"

Most of them shrugged, but one guy finally pointed me in the right direction. "She’s smart as hell, probably in the library."

It was a five-minute walk, but when I got there, I wanted to turn around. Connie, my ex, was coming down the steps. I sighed. Her eyes went wide when she saw me.

She closed the distance between us, moving fast, like she’d been waiting for this moment. "You here to see me?" she asked.

I clenched my jaw, irritation flaring up. "No."

Her face dropped and her smile faded. "Why don’t you answer the phone when I call?" she demanded, her voice sounding desperate. "Why won’t you talk to me?"

Annoyance turned into anger. "Because I don’t fuck with you no more. You cheated. We’re done." Connie, five feet ten, thick, with brown mahogany skin, Connie was the girl every guy from the neighborhood wanted. I got her, but we didn’t always see eye to eye. We took a lot of breaks. On one of them, playing games, she went on vacation with a friend of mine. I had no use for either one of them then.

Her eyes flashed with anger, her voice dropping to a venomous whisper. "If you're dealing with one of these young girls out here, it won’t last. I bet you that."

“Get the fuck on before I hurt your feelings.”  Pushing past her without a word, I wasn’t worrying about her following me. I knew she wouldn’t show her ass at her job. I made my way through the library, my heart pounding as I did. She was on the nearly empty third floor when I finally spotted her. It felt like I could not breathe. I noticed her hair was straight. She looked younger in the light of day.

She didn’t even get a chance to look up and see me before. Without thinking, I grabbed her, wrapping my hand around her arm and pulling her up then towards me.

"What the—" She started, then her eyes met mine, and she swallowed her protest. She let me lead her into a secluded corner between the stacks.

"What are you doing here?" she whispered, eyes wide with surprise.

I didn’t say a word. Grabbing her chin, I connected my lips to hers. She melted into me, sighing into my mouth when my tongue brushed hungrily against hers. Her hand gripped my forearm, nails digging into my skin. I worked on my belt. Dragged her skirt up her thick thigh, only separating our mouths long enough to slip her panties from her legs, sliding them into my pocket. I pushed my jeans to my feet.

Hand on her jaw, I directed her, made sure her glistening eyes focused on me. "Can I fuck you?" I whispered.

She nodded frantically, moaning loudly.

"I love the way you sound moaning for me, but right now, you need to be quiet." I slid my hand over her mouth, her left leg circling my waist. Our eyes connected and locked as I slid into her, the sensation electric. My fingers trailed from her mouth down to her throat, feeling her pulse quicken under my touch as her eyes rolled back into her head. I moved inside her with long, deliberate strokes, each thrust drawing a muffled moan from her.

I dropped my eyes, watched my dick disappear and reappear coated in her cream. Fuck she was so wet, it didn’t make no sense. I felt her walls tighten around me, her breath hitching as she neared the edge. I kept pushing into her, faster.

She bit down on her lip. I squeezed her throat tighter, muffling her cry as she tipped over the edge, body trembling. The sight of her losing control, the feel of her clenching around me, sent me chasing my own nut. We stayed like that for a moment, catching our breath.

Reluctantly, I pulled out of her, dripping cum. I pulled up my jeans, adjusted my clothes. She did the same. Her eyes were droopy now.

"Where are you going after this?" I asked, my voice low.

"Home. Drive me there," she offered, dragging her thumb across my lip to remove her lip gloss. Taking her hand, I picked up her books and laptop on the way out. I practically dragged the girl to the parking lot. She sank into the seat of my Range Rover. Her eyes closed.

"I live on Central, across from the social security office," she volunteered before I asked. I kept watching her. I thought I had been too generous with her looks in my memory, but she was fucking gorgeous. The drive to her place was quiet, but the tension was palpable. I could tell she was overthinking my being there.

Once we got to her spot, she invited me in. After we ascended enough stairs to almost end up in heaven, she opened the door and let me into her studio. It was small but clean. It smelled like her, like cocoa butter and oranges. It had a neo-soul vibe with posters of Erykah Badu and D’Angelo on the walls, burned incense in eclectic vases. SZA started playing in the background. I noticed girls who listened to her were always the type to be too sensitive and introspective, always turning other people's flaws into reflections of their own feelings. They had a way of overanalyzing every word and action, often getting lost in thoughts and emotions. Their sensitivity made them empathetic, which meant they carried the weight of the world on their shoulders. I knew I'd have to be patient and careful with my words where she was concerned, be gentle with her.

"You smoke?" She wrinkled her nose and eyed me, seeing if I would judge her, had been judging her. I wouldn’t. It was a time when I ain't have shit and I did a lot worse than smoking weed. I nodded.

We stepped out onto the balcony. I lit the blunt she handed me, took a drag, and passed it to her.

"You got some pretty white teeth," she complimented, raising her hand to run her thumb across my lips. I had left the golds at home. That was another part of me. I ain't want him for her. I nodded. She dropped her hand.

We stood there, smoking and looking out over the city. Then, like a switch flipped, we were on each other, kissing and touching. She pulled away.

"Come in," she grabbed my hand, led me to the sofa, and shoved me down.

"Why did you come looking for me?" she asked, staring down at me.

I gave her eye contact. "Because I couldn't get you out of my mind," I confessed. "I needed to see you again."

She stared back at me, her eyes searching mine, as if trying to decide whether to believe me. Even though she looked tired, her beauty was undeniable. Her hair had been straightened, framing her face perfectly. Just looking at her was enough to make my dick hard.

I licked my lips and her eyes followed the trail. "You ain’t saying nothing. What's on your mind, pretty girl?" She was gorgeous even.

She raised one finger. "First, you can’t keep me. I don’t want your money, no material shit. I ain't got time for a relationship, but I’ll make time for some dick." She grinned and that shit was lecherous. "That’s all you can give me," she told me bluntly, her eyes holding mine, letting me know she was serious.

I ran my hand over my hair. I did that when I lied. "That's alright," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady, though my mind was racing with thoughts of wanting more. "Just a few more nights," I lied again.

A smirk tugged at the corner of her lips as she straddled me. The old couch groaned under our combined weight. I watched her slide her hands between us, undoing my belt. Dipping her hand in the slit of my pants, she withdrew my dick. She had me breathing all hard and shit. "Okay," she whispered, before shoving her tongue into my mouth and sliding down on it, forcing all the nut I’d left in her pussy to slide out. I felt the tension in my body begin to ease as she sank down again.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer. I closed my eyes, losing myself in the moment as she rode me. The room filled with our heavy panting, the sounds bouncing off all corners of the walls. My lips stretched tight against my teeth, my balls tightened.

For about five minutes, she fucked herself with me while the soft glow of fairy lights strung along her walls made her skin glow. Five minutes was all I could give her with the way her pussy felt. And I wasn’t embarrassed because we both came.

We ended up on her pullout sofa, after a shower, naked and wrapped around each other. The lack of AC made the air thick and sticky, but it didn’t matter. The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed. She was gone. For a moment, I felt a pang of disappointment. I was tempted to go through her things, to learn more about her, but I resisted. This was her space, her sanctuary. I wouldn’t want anybody doing that to me. I took my ass home.

Two days later, I knocked on her door at seven in the morning. I knew she didn’t have school. I had begged her for that info. She was off Mondays and Fridays. It was Friday. I was holding a brand-new AC unit and bags of food from three different places because I didn’t know what she’d like.

She opened the door, a smile curving her lips. She was wearing a brown wife beater and short pink pajama shorts that rode up her thighs. Her hair was back in the afro. I liked it better that way. My eyes trailed to her thighs, and memories of them painted with my cum flashed in my head. Damn… I liked cumming in her. I was being really reckless fucking her raw, but I couldn’t make myself care.

"Look at you, Mr. Altruistic. Feeding and cooling the poor," she teased before stepping aside and letting me in.

We spent the day eating, laughing, and playing spades and dominoes on her small coffee table. I watched her intensely as she shuffled her dominoes, her fingers moving with skill. Her nails were somewhat long, perfectly round-shaped, but devoid of color.

"Domino, baby!" I shouted, placing my last piece down with a grin.

"Cheating ass," she spat, shaking her head, frowning. She was actually mad.

We switched to spades. Her temper was worse when we started playing cards. Her mouth was foul as fuck when she lost. She was good though—really good when she got on a streak. I added taking her to the Hardrock to win us some money to our future plans.

"Now what, fucking loser." she taunted, throwing down a winning card.

I frowned, she was really serious. Then I chuckled to myself, I even liked her fucked up attitude.

By the time night fell, I was fucking tired but content. We ended up back on her pullout mattress. This time the room was cool. I wasn’t even thinking about sex. We laid there talking and kissing in between talking, until we both dozed off.

The next morning, I woke up again to an empty bed. This time, a note was left on the pillow beside me:

"Had to run some errands. Be back soon.”

My muscles uncoiled, my breath steadied and slowed. She was making it clear she wanted me to stay, and I needed that because I didn't want to leave and I didn’t want to play myself by staying when she didn’t want me there.

About an hour later, I looked up and she was leaned against her balcony window. She found me in only her purple silk robe, smoking the last of her weed. She smiled, shaking her head. She was dressed in another short skirt, black this time, and a fitted black V-neck that her cleavage spilled out of.

A hot, prickling sensation crept up my neck.  She had me wondering where she’d been and who she’d seen. I even imagined how I would kill the nigga she’d been with.  Which meant I needed to chill.

I didn’t think she went out looking to fuck on someone the night we met—the chemistry had just been too right between us. So, I didn’t think she went out early in the morning in search of a dick to replace mine.

She interrupted my crazy thoughts. "Hurry up, I meant to suck your dick for the air conditioner last night, but I was tired." She gave me an indecent smirk that made my heart race and my dick thicken. Then she pulled her shirt over her head and let it fall to the floor, setting her pretty titties free. I left her robe next to her shirt and followed her.


Chapter six

Her

He didn’t go home—wherever that was— for three days after bringing me gifts. It had stormed all day but stopped a few hours ago, leaving the air outside cool and fragrant with the scent of wet earth.

Mr. One Night Stand and I lay on the balcony on the mattress we had pulled out from the sofa under dampened sheets, sweat drying salty on our skin. He had turned the AC the wrong way in the window, and it was keeping the balcony barely cool, just barely. It was just a few minutes past ten, but it was as pitch black as midnight. Turns out we both had an affinity for the rain. We fucked each other through the storm.

Now his arm was wrapped around me, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back, sending shivers down my spine despite the warmth of the night. The soft hum of music played from a portable speaker, Erykah Badu sang about the love she’d find in her next lifetime.

I took a long drag from the blunt he’d rolled, he had the better weed. I let the smoke fill my lungs before I exhaled slowly and watched it evaporate into the ether. Handing it back to him, I asked, “You ever think about killing someone?” I don’t know why my mood had suddenly turned dark.

He took the blunt, a look of surprise crossing his face. “You smoke too much, got you thinking about unnecessary shit,” he said, shaking his head slightly. He took a drag, the tip glowing brightly in the dark.

“I’m serious,” I said quietly, turning to look at him. “Have you ever thought about it?”

He blew out a stream of smoke, his face thoughtful. “Yeah, I have,” he admitted after a pause. “I’ve done more than just think about it.”

My breath caught in my throat. “You a gangster, huh?” I had thought so. He had a hard edge to him.

He chuckled softly, “Something like that.”

I studied his face, searching for the shadows hidden under his handsomeness and didn’t find any. “Did you kill them to save your life or the life of someone you loved?”

He nodded slowly, his eyes locking onto mine. “Yeah, I did.”

I tapped him on the bicep. “Then that’s okay,” I said softly, reaching out to touch his face.

He leaned into my touch, closing his eyes for a moment and exhaling.

We lay there in silence for a while, the night creeping around us. The world outside felt distant, like it was just us, somewhere far away, lying under the stars, sharing our thoughts.

“Sometimes I feel like the anger and pain inside me could consume me,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly. “Like it’s this dark force I can’t control.”

He tightened his arm around me, pulling me closer. “You’re stronger than that. Ain’t you?” he asked softly, his breath warm against my ear. “Yeah, you are. I can see it in you. You’ve got some resilience about you.”

I nodded. “I do.”

I turned to face him more fully, my eyes searching his. “Will you tell me who you killed? It means you trust me.”

Despite his best efforts, he busted out laughing and rolled over on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress. “If I tell you my secrets, you’re mine forever,” he whispered, his eyes glinting.

I bopped his nose gently, a small smile playing on my lips. “Well, you better keep them to yourself.”

He chuckled, a rich, deep sound as he slammed inside of me, stretching me. He pulled my lip between his teeth and sucked it then let it go. “We’ll see,” he said before he started moving, pushing into me fast and hard.


Chapter Seven

Her

I had seen him every night for thirty three days. I had been counting. He’d either pick me up from school or be waiting when I got home or not leave for days. His presence was starting to feel so familiar it felt almost permanent. I didn’t know what to do with that, so I wasn’t doing or thinking anything about it.

Tonight, he lounged in the recliner he’d bought on day ten. The stylings of Meshell Ndegeocello created a soulful backdrop to our night, her voice blending with the steady tap, tap, tapping of his fingers on the laptop. He looked so serious.

I lay naked on top of the sweat-dampened sheets on the new mattress he’d bought us, the cool air from the AC brushing against my skin. The expensive red bottoms he’d bought me stood out in my apartment. They cost more than my rent. He’d shown up with them because he said he’d had a dream of fucking me in them. Suddenly I had wanted to fuck him in red bottoms. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have taken them. I took a long drag from the blunt I’d just finished rolling, letting the smoke curl around my thoughts before exhaling slowly. I smoked too much.

“I’m hungry,” I murmured, expecting the usual routine of him ordering me food.

He looked up, eyes momentarily unfocused before settling on me. “Let’s go get something to eat,” he said, closing the laptop.

I raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at my lips. “This isn’t that type of relationship. We’re supposed to be having inside fun only, remember?”

A flicker of irritation crossed his face, his jaw tightening. “We never made any rules. We can do what we want. You don’t want to go out in public with me? You hiding something?”

My heart sped up. I ain’t never made him mad before and didn’t want to start, and I especially didn’t like the frown on his face knowing I’d put it there.

I was indeed hiding something, but not what he was thinking. His jealousy wafted off him, changing his body chemistry.

I thought about his request, my mind calculating the pros and cons. In the end, I concluded that there was no real reason to refuse. “Fine,” I conceded. “Let’s go out.”

His smile was quick. He followed me to the shower. We stepped under the warm water together, taking turns soaping and rinsing each other. He washed my back, and I did the same for him, our fingers lingering on each other’s flesh.

Afterward, we dried off and moisturized. I slipped into a cream-colored wrap dress that hugged my curves perfectly and added gold hoop earrings.

He dressed in dark chinos that fit him like he’d had them tailored and a crisp white button-down shirt. He finished his look with a sleek black belt and Gucci loafers, spraying himself with Haltane.

He stepped behind me, his hard dick pressing into the small of my back. We stood in front of the mirror, admiring our reflections. We looked good together.

“You’re beautiful.” He dropped his head and started kissing my neck, twirling his tongue over my pulse point. The look in his eyes said he was about to escalate, which meant I wouldn’t get fed for a while.

“I need shoes, something I can walk in, not your fuck me pumps.” I pulled away and went in search of a pair of cute sandals. In my makeshift closet, I noticed his clothes—there were a lot—nice pants and shirts hanging up, shorts and t-shirts folded neatly in a new Ikea shelf he must have added himself. When had he done any of it? I could feel him watching me for a reaction. I didn’t know how to feel or what to say, so I left it alone.

I slept on the drive to Tampa. The restaurant was packed, forcing us to eat at the bar since we didn’t have reservations and I didn’t want to wait an hour. He ordered for both of us, a mix of oysters, shrimp, crab legs, and lobster. I savored every bite and drank white wine and margaritas.

By the time dinner was over, I was leaned into him, whispering all the dirty things I wanted to do to him later, my breath warm against his ear. My hand slid up his thighs.

He grabbed it, stilling it from reaching my target. “You gotta stop. Unless you’re trying to get fucked in the car in the alley behind this motherfucker,” he chuckled.

“Not enough room for that, but I can suck it for you,” I licked my lips.

His smile grew wide. “Let me pay the check and go to the bathroom.”

A tap on my shoulder drew my attention from watching him walk away. "Hey pretty, can I buy you a drink?" a tall, lanky light-skinned dude asked, a sly grin spreading across his face.

I felt like I recognized him from somewhere, but I couldn't place him immediately. "You look familiar," I said cautiously, my eyes narrowing as I tried to remember.

He chuckled, leaning closer. "I’m surprised you remember. I saw you walking the other night.”

Realization hit me, and I stiffened. He was one of the guys yelling at me from their cars on my birthday, the night I met him. "No, thank you," I replied.

He persisted, leaning in closer. “Come on, just one drink.”

Before I could respond, he was back, his energy feeling different. “My man is there a problem, nigga?” he asked, his voice calm but with an edge that made the man step back.

The man’s demeanor changed instantly. “My bad, boss man. I didn’t know she was with you.” He damn near ran away, leaving me with so many questions. Who was I dealing with? But I pushed the question aside, not wanting to taint the night.

When we left the restaurant, it was raining again. We waited for the valet to get his car. I settled in the passenger seat, thinking about what he said earlier about our rules. Was it time to make a few new ones, readjust others? My need to know him, the real him, was starting to eat at me.


Chapter eight

Him

I stood back looking at my handiwork. I hadn’t cleaned anything, not even my own place, in years, but I had cleaned her apartment. And I had done some corny shit like bought her a cake that said congratulations and some balloons. She had made the Dean's List, and I wanted to celebrate her achievement.

As I was finishing up, my phone rang. It was my mom. I answered with a smile. "Hey, Momma."

"Hey, baby. What are you doing?" she asked, her voice warm and loud.

"I met somebody, and I’m cleaning her place and setting up a little surprise."

"What? They got you cleaning! Tell me more about this somebody," Momma said, her tone suspicious.

I hesitated for a moment before confessing. "I think I love her, Momma."

"Wow, that’s big, son. What's her name?" she asked eagerly.

I paused. "I don’t know."

"How long you known her?" Momma sounded confused.

"Going on three months."

"And you don't know her name?" she asked, incredulous.

"She don’t know my name either. Well, I do know hers, but I’m not supposed to, so I’m not saying it out loud or thinking it," I explained.

"You gotta explain this to me," Momma insisted, laughing a little.

I sighed. "It’s complicated. We met thinking one night would end with one night, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her. After spending time with her, I want to do stuff for her and protect her. I have a feeling something bad happened to her, and I don't want to push too hard by trying to force her out of her comfort zone. But I’m going to ask her to come to dinner so you can meet her soon. I just gotta whittle past her defenses a little more." I had never taken anyone home, not even Connie.

Momma was giddy with excitement. "I want grandbabies! Make sure you bring her over soon. And son, be gentle with her. If you love her, she’s worth it."

"I will, Momma. I love you," I said just as I heard the door open behind me. “I gotta go,” I hung up.

She walked in, raising an eyebrow. "You love who?"

I liked the jealousy in her voice but knew better than to play games. She was looking for excuses. I redialed Momma and pressed the speakerphone button. "Momma, say hi and tell her I was telling you I loved you."

Momma's voice came through the speaker, cheerful and loud. "Hi there! I’m his momma, and yes, he was just telling me he loves me. And I can’t wait to meet you!"

Her eyes widened, and she quickly ran into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. I laughed, amused by her reaction.

"Momma, I gotta go. I'll talk to you later," I said, ending the call.

I knocked gently on the bathroom door after making my way to it. "Hey, you okay in there?"

No response.

“We don’t have to talk about my momma if you open the door. I got a surprise for you,” I coaxed.

After a moment, the door cracked open, and she peeked out. "A good surprise?"

I smiled, leaning against the doorframe. "Yes, a good surprise, I hope."

She reached for my hand. I took her and led her to the kitchen. I clapped. “Congratulations on making the Dean's List.”

She frowned, looking down at the cake as if it disgusted her. “No pie?” she finally said.

I glared at her. “You ungrateful.”

We both busted out laughing. We spent the rest of the night eating cake and talking about everything but my mother.

Later that night as her tongue glided up the thick vein that ran the length of my dick. Fuck, I sucked in a breath. I almost said her name when she swallowed my cum and knew then that something was going to have to change.


Chapter Nine

Her

I blinked out of my thoughts as some random professor blocked my path. She wasn’t one of mine, but I had seen her around. Her eyes were cold and steady on me. I had just finished my study session at the library and was heading toward my next class when she appeared out of nowhere.

"How do you know Zaire?" she demanded, her voice dripping with hostility.

I blinked again, confusion clouding my mind. "What? Who?"

"Don't play dumb with me, you young dumb bitch," she snapped. "Zaire. The man you left with a couple of months back."

I crossed my arms, letting her anger wash over me without flinching. So, his name was Zaire. Somehow, it fit him perfectly.

I examined her. She looked like she would be his type. Men like him always had the same type. She was lighter than me, real pretty, with a head full of curly hair, and light green eyes. She was slim but had hips and an ass, and she had squeezed it into an expensive tailored dress. I checked her hand for a ring or the shadow of a ring and exhaled when I didn't find one. I’d rather not be helping him cheat on a wife.

"Lady, I don't know who you're talking about." I wasn’t confessing shit until I found out who she was to him.

Her eyes narrowed to slits. "Stay away from him, or else you won’t get that degree you’re working on. I’ll make sure of it."

A slow burn of anger flared up inside me. This bitch was going too far. I stepped closer, staring her dead in her snake eyes. "What you ain't gonna do is threaten my education, ever. That's the only thing that’ll keep me from beating your ass if you confront me again." With that, I shoved past her, leaving her standing there, flustered and furious. Fuck her.

The rest of the day, his name echoed like a chorus in my head. Zaire. Now that I knew his name, I couldn't stop thinking about the things I had forbidden myself from thinking. Who was he really? What did he do when he wasn't with me? Was he fucking the professor like he fucked me? I hated the idea of her getting even half of what I got. Questions swirled around my head like a storm, refusing to settle, and it damn near drove me crazy.

I waited for him in the parking lot after class, feeling more and more disappointment every minute he didn’t show. Thirty minutes felt like an eternity. Finally, I caught the bus home.


Chapter Ten

Her

The second day after I learned his name turned into one of those humid summer nights that seemed to make everything worse. I sat on the edge of my bed, staring out the window at the dark sky. I had been waiting for him all day. I wasn’t even mad about the professor anymore. I just hoped he would come by so I could tell him my name. It felt unfair now that I knew his.

And if we knew each other's names, we might as well exchange other information. Like, “Are you married to the woman who confronted me about you? Are you fucking her? Are you fucking other women who aren’t her?”

I sighed, frustrated with my own thoughts. Maybe I was still mad. Or maybe I was just disappointed. Or maybe it was something else entirely. Some emotion gnawed at my insides. I just couldn't latch onto it and give it a name, but it was there, festering beneath the surface.

I knew I was being illogical. It had only been three months or so since I’d met him, and already I had started expecting him to spend every night with me, even though he had made no promises to.

My phone rang, breaking the silence that had been holding me hostage. ‘Momma’ flashed across the screen. There were only two reasons I answered the phone for her. The first was the monthly allowance her stingy ass gave me. It wasn't anything but two grand, but it kept me away from her and from being homeless, so it was a lot to me. The second reason? I didn’t want to think about it for too long.

She started giving me instructions for the meetup for the next day before "hello" even left my mouth good.

"Yeah, I know when," I said, my tone flat.

"I know where," I added, the edge of annoyance crept up my spine.

"I'll be there," I finished.

The moment I hung up, the tears started. My urge to throw my phone against the wall was like an itch under my skin, but I ain't have the money to replace it, so I let it fall onto my mattress. I slumped down next to it, letting my sobs wrack my body. I hated my mother and had so many reasons to. I never got the chance to express that out loud. I wanted to tell him. I wondered if he would still like me if he knew everything about me. My past, my struggles, the things I kept hidden.

Anger bubbled up inside me. I pushed up from the bed and stormed into the kitchen, yanking open my cabinets. Pots and pans clattered as I dug through them, frantic. My hands shook.

In the back of a cabinet behind some expired spices, I found them—the little bottles of alcohol I stole from a frat party. I didn’t drink often, but when I did, I didn’t know how to not get fucked up, so I didn’t drink often. My hand trembled as I grabbed the first one, twisting off the cap and bringing it to my lips. The liquid scorched a path down my throat, but I welcomed the burn. One bottle after another, I downed them.

The alcohol hit me quickly, blurring the edges of my vision. But the ache in my chest remained. I wished I had money for weed. I could fuck the weed again, I had before, years ago, but now that I knew Zaire's name, the thought didn’t sit right with me. I leaned against the counter, the coolness of the granite digging into my back, grounding me as the room began to spin.

"Dammit!" I cursed loudly, slamming my palm on the counter. "He could have at least called if he wasn't coming!"

Then it hit me—I didn’t even have his number and he didn’t have mine. Hell, we hadn’t even exchanged real names. I laughed bitterly, the sound as hollow and painful as my insides felt. How had I let myself get so fucked up over someone I barely knew? Why did I set myself up to lose someone else? It hurt too badly the first time. I should have known better. I sank to the floor.

"Stupid," I muttered to myself. "So fucking stupid." My scalp burned from me pulling my hair.  I needed to stop.

I wrapped my arms around myself, tears streaming down my face. I had opened myself up, let him in, becoming complicit in my own heart break. It took a minute, but finally the alcohol made my thoughts fuzzy, but one thing was clear—I couldn’t let this happen again. I couldn’t let myself be so vulnerable again.

But even as I vowed to protect myself, I still hoped he would show up, knowing I’d lose myself in him again. The connection we had was intoxicating. I crawled the short distance from the kitchen to my bed. I slid under the covers. The A/C he bought me hummed lowly in the window. I closed my eyes and conjured up memories of him. I could almost feel the warmth of his breath against my neck, his lips on my breast, his tongue gliding between my slick pussy folds. The vivid memory sent heat down my spine, and I let out a soft moan, my body responding to the phantom sensations. Him sucking the flesh on my belly. His tongue curled around my clit. I let my hand slide under my waistband my shorts, hoping my fingers would bring me momentary solace.

◆◆◆

I had spent most of the next day at the park, so the lingering scent of rain and outside air clung to me as I paced my living room. The muscles in my shoulders were so tightly coiled I couldn't bend my neck. The steady drumming of a rainstorm pounded against the window, making  shadows dance across my walls. Two nights. Two entire nights without a word from him had my anger simmering just beneath the surface of my flesh, fueled by the relentless day I'd had. Seeing my mother was the last thing I wanted to do, but it was a means to an end. She had been insufferable on purpose.

She had a way of making me feel small, as if I was nothing more than a failure in her eyes. She criticized every aspect of my life, always critiquing, always finding fault. Her favorite pastime seemed to be pointing out everything I hadn’t achieved, every mistake I had made. She acted as if she had done more than sell her soul for riches. Hell, she sold my soul too, along with my body and my mental health.

The worst part was she had leverage over me, and I couldn’t hide from her or curse her, but the way she lorded the most important thing to me over my head had me ready to choke her and deal with whatever consequences came from it.

A sharp knock at the door cut through my thoughts like a knife.

It was him. I knew his knock. My heart leaped. I stopped pacing, wiped my sweaty palms on my shorts, and smoothed my fingers through my hair before I stormed over, flinging open the door to reveal Zaire standing there. He had the nerve to be smiling, all thirty-two of his perfect pearly whites on display, overfilling the doorway with his presence. An umbrella was at his feet. There was a war going on inside me. I wanted to grab him and never let him go and curse him out all at the same time.

My anger won out. "Where the hell have you been?" My voice sliced through the air. I said it like he had made me a thousand promises when he hadn’t. But despite my anger and everything, I found myself stepping back, letting him in.

He shut the door behind him, his gaze steady on mine. "I had some things to take care of," he said, his tone vexingly calm.

"Some things to take care of?" I echoed, my voice rising. I balled my hands up at my side. "Things like that professor bitch who confronted me on campus. You fucking her, Zaire?"

He opened his mouth, then shut it, leaving whatever he was about to say caught in his throat. I could almost see the wheels in his head turning. I realized my mistake.

"How do you know my name?" he asked, eyes narrowed at me in suspicion.

After all I'd said, that was what he chose to ask. He didn’t answer my question. So he obviously had been fucking the bitch.

"Get out," I spat, turning away.

I heard the door close. I turned to confirm he actually walked away.

I stood there for what felt like an eternity, feeling my body closing in on itself, staring at the door, regrettable tears dancing behind my eyes. I shouldn't have sent him away.

Before I could get my mind to reconcile with the fact that he’d actually left, the door opened again. He came back in. My heart slowed. I opened my mouth to curse him again, but he stepped into my space, and he smelled like rain and a glass of sweet whiskey. He had a fresh line-up and was wearing a fitted white T-shirt that clung to his damp skin. His cargo shorts hung low on his hips, and he looked so good, and I couldn’t.

His face was unreadable. He was holding a blue journal. He held it out for me to take. I searched his eyes before reaching to take it from his hands.

He pulled it back, shaking his head. "Aht, aht. You can have this after you tell me you love me.” He sighed like a weight was leaving his chest. “And hurry up before your feelings run you crazy," he said softly, his voice soothing my anger.

My breath caught in my throat. "Love you? That ain’t what we’re supposed to be doing here. You don’t even know my name, and I don’t know nothing about you but your name.”

His smile fell, and he got this really thoughtful look on his face. "I don't need to know your name to know I love you. Your name is Amina, by the way. I've been up and all through your stuff," he said, a small smile tugging at his lips. The way my name left his lips always made my skin warm. Despite myself, I found a smile forming on my own lips. My life was already shackled by responsibilities, weighed down by burdens that kept me tethered to the ground. Love should have been the furthest thing from my mind, but it was on the tip of my tongue to confess my feelings now that he'd told me his, but I wanted him to suffer for a while. "What's in the journal?"

He looked down at it, turning it over in his hand. "These are all the questions I wanted to ask or things I wanted to tell you but couldn't in the past four months."

I took the journal, my fingers brushing against his. As I flipped through the pages, I saw he had neat handwriting and had sprawled words on every one. Questions, thoughts, fragments of conversations we’d had, and emotions he hadn't shared were all laid out before me. It was raw and real, and it pulled at something deep within me.

I looked up at him, my heart in my throat. "Why didn't you just ask me, tell me?"

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I didn’t know how. We agreed to keep things simple, no strings, no personal details. And it’s only been a few months, and I’ve felt everything so intensely, and since I couldn’t put them in words, and didn’t want to scare you away, I wrote them down."

His words made my heart itch, and I felt myself giving in. "Zaire, I..."

"Please, Amina. Tell me you love me," he interrupted, stepping closer. "Before you not saying it runs me crazy. You put me out and everything, you owe me. Don’t you see my sleeves, my heart bleeding on them right now."

I nodded, trying not to laugh. He was so extra. "I love you, Zaire," I said softly, the words feeling like a release. "I love you, and it scares me because we barely know each other, but I do."

A smile flickered across his handsome face before vanishing. His hand shot up, gripping my chin, forcing my eyes to lock onto his. “Don’t yell and curse me again, Amina. Just ask me what you want to know, and I’ll always tell you the truth." His grip tightened, the pressure making my breath catch. Something was wrong with me because even his reprimand made my nipples hard.


Chapter Eleven

Amina

I sat propped against the back of the sofa, Zaire's journal in my hand. The dim light from the kitchen cast a soft glow, making the ink on the pages seem almost alive. 

Zaire lay beside me, his skin smelling like mine. We had showered, and he was naked. I had slipped on a t-shirt and panties. For about ten minutes, I had been reading his words out loud and answering his questions and responding to his thoughts.

I turned to what felt like the tenth page, feeling his eyes on me. I read another question, randomly. "Do you think about me when you're alone?"

I swallowed, feeling a lump in my throat. "Yes, Zaire. Every single day. Every minute of the day."

I turned another page, without looking at him. My face was hot.

"I lost myself in your eyes the first time we met. Did you feel the same?"

I turned to him. "I did. From the very first moment."

He nodded, and I read another on the same page. It was full of words.

"I catch myself watching you sleep sometimes. Wanting to know what you dream. Is that wrong?"

I closed my eyes briefly, recalling a few moments I could swear he had been watching me. "I used to think it was a dream, but now I know. And no, it’s not wrong. I watch you too sometimes."

“Read the next, the very next one,” he urged with a smirk.

"Does it hurt when I fuck you hard? Make you choke on my dick, or is it the best kind of pain?"

I reached out and ran my hand over his abs, catching his eyes, feeling the warmth of his skin under my fingers. "It’s the best kind of pain, Zaire. Always." My nipples tightened just thinking about it.

“Read the next one,” he rushed me.

"I like watching her cum. Her eyes go hazy, her lips part, and I swear she stops breathing for a moment. It’s like she dies for me, for just a split second."

I turned away from the journal to stare at him. There was an agonizing throb building between my legs. I went to close it, leaning towards him. I needed him to fuck me, like I needed my next inhale.

He saw it in my eyes.

He shook his head. “Nope. Read the journal. That’s all we’re doing tonight. You hurt my feelings earlier, yelling at me.” He pouted, his lips turning upside down, “and I hadn’t done anything wrong. You don’t deserve no dick.”

He had explained to me that his friend needed him for a job in Miami that ended up lasting two days instead of the ten hours he expected.

I glared at him. Wetness had slipped from my pussy, soaking my panties and slicking the inside of my thighs. I might not have deserved it but I needed it.

He chuckled, but there wasn’t a damn thing funny.








Chapter Twelve

Amina

The journal I’d been reading from lay on the floor forgotten ten minutes later, the AC had the pages fluttering. My heartbeat echoed in my ears. He was on top of me. I loved how the weight of him felt.

“You’re too beautiful,” he whispered. He sucked my bottom lip, then let go.

His eyes, dark and intense, held mine captive.

"Say my name," he ordered, his voice a smooth, deep rumble that made the back of my knees sweat.

"Zaire," I said. It felt strange on my lips. In my mind, he was still just him.

He leaned in. Our lips met in a kiss that was hungry, filled with all the emotions we’d kept bottled up for so long. His tongue teased mine, exploring, tasting, making me melt into him.

Then he was moving. Zaire kissed the space between my breasts and left marks along my collarbone, then pushed my shirt up under my neck. His lips trailed kisses down my breast, ribs, my stomach, my hip, and the outside of my right thigh, the back of my knees, to my calves. Then he kissed back up my left side this time, stopping at the juncture between my legs. He watched me as his fingers hooked in the waistband of my panties. I bit into my lip, nearly drawing blood, as he slid them down my legs, tossing them to the side. With a wicked glint in his eye, he lifted my leg.

"I want you to tell me how much you love me when you cum."

I nodded.

No preamble. He didn’t bother licking it; he wrapped his lips around my clit and sucked. I arched into him. He ran a warm palm up over my belly to my breast, squeezing it firmly, then he teased my right nipple. With his free hand, he slid his thick fingers inside of me. Instantly, I locked my legs. He abandoned what he was doing to spread them roughly back open again. He replaced his finger with his tongue.

“Suck, fuck, ohh?” I babbled, feeling slightly delirious. He rotated between fucking me with his tongue and sucking my clit until my whole body spasmed. I followed his direction, crying out “I love you” as I orgasmed. And I did love him. I was so in fucking love with oozing from my pours.

Before I composed myself, he kissed his way back up my body, stopping at my breasts. I shivered.

“Amina…” He breathed my name, then twirled his tongue over my right nipple and pulled it between his teeth. It felt so good a tiny moan slipped from between my pursed lips. I fisted my hand in the sheets. My eyes rolled into the back of my head. He slid his dick into me and started fucking me excruciatingly slow.

I leaned forward to kiss him. I could feel the wetness running out of me as he pumped into my pussy. I pulled away from the kiss and fell to the mattress.

Grabbing my legs, he threw both over his shoulders, gripped my ass, and spread it, slipping deeper.

“Tell me you love me.” He hit the back of my pussy, drawing the words from my mouth in a moan. “Only me.” I couldn’t form the words. I nodded my head frantically.

He then gave me slow strokes. I felt like I was going into sensory overload. I felt him everywhere.

“Fuck…” we moaned in sync.

He hissed. “Fuck, I’m about to cum.”

I could feel his dick jerking. Dropping my legs, he pressed his lips against mine, and I slipped my tongue into his mouth, kissing him while he spilled inside of me, his nails digging into my hips. Dick still hard, he rocked with me until my lower stomach tightened.

“God, you’re my entire world,” he groaned.

I whined low in my throat as my high approached.

“Come undone for me, baby.” He demanded. Speeding up his stroke.

I let go, feeling pleasure crash over me like a wave.

When the high faded and I opened my eyes, he was looking down at me. Gripping my face, my lips felt swollen as he ran his thumb across the bottom one.

“Tell me you love me again.”

And I did, hoping that hearing me say it would become an obsession he couldn’t live without.


Chapter thirteen

Amina

Three nights after I confessed my love for Zaire, I woke up with a start, my heart racing and my body drenched in sweat. The remnants of my nightmare clung to me, pulling me back into the horrors of my past. I hadn't had a nightmare about what had happened to me in years. I found it odd that my happiness brought them back. My breath came in ragged gasps, and I felt tears streaming down my face before I even fully registered where I was.

Zaire was next to me in an instant, his strong arms wrapping around me. "Hey, it’s okay. I’m here," he murmured, his voice soothing my raw, frayed nerves.

I buried my face in his chest, trying to calm the storm of emotions inside me. "It’s... it’s just a nightmare," I whispered more to myself than to him.

He held me tighter. "Do you want to talk about it?" he asked gently.

Taking a shaky breath, I nodded. "I need to tell you something," I began, my voice barely a whisper.

I hoped he didn’t hate me when I finished.

He shifted slightly, giving me his full attention while keeping his arms wrapped around me. "I'm listening."

With a deep breath, I started to speak, the words tumbling out like a flood. "When I was sixteen, something bad happened to me." I didn't like how small my voice sounded, but I continued. "My stepbrother had a lot of mental stuff wrong with him. He was mean and violent, did bad things to people. He used to creep into my bedroom. I told on him the first time he did. His daddy knew the truth but called me a liar. My momma went along with whatever her husband said. I ended up pregnant. Even then they called me a liar.

"During the pregnancy, they made me live with him and them so he wouldn’t get in trouble. He ended up committing suicide before the baby was even born. I ended up stuck in that house. Four years ago, when my son turned two, he started looking so much like his daddy. My stepdaddy convinced my mother to kick me out so they could raise my son because he said God was giving him another chance to be a good father. I got the courts involved but lost because they had more money, even after I told the judge what happened."

Zaire's grip on me tightened, his jaw clenched in anger. "I can't believe your own mother would do that to you," he muttered, his voice filled with rage.

Tears flowed freely now, and I clung to him. He felt like a lifeline. "They let me see him sometimes," I continued, my voice shaking. "He knows I’m his mommy, but they tell everyone I abandoned him. They say they had no choice but to take him from me."

I pulled back slightly to look into his eyes, hoping he wasn’t judging me. "That’s why I go so hard at school," I said. "I need to get my baby back." I’d worked my ass off the entire four years of undergrad to make sure I would be able to attend law school.

Zaire cupped my face in his hands. "I’m so sorry you had to go through that. I knew you were incredibly strong the moment I laid eyes on you. But you don’t have to fight alone anymore. I got you, baby. I promise."

And I believed him.


Chapter fourteen

Zaire

My mind was heavy on Amina, maybe because something about this deal didn’t feel right and the thought of not seeing her again was fucking with me. I scratched the back of my head, hoping everybody would hurry the fuck up and I made it out alive.

Our buyers, three Dominicans from South Florida, were led by a guy named Rico—a short, stocky dude with an ugly, jagged scar running down his cheek. I guess he had fucked with the wrong person.

They had already seemed agitated when they drove up, but now they were mumbling under their breaths to each other.

Jackson noticed too. He spoke before I could. “Speak up?” he urged. His deep voice echoed through the warehouse. His stance widened and he leaned forward to hear them.

Ignoring Jackson, Rico looked my way, his eyes dark and narrowed. “These better be good, Zaire,” he said, eyeing the crates of guns. “Last time, some of your partner’s shit was faulty.”

I clenched my jaw. “Everything’s top quality. It always is. You got my word.” I was trying to keep the peace even though he was making my neck tight. I had hated a fucking liar.

Rico sneered. “Your word don’t mean shit to me when you deal with motherfuckers like him.” He nodded towards Jackson.

Jackson stepped forward, his hand hovering near his waistband. “What you mean? You don’t want trouble from me, and lying on me will get you that.”

Before I could blink, one of Rico’s guys pulled a gun.

“You threatening us?” he spat.

I realized in that moment they were trying to provoke us into a fight so they could kill us and leave with the guns and money. I didn’t have time to make a decision about what to do. I felt the impact before I heard the shot, a bullet lodged in my left shoulder. A tear ran down my cheek. I had never felt pain like the searing agony that coursed through me.

“Fuck,” Jackson cursed under his breath, complaining about how his wife Lolita would kill him if he came home dead.

I had just met Amina. I couldn’t die yet either.

Chaos ensued.

We raised our guns and started busting. We weren’t trying to have a real gunfight, so we were shooting and running at the same time. Luckily, none of the fat motherfuckers shooting at us could move very fast. Bullets whizzed past us. I counted two of the other teams bodies hitting the ground—Jackson’s aim was true as fuck and saved us because I was useless with a fucked up arm. Adrenaline pumped like fire through my veins, keeping the pain away. We made it out only because they realized we weren’t going to fight them for the money or the guns. It was all in the warehouse with them. We hopped in the Navigator and screeched out.

I was hurting, but I did what I needed. I called my momma. “Tell Daddy that shit went south and they got everything,” I rushed out, then hung up. I knew once my father got word, Rico and his people wouldn’t make it back to South Florida.

“You’re bleeding all over my shit,” Jackson laughed.

This bitch wanted to joke, while I felt like my arm was going to fall off.

I turned to glare at him.

His eyes were on the road, and he kept them that way and drove even though there was a smirk on his lips.

About fifteen minutes later, we rolled up into the parking lot of a historical African American clinic in South St. Pete. In the day, the doctors took care of low-income patients— at night, they took care of whoever had enough money to pay for discretion.

Lying on the makeshift operating table, all I could think about was Amina.

It had been five months since I met her, and she had completely turned my world upside down. I had fallen hard for her. And I wanted a life with her and her son. But I knew I couldn’t do that if I still had one foot in a life I wanted to leave behind. So, I was out. I just needed to tell my father and Jackson.

It was six in the morning when I made it to Amina’s.

As soon as the door opened, her eyes did. The light beside the bed clicked on. "Baby, why you—” She paused mid-sentence, “Oh my God, what happened to you?" she cried, rushing to my side.

"Chill, baby, I’m fine," I said, trying to calm her down even though my shoulder was on fire.

"You call this fine?" she snapped, tears in her eyes.

"Come with me," I said, taking her hand and leading her downstairs.

I think she was too shocked to question me because she pulled on a robe over her t-shirt and panties, stuck her feet into a pair of slippers, and followed me without question.

Outside, parked in her assigned parking spot with a bow on it, was the 2024 Grand Wagoneer she wanted. That shit was too big for her, but what she wanted, she got. I had bought it on impulse when I saw it on a lot I was passing a month earlier. I planned to surprise her with it on her birthday, the day we had met, but I couldn’t show up at her house, bleeding and shot and not bring something to take her mind off it.

She screamed in disbelief. "Is this mine? Is this for real?"

"Calm down. Your neighbors are going to call the police if you scream again. Yes, it’s yours," I chuckled, though my body ached. "I need you to drive me somewhere."

She opened her mouth.

“Aht, aht, no questions, just drive me.”

She tucked her lips, then she helped me into the car. I put my address into the GPS, and we drove to Tampa in silence, but I could feel her eyes on me at every light and stop. I could see worry etched on her face.

“I’m fine, Amina,” I assured her.

Better than thirty minutes later, we finally pulled up to my house, a six-bedroom, three-bath mini-mansion.

"Where are we?" she asked, looking at me with wide eyes.

I took a deep breath, preparing to say what I had to say. "This is my house, Amina. I need to tell you something. I sell guns for a living." I laid it all out—the dangerous deals, the money, the risks. “My father did the same before me. I kind of inherited his business." I confessed

She listened quietly, her face a mix of emotions. When I finished, I looked at her, hoping she’d understand.

She looked as if she was about to cry. “I can’t live like that, Zaire, not even for you.”

I reached over and grabbed her hand that was damn near choking the steering wheel and placed my lips to her palm, letting them linger.

"You don’t have to. I’m done. I want you to move in with me. I want to start a family. I’m going to help you get your son," I said.

She took a deep breath, looking straight into my eyes. "I have something to tell you too. I’ve been holding it in for a week, and it’s killing me," she said, her voice trembling. "I’m pregnant."

For a moment, everything else faded away. I almost sniggered—I’d been pushing deep and nutting in her, hoping a seed would take plant since day two.


Chapter fifteen

Amina

Tonight, I was meeting Zaire’s family for the first time at a formal engagement his parents were having at their home. I swear I would have rather jumped off the Skyway than do it. My nerves were on edge, expecting judgment and rejection. Zaire had told me his father had done what he did before going straight. Now his parents owned several businesses. He told me they would like me, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that they’d look down on me. Despite how they started, they were no longer like me, and people who made it out seemed to be the most judgmental.

“Baby, you ready?” Zaire’s voice pulled me from my thoughts. We were at my place. His house was too big and quiet.

“Almost,” I replied, trying to mask my anxiety with a smile. But I couldn’t, and my tears started dropping. He was wearing such a nice suit. “I don’t have anything to wear.”

He looked at the perfectly fine black wrap dress I was wearing, but instead of fussing with me, he said, “Come on, let’s get you something you want to wear.” He grabbed my hand.

We drove to a boutique downtown, a place I had never dared to step into before, not even when my stepdaddy had been paying my credit cards. Zaire guided me to the racks, his eyes scanning for something special.

“How about this one?” he asked, holding up a sleek, brown cocktail dress.

I wanted it. I hesitated after getting a glimpse of the price tag, though. Just the thought of spending my rent on one item made my stomach twist. “It’s beautiful, but…”

“No buts.”

He ushered me into the dressing room. “Put it on,” he said, snatching the tag off.

I slipped into the dress, the fabric feeling luxurious against my skin. I opened the door slightly, peeking out. “What do you think?”

Zaire’s eyes lit up as he looked me up and down. “Damn, you look amazing.”

He stepped inside the dressing room, closing the door behind him. His hands found my waist, pulling me close, gripping my ass.

He fucked my mouth with his tongue. I lost all sense. He started tugging the dress up.

Reality snapped me back. “Zaire,” I pulled away, breaking the kiss. “We can’t go to your parents’ house smelling like sex.”

He groaned softly, resting his forehead against mine. “You’re right,” he admitted, stepping back. “But damn, I want to fuck you in that dress so bad.”

He looked so pitiful.

I laughed, slipping past him and out of the room before I let him.

We left the boutique with me in the dress. We had to stop back at my place for the red bottoms he loved fucking me in. The drive to his parents’ house was quiet. When we pulled up at a security gate, I focused on what could only be described as a compound. How fucking rich were they?

“This is—Oh my,” I was freaking out.

“Relax,” Zaire said, squeezing my hand. “They’re going to love you. All this shit is for show. My moms and pops are real down to earth.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath. We walked up the steps, and before we could knock, the door swung open. There was no way the woman at the door could be Zaire’s mother or sixty. She looked like Nia Long with darker skin and in her thirties. Her body was giving Meg the Stallion in the mermaid-style dress she was wearing, and her long hair swept down her back.

“Welcome!” she damn near yelled, pulling me into a hug. “You must be Amina. I’m Peaches.”

When Peaches introduced herself on the phone, her name had me raising an eyebrow, but now I could see it fit her. She reminded me of all the drug dealers' wives my mother hung out with when I was younger.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, my voice trembling.

“And I’m Hakeem,” Zaire’s father said, stepping forward to shake my hand. I hadn’t even seen him. Damn, he looked like Zaire but older. It was a nice glimpse into the future.

Inside, the house was filled with the smell of West Indian food and the sound of laughter. I expected formality and snootiness, but instead, I was met with warmth and kindness.

But even as everyone welcomed me with open arms, I couldn’t shake the sorrow that clung to me. Everything going on reminded me of the family I didn’t have, the family I would never have without my son. Even with another child on the way, the pain was too much, and I excused myself, slipping away to a quiet room.

I sat on the edge of the bed, my shoulders shaking with silent sobs. The weight of my past, the loss of my son, and the fear of never getting him back crushed me. I didn’t hear the door open.

“Amina,” Hakeem’s voice was soft and full of understanding. He laid a hand on my shoulder. “I saw you sneak up here. What’s wrong?”

I looked up at him, my vision blurred by tears. “I’m sorry,” I choked out. “I just…”

Hakeem sat beside me. “I think I get it. How you’re feeling. My son told me a little bit of your story. I know hard times,” he said quietly. “I’ve been through my share of struggles. But you have to believe that things can get better.”

I shook my head, the despair overwhelming. “How? How can they get better when nothing ever works out?”

Hakeem sighed deeply. “Sometimes, the path to what we want isn’t straightforward. It’s full of twists and turns, and it tests us. But you have my son in your corner now. And you have people who care about you, who will help you.”

I kept the fact that I was scared that once I involved Zaire in my mess, he would leave—to myself.

I wiped my tears, looking at him. “I’m just so scared.”

“Being scared is fine,” he replied gently. “Push through it.”

I nodded slowly, his words sinking in. He sat there with me in silence until I composed myself. Then we rejoined the family.

The rest of the evening passed in a blur of laughter, stories, and love. By the time we left, I felt like part of the family. Zaire’s parents hugged me goodbye.

In the car on the way home, I held Zaire’s hand tightly. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“For what?” he asked, glancing over at me.

“For everything,” I said, my voice filled with emotion. “For making me feel like I belong. For loving me.”

He brought my hand to his lips, kissing it gently. “You do belong, Amina. With me.”


Chapter sixteen

Zaire

Seven months in, and Amina was introducing me to her son, Jah. We decided to meet at the local park. She would call me when her mother left. As I walked toward them, I saw that Jah was a miniature version of Amina. Amina had a large shirt to cover up her belly that was slowly getting bigger. She didn’t want her mother to know she was pregnant or even with me until she had to.

Dark skin, with a low cut, and dressed like a little gentleman in khakis and a striped button-up and boat shoes, he ducked behind her when I got too close. "Hey, little man," I said, crouching down to his level. "I’m Zaire. Your mom’s friend."

Jah scooted from behind her, looked up at me with wide eyes, then back at Amina, who smiled and nodded. "Hi, Zaire, you look like Black Panther," he said shyly before giving me the Wakanda salute. I didn’t get to do it back. He was running off to play before I absorbed his words.

Amina and I sat on a nearby bench, watching Jah climb the jungle gym. "He looks just like you. Only you,” I said, not wanting her to look at her son and see that dead motherfucker. I would keep reminding her he was made of her.

She smiled, but there was a shadow in her eyes. "Thank you. I wish I could see him more often. My mother makes it so difficult."

I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. "We’ll figure it out. I promise."

As I watched her and Jah play, I knew I needed to do something quickly. I already had a plan. Over the past few months, I had been digging into Amina’s mother and stepfather, finding out everything I could about them. It took me a while to find out her stepfather Autry was the neighborhood plug, dealing in drugs and straight violence. He did a good job at covering his tracks, so he wasn’t on any of the alphabet boys' radars. Amina’s mother was a nurse, so nobody wondered where all the money came from. They would be easy to get rid of.

Time for Jah came quickly. I was in the cut, watching when Amina’s mother came to pick up Jah. It was weird that she looked nothing like Amina, with her light skin and eyes. The first time I saw her, I thought I had the wrong person. Amina and Jah both cried when they made him get in the car. That shit hurt my heart, knowing I couldn’t do something immediately to help her.

That night, she cried all night. We lay in bed, and I held her close, feeling her body shake with each sob. “I hate this,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears. “I hate feeling so helpless.”

I didn’t know what to say except, “I love you.”

She looked up at me, her eyes red and swollen from crying. I leaned in and kissed her softly, hoping she felt all the love I had for her.

“I love you, Amina,” I said. “I love you so much.”

She sniffled and gave a small nod. I kissed her again, harder this time. “I love you,” I repeated, pulling her closer. I held her until her breathing evened out.


Chapter eighteen

Zaire

A few weeks later, we had an appointment for Amina’s sonogram. She was five months along. As the doctor smeared gel on her belly and began the scan, I held her hand tightly. Everything was silent until the sound of our baby’s heartbeat filled the room, strong and rhythmic. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I couldn’t help but let a few fall. I had heard the heartbeat before, but every time it felt like a miracle. I looked at Amina, expecting to see her smile, but her eyes were clouded over.

I knew it was because she hadn’t seen Jah since the day at the park. Her mother had found out I was there and got mad. I heard the way she spoke to Amina on the phone, and I had never wanted to lay hands on a woman so badly.

After the appointment, as we drove home, she stared out the window, lost in thought.

I reached over and squeezed her hand. “Let’s go see him,” I suggested. “Even if we can only watch him from a distance.”

Amina nodded, a small smile forming on her lips. We drove to her mother’s house and parked a few blocks away. From there, we could see the yard where Jah was playing.

“I miss him so much,” she whispered, tears forming in her eyes.

“We’ll figure it out,” I assured her. “One step at a time.”

Later that night, I slipped out of bed and quietly left the house. I drove back to her mother's place, parking a few blocks away to avoid drawing attention. I walked another block, dressed in all black, gloved up. Jackson was parked closer. He was standing outside his truck when I reached him.

He dapped me up with a gloved hand. “What you want me to do?” I was surprised he was here. He’d been mad ass when I told him I was retiring. He wanted to stack enough money so his wife never wanted for anything. I was out either way. I had been lucky to have walked away with only a shot in the shoulder. I wasn’t tempting fate.

I felt bad for doubting my friend.

“Just have my back. You ain’t even gotta enter the house. If anything goes down, get the fuck out with the boy.”

He carried one duffle bag, full of guns, ones that had been used in all kinds of criminal activity. He handed me the bag of coke.

We moved silently through the shadows, approaching the house with caution. I already knew what I was doing. I paid a lot of money for the codes to Amina’s mother’s door and security system. I had already been all up and through that mother fucker. I knew exactly where to go. After getting in the house, I disarmed the system.

Jah’s room was on the second floor. I crept up the stairs, pushing the door open. I found him asleep. Carefully, I scooped him up. He stirred but didn’t wake, his small hand clutching my shirt. He slept hard as fuck like his momma.

I crept back downstairs. Jackson was waiting at the front door. I handed Jah off to him. He handed me the duffle bags I would leave in the house.

With Jah secure, I went back in. My first stop was a closet in the utility room, where I shoved the duffle bags. I moved toward the master bedroom. The door was ajar, and I could see Amina’s stepfather sprawled out on the bed, her mother beside him. They were the source of all her pain, and they had to be dealt with.

I pulled out the silencer and screwed it onto the barrel of my gun. Taking a deep breath, I stepped into the room. The sound of their breathing filled the space. I wanted to wake them up and tell them why they were about to die, but that’s how you fucked around and fucked up. I aimed at Amina’s stepfather’s head first and pulled the trigger. The muffled pop was anticlimactic, his body jerking once before going still. Her mother was next. She woke with a start, as if sensing me turning the gun on her. Her eyes went wide with fear. That pleased a dark part of me. She opened her mouth to scream, but a shot to her in her black ass heart. Her body jerked, then went still.

I left the house as silently as I had entered. Jah was still asleep in Jackson's arms. He handed me Jah, and I handed him the gun, still hot. He would melt that bitch down. The drive back to Amina’s place was surreal, the weight of what I had done settling over me. I had crossed a line, but it was necessary and I didn’t feel bad about it. For Amina. For Jah. For us.

When I arrived, I carried Jah inside and laid him gently on the mattress next to her. Amina stirred, her eyes fluttering open. "Zaire? What’s going on?"

I sat beside her, taking her hands in mine. "Amina, we never have to worry about anything again."

Her eyes filled with confusion and fear. "What did you do?"

"I brought Jah home to you," I said, my voice steady.

She looked next to her and I swear she stopped breathing. She just stared at him for a full minute.

"I heard your momma and her man got involved in some shady shit and ended up dead. All you gotta do is tell the police they let Jah spend the night with you and you know nothing about what happened." Nobody would think she murdered them.

She nodded her understanding. Tears welled up in her eyes. "Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you for bringing my baby back."

We sat there for a long time, me watching her watch her son. I knew what I had done could never be undone, but I didn’t feel a bit bad about it.

Jah woke up a little later, rubbing his eyes and looking around in confusion. When he saw Amina, his face lit up. "Mommy!"

Amina snapped out of her sleepy daze, she’d been fighting sleep for almost three hours, like she was scared to close her eyes. She grabbed him and started covering his face with kisses. "Hey, baby. Mommy’s here."

I felt a sense of peace settle over me. I had a family now. I would do whatever it took to keep them safe, to keep them happy.


The Beginning

And the End

Zaire

Three years had passed since the night I’d met her, and our lives had changed in ways I never imagined. Amina and I had been married two years. 

The chaos and danger of my old life was long behind me. No more strippers. No more guns. Jackson had got out too. Now, every day was about Amina and my family and fucking living.

Soon after we got Jah, we moved into my house. Jah was now nine years old, and Zari would turn three soon. Amina had passed the bar exam and was now a practicing lawyer. She chose family law, turning her pain into power, helping others find their voice and reclaim their lives.

Her mother's and stepfather's homicides were never solved, and nobody really cared. They chalked it up to criminal shit.

It was one of the rainless days of summer, and it was hot as fuck out, and I was in the backyard, watching Jah and Zari play. Jah was teaching Zari how to kick a soccer ball, her face was lit up with joy. Amina came outside, a smile on her face as she watched our children.

"Hey, handsome," she said, smoothing her hand up my abs before wrapping her arms around me from behind. "What are you thinking about? You were staring too hard."

I turned and kissed her forehead. "Just how lucky I am. How much our lives have changed."

She smiled, her eyes filled with warmth. "We’ve come a long fucking way, haven’t we?"

"Yeah, we have," I said, pulling her closer, gripping her ass. Zari had made it thicker, and I loved that shit.

Later that evening, my mother arrived to pick up Jah and Zari for a week visit. I kissed the kids goodbye, hugging them tightly before they left.

I waited for Amina to put away dinner while I made sure everything was cut off. We ended up at the studio apartment. I kept the rent paid. When we wanted to feel like the old us, we went there.

We pulled out the sofa mattress and laid it out under the open sky.

Naked under the sheets, we were side by side, passing a blunt between us. The smoke mingled with the cool, damp air, creating a mist that dissipated slower than normal. I watched it as the rain fell softly.

“It always feels so surreal coming back here, even when we come every other weekend.” Amina said softly as she snuggled closer. She always got sleepy when it rained.

I handed her the blunt, and she took a drag from it, exhaling slowly. "I gotta stop smoking. I think it's time I have your other baby," she said, a smirk playing on her lips. "I'm going to miss smoking."

My heart leaped in my chest. I had been trying to get her to agree to another baby for a minute. Rolling over on top of her, then sliding down her body, I said, "Let me hurry up and get this IUD out of you before you change your mind." I was teasing, but I was dead-ass serious too.

She laughed, the sound musical and warm. "Boy, you high as hell if you think..."

I cut her off. "I'm serious, Amina. I can't wait to have another one of us running around."

She pulled me back up, grabbed my face, kissed me deeply. "I love you." She whispered, knowing it did something to my insides.

As the summer rain continued to fall and the night cocooned us, I felt really fucking satisfied.
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