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Foreword

Hi. I'm back. This story is from 2016 or so. I dug it up.

After "Saving Grace" I wanted something lighter. I can't always be writing about kidnapping, sex bribery and killing folks. People might start to think I'm crazy. LOL

 

This is light. Honestly, they're just mostly humping. 




Not a love story- A f*cking story.


Prologue

Tempest

Eight months ago

“Bitch what did you say to me?"

I groaned. My husband’s already deep baritone had become deeper. I recognized it as his I’m about to fuck you up tone. I started praying that I could defuse the situation enough to keep the night from going from bad to worse.

I lowered my voice but didn’t dare even thinking about changing a word of what I had said. I knew better, Malcom hated when I “lied” to him.

"I said it's not that serious, Baby. I only spoke to him because he said something to me first, I’m sorry."

I tried to sound as meek as possible while walking towards the stairs. I wanted to get as far away from him and as quick as possible as I could, while hoping he would do something out of character for him, like let go. The argument we were having was petty.

We'd left the New Year’s party we’d been invited to early, but still he'd bitched and moaned the whole thirty-minute ride back home simply because I said Hello to an old high school friend. I didn’t even get a chance to ask the man I hadn’t seen in forever how him and his wife were doing before Malcolm suggested we leave.

I guess I should at least be grateful that he didn’t embarrass me. He hadn’t ever been above showing his ass in public.

I heard his shoes hitting the hardwood floor seconds before he was on me. I realized my mistake immediately.

“Fuck!” I scolded myself mentally. The first rule in my book of what not to do to piss Malcolm off was ‘never turn my back on him,’ he found it disrespectful. But hell, there wasn’t much that Malcolm didn’t find disrespectful.

Before I could react he grabbed a hand full of my long hair, stopping me in my tracks, I swung around to face him. Thankfully my hair slipped between his fingers. I took a second to examine his scowling face. Malcolm was gorgeous, with clear reddish skin, full lips, a broad nose, and hazel eyes. But his good looks didn’t make up for the fact that he was evil as fuck and had a hole in his heart that I couldn’t seem to fill no matter what I did

"Look at what you've got on! Of course, he wanted to talk to you. You look like a fucking whore.”

Reaching out, he grabbed a hand full of my breast roughly, squeezing. I winced from the pain and tears came to my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. Before, my tears seemed to always spur him on.

You brought this dress for me I thought you liked thi—“ his hold tightened on my breast, his nails digging into my flesh, the intense pain caused me to cut off the rest of what I was going to say. But I didn’t try to move his hand or fight back, that would make him angrier. I don’t even know why I tried to explain anything to him while he was in one of his moods, from experience I knew all it would do was make him angrier.

“I know I bought the fucking dress. I buy all your clothes. you lazy bitch. You don’t have a job, who else is supposed to buy them? and I bought this dress for your fat ass when you were a size ten not fourteen, look at all your fucking titties hanging out.”

“I'm sorry Malcolm, please let me go..” I begged. I was so scared because I knew what was coming next.

“You should have thought about that before you ran your fucking mouth." He let go of my breast, took a hold of my dress, and snatched downward, trying to rip it from my body.

“Why are you doing this, are you crazy? Please stop!” I pleaded but didn't make any effort to stop him, I knew if I put my hands on him it would escalate to him beating me for trying to fight him, it had happened before.

“Yeah bitch, I'm crazy, you make me crazy. I tell your ass time and time again, that you’re mine. Don’t be smiling in the next mother fuckers face, I don't care what the fuck he says.

He jerked me forward.

“You thought you were going leave with that pretty mother fucker, didn’t you? You wanted to fuck him? I could see that shit in your eyes.” He shook me while he kept ranting, yelling. He tugged roughly at my dress, trying to pull off me, but the lined material wasn’t tearing and each yank caused the expensive, silk fabric to tear into skin on my shoulders.

"Please, Malcolm! I would never cheat on you."

I was being honest when I said I wouldn’t. I Was too afraid to, even though he constantly cheated on me. He was so blatant and callous about it I had walked in on him fucking someone in my very own home after returning from the hospital, after one of his beatings. I would never mention it because I knew he would some how make it my fault and beat me for where he put his dick.

I could never understand how a man who couldn’t stay faithful was so jealous and insecure. In his mind if I even looked at another man I had betrayed our vows..

"Bitch, if given a chance all you whores will cheat he yelled in my face.

My ears to rang. He finally let me go shoving me roughly away from him. I stumbled but didn’t fall. When he started pacing around the room and talking to himself I nearly pissed myself. intuition was telling I would probably receive the worse beaten he’d ever given me that night.

Trembling, I slid my eyes back to the front door wondering if I made a run for it would I make it outside and to a neighbor’s house before he caught me. I took a deep breath and readied myself to run, my heart pounded against my ribcage, I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins. The voice that had been telling me for years to leave him was yelling for me to run, but my feet wouldn’t cooperate.

“Bitch, if you don’t stop looking at the fucking door I’m going to put your head through it. Ain’t nobody coming in this bitch to save your whore ass. Or did you tell lover boy where we stay? “

His eyes grew wide at the idea, and they darted between me and the door.

I frantically shook my head no.

He headed for the window anyway. His long legs crossed the room in seconds.

I groaned inwardly. His paranoia confirmed my worst fear, he was high on coke, or Molly. Drugs made him paranoid and mean, meaner than usual. He didn’t even know that I knew about his little habit. I’d been fucking floored when I found out by mistake. I used his car to go run an errand, I don’t even remember why I went into his glove compartment, but there had been enough drugs in there to get me put up under the prison if I’d gotten pulled over. I knew he wasn’t selling it, he made too much money as a trust fund manager for that. He had to be using it, it explained his sudden mood swings. One minute he was up and excited. sometimes he’d be sweet and then he’d turn violent. I drove his car home, parked it, and never used it again. That didn’t stop me from finding his stashes all over the house.

“No baby, I wouldn't do that,” I said when I found my voice. I backed up further away from him, slowly, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

He noticed. His eyes hardened. “Where the fuck are you going, Tempest?” I didn’t answer him, not verbally. I couldn’t.

My heart was in the back of my throat. I shook my head and kept backing up.

“Answer me bitch.” he roared, startling me so badly I nearly pissed myself.

I looked over to my right for a weapon, I needed something to defend myself. The look in his eyes confirmed that he was about to beat my ass. He’d attacked me enough times for me to know when he was about to snap.

The only thing within reaching distance was a lamp. A lamp too small to do any damage, it would just piss him off, fuck it!

I turned on a dime. One foot in front of the other, I    took off running towards the bathroom. If I could get there and lock myself in, I could call the police from my cell. Luckily my cell phone was still in my hand.

“Bitch! Where the fuck do you think you’re going? You’re thinking about leaving me aren’t you?”

Just as I made it to the bathroom, I flew backwards. He’d  grabbed me by my arm and slung me like a rag doll. I thought I would hit the floor hard, but he snatched me up before I did. Midair, his forearm wrapped around my neck  placing me into a choke hold. Instantly, it felt like I was going to pass out.

Panicked , I tried to pry his arms from around my neck. When it  became hard for me to breath and fight. I gave up, letting my arms fall to my side. A feeling of calm washed over me. If I just let him kill me, he couldn’t abuse me anymore. I was so tired of him beatings and the constant berating. The only way out for me was death I reasoned. He’d told me enough times he’d kill me before he let me leave and embarrass him, so leaving alive wasn’t an option in my mind.

It sounds cliché, but my life started flashing before my eyes as I was about to black out. Oddly enough this renewed my will to fight. I hadn’t lived long enough to die yet.

“Please.” Sobbing, I scratched at his hands.

“Shut up with all that crying.” Pain exploded in my side, air whooshed out of my lungs, his fist had connected with my abdomen, and if the wasn’t brutal enough, he reared back again, his fist connecting with my ribs, over and over again,. My knee’s began to buckle. He released. I tumbled to the floor on to my ass.

“You make me do this.” Sweat dripped  from his trembling upper lip.




He bent down, drew back his fist and punched me in the face like I was some random man on the street instead of the woman he claimed to love. His eyes were glassy and he was literally salivating at the mouth.

He lectured me as he continued to beat me.

“If only you would just act right, act like a wife is supposed to, instead of some disobedient whore, you’re a fucking whore aren’t you?” I could tell it wasn’t a question but an accusation. It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him to kiss my ass. He was the one fucking everybody. I’d lost count of all the women he’d fucked during our marriage, some I found out about because they’d confront me, others he told me about whenever he felt the need to humiliate me.

Why the fuck did you stay? a voice in the back of my mind screamed. I’d stayed because I felt obligated. He saved me and my sister. I stayed because I thought I couldn’t do any better. If I weren’t in so much pain, I would have laughed at how stupid my last though was. Couldn’t do any better? Anything was better than hoping my husband didn’t kill me.

I decided right then and there I was going to survive long enough to get the fuck away from Malcolm’s crazy ass so I could experience better and work out my issues with myself. I was leaving and it wouldn’t be in a body bag.

I balled myself up tightly so that I could protect my head and face from his blows and regain strength. That seemed to piss him off more. In the position I was in he couldn’t hit me in my face. His sadistic ass liked to see my pretty face bruised and bloodied.

He wrapped my hair in his fist, dragged me up from the floor by it. I gasped and choked on my own saliva. The pain was so intense it felt like it would rip my hair from my scalp. I knew I’d have a bald spot when he finished.

He dragged me to the kitchen table and bent me over it. When he ripped my thong from my body. I said fuck it and started fighting him for real and hard as I could. Somehow I maneuvered myself so we were face to face. Malcolm had raped me before while he was angry and high. It had been the worse sexual experience of my life. It had felt like he was going to literally rip me open. I couldn’t go through that again.

“No, no please!” I yelled, kicking my legs and swinging my arms wildly. I connected a couple times with his face and legs.

“You bitch!”   His eyes got big with rage. He stared at me for a second as if he didn’t believe it was me who hit him. I used his shock to my advantage. I cocked back my fist and hit him again, directly in the mouth. His head jerked back. I hit him again, my fist connecting with his nose. Then I turned to run. I was quick. I made it all the way to the front door. He was quicker. He grabbed me before I could open it. My last thought before darkness took over was that was the last day I took any abuse. Everybody who had or would cross me would pay.


Tempest

“I need you out in sixty days.”

Life was funny sometimes. Not in the haha —I’m having fun being here type of way, but in the way that made me feel as if I was a big fucking joke. I just knew the universe and everybody in it were laughing at me.

I had spent the better part of my life raising my sister Julissa as if she were my own child because our mother had better things to do. Don’t get me wrong, she wasn’t completely selfish. She worked long hours as an ER nurse, fixing broken people and saving lives. I admired her for that, but everything else she did was for herself. Disappearing for days with her doctor boyfriend —was for her. Going to the club in her free time with her friends—was for her. Anything that didn’t involve raising her kids she was there for.

She was neglectful but not completely careless though. We always had clean and new trendy clothes and shoes. We lived in a four-bedroom house in a nice neighborhood. We had tutors, so we excelled in school. We had a maid that came by twice a week so the house was always clean, and we never went hungry. Still, kids need more than that to thrive! Such as affection, attention, and emotional support.

In her absence, I thought it was up to me to make sure Julissa never felt as if our mother cared more about living her life than shaping ours. I was well aware of the fact and it hurt.

I never got a chance to confront her about it though. Before she even turned forty —breast cancer had ravished her body and took her life. When she died, I started to think that maybe she could feel that she only had a brief time on this earth. I couldn’t be mad at her for living life when I thought about it like that. She spent a couple of years of fighting, but then she just woke up one morning and said no more, she gave up. She rejected the chemo and meds.

I still resented her for that part. I had just turned eighteen and was left with the burden of actually raising a spoiled, undisciplined thirteen-year-old on my own before I even knew how to be an adult — and I had to do it without help. All the money my mother had made and saved was gone. Her life insurance had lapsed so we got nothing from that. I couldn’t afford the hefty mortgage on our house and we were ninety days from being homeless. Julissa’s daddy stopped answering the phone as soon as he found out he might have to take care of her. He was a music producer doing well for himself, he wasn’t about to give that up to raise a child.

The culmination of all those events had led me to Malcolm.

Ironically, I met him the day I graduated high school. He was the brother of one of the kids who also graduated. Six weeks after that, I had given him my virginity, moved into his house, and married him. I did it all just so Julissa and I would never want for anything.

Now as an adult, I know a twenty-six-year-old man had no business even talking to an eighteen-year-old girl. Let alone fucking, marrying, and ruining one. But my age was probably what attracted him to me. I was naïve, desperate and easily manipulated.

At first I was grateful for Malcolm, he did everything right. He was incredibly supportive in everything I wanted to do, spoiled me, and took care of Julissa like she was his own child. About two years into our relationship that all changed. He became the catalyst for the worst times in my life. Despite his best efforts to beat me down to nothing, I had survived eight years with him and had been free of him for eight months.

After our divorce, I did the work to fix myself.

I went to therapy. My therapist, Zane said she was surprised at the fact that I didn’t have any of the usual long term psychological side effects that came along with being an abuse survivor, like PTSD, or depression. I had side effects and all types of issues, but they just weren’t what she thought they should have been and I wasn’t going to wear them on my sleeves for the world to see. I just needed her to fix me so I wasn’t afraid anymore. She did when she suggested I get my license to carry. That ended our discussions about Malcolm.

I stayed in therapy six more months after that, working on my mamma issues. Eight months in and everything was moving along smoothly. I was just getting to a place where I felt as if things were looking up for me, but I was wrong. Because in this moment, I was sitting at my sisters kitchen table, listening to the girl I had practically raised, tell me that I had to leave her house because she was mad.

That was fine. I didn’t want to be there anyway. The environment was toxic. I told myself I wasn’t ever again dealing with fussing and fighting where I had to lay my head.

I would have been okay with a sixty-day notice If she had come to me with some type of decorum and asked me to leave. Instead, she was losing her fucking mind. Pacing. Rolling her neck, clapping her hands all dramatically up in my face as her bushy ponytail bounced back and forth and the too short black leather mini skirt she was wearing shimmed it’s way further and further up her thin hips with every angry step she took.

I would never do her like she was doing me. But we were so different on every level, physically and personality wise. Because we had two different fathers —both of whom had nothing to do with us — we looked nothing like each other. 

My father was black as night, big and sturdy. I had taken after his side of the family. Standing at five eight, one hundred and ninety pounds — I had at least five inches and sixty pounds on Julissa who was a combination of both our mother and her father. She was tiny, but curvy, like our mom, but looked mixed race because she’d got her light skin and curly hair from her afro Latina father. I was brown, like iced tea, with full round breast, meaty thighs, a high round ass and thick, kinky hair that I kept long and natural. No less beautiful than Julissa, just simply different.

No one who ever found out we were sisters believed it at first. Not until they caught a glimpse of our almond shaped, whiskey-colored eyes. All the women on my Momma's side of the family had the same eyes.

Our appearances weren’t our only differences.

Julissa had zero work ethic; she had a job but was barely hanging onto it. I kept a job.

She was entitled and selfish. I sometimes gave too much.

My attitude was also better. Which was saying a lot, I didn’t exactly have the sunniest disposition, but Julissa was worse. She often came off as obnoxious. She thought too much of herself, despite the fact that she hadn’t really achieved anything in life, but she was gorgeous and to her —that was more than enough reason to look down her nose at people.

“Bitch,” she spat.

I blinked hard at her calling me out of my name, wondering why. I hadn’t exactly been listening. Hell, I wasn't all too sure how I had set her off. All I had done to incur her petty wrath was ask her to ask her boyfriend to come over less or tell him if he couldn’t stay away that he had to contribute to the grocery bill or the electric bill or something. I couldn’t afford to take care of the six- five, two hundred plus pound basketball player. He ate like a fucking horse and he was always over our apartment, eating. And it was always my food.

He knew Julissa couldn’t cook and he knew she sure as hell didn’t buy groceries since he was always bringing her food from one restaurant or another, so I don’t understand why he thought it was ok to eat anything that he had to know belonged to me without asking or at the very least, giving back.

Don’t get me wrong, my momma had raised me well enough to know the basic rule of sharing is caring, but at the moment my struggles were real. I had left my abusive marriage with nothing but the nearly broken-down Nissan I had gone into the relationship with because I didn’t want Malcolm to have any excuse to stay in contact with me. I had sold my wedding ring and  the jewelry he had given me. I gave Julissa the fifteen thousand from the sell. 

I was flat out broke and only working part time as a mail clerk in a law office, while attending my first year of law school. I had no extra to give and nobody to ask for help when times got hard. Julissa had always been selfish and remained that way so I never bothered with asking her for anything. My ass could barely afford to feed myself, so I sure as hell couldn’t afford to feed my sister’s mountain sized boyfriend too.

Was it too much for me to ask for him to contribute? I didn’t think so.

But the argument over her boyfriend eating my food wasn’t my only grievance with my sister. She was nasty. She would leave dirty clothes and dishes all over the house and I’d end up cleaning it up because I couldn’t deal with filth. Another side effect of Malcolm, he wanted our home spotless and would beat me if it wasn’t. On top of being dirty, she was rude. She would stumble into the house all times of night waking me up knowing I had to work the next day. There were also betrayals over the years I tried not think about often.

“Maybe, if you worried more about your marriage and less about me and my man you wouldn’t be in this predicament confronting your jealousy. You should just apologize to Malcolm.”

I jerked my head back. My breath hitching in my throat caused me to nearly choke on my shock. With wide eyes, I stared at her. Had she actually just said that to me?

Apologize for what? Not dying when he tried to beat me to death.

Although the worst of the abuse had taken place once she moved out and she never actually witnessed him beat me— she knew how he was. She had witnessed him berate me and throw things. She had also seen the results of the last beating he gave me. He had beaten me so badly that night, the house staff had gone against his rules and called the police. He told them I fell. They knew he was lying. The police encouraged me to press charges, and half his house staff quit and told me they would testify on my behalf if I did. Not wanting to make things worse for anybody, I told the police I fell, but I took the staff's help. They smuggled most of my personal things out of Malcolm’s house when they left.

The hospital social worker put me in touch with a legal aid lawyer who filed a restraining order on my behalf and drew up my divorce papers.

All that and she tells me I should apologize and try to work things out with him?

I wanted to scream at her. No. Really, I wanted to punch her in her big fucking mouth. I folded my hands into my lap under the table but didn’t bother to hide the scowl on my face.

Julissa noticed my anger. She shifted uneasily from one foot to another.

I snickered at her fear and the fact that she thought I could ever envy her. I wasn’t jealous of her or anything she had. I could see she was heading in the wrong direction. Using men for money was going to land her in the same type of relationship I had found myself in with Malcolm. I wasn’t going to tell her any of that though. She wouldn’t listen so it wasn't worth the energy it would have taken to express myself.

“I’m not trying to be mean, Tempest.” She paused to give me a slight disarming smile. Which did the opposite of relaxing me, it pissed me off.  My new quick temper was another of the side effects of living with Malcolm so long.

“But Jason will probably propose soon and want me to move in with him and you can’t afford this place by yourself anyway.”

I almost laughed in her face. I had a better chance at moving in with Jason than her.

I had heard enough. I blocked her out again. Mentally, I started plotting and planning. Sixty days wasn’t long and I would be starting over for the second time in a year without very much money. I needed a solid plan

Fuck my life. I should have only given her half of that fifteen grand.

“Tempest.” Julissa Called my name interrupting my thoughts.

I looked in her direction. She had moved to right outside of my reach. Good decision.

“Whatever you say, Julissa.” I had no idea what she had said. Didn’t care either. Not wanting to talk to her let alone be in her presence any longer, I rose from my chair and left the kitchen while she was still running her mouth. I had just gotten off work and all I wanted to do was shower and catch a nap, since eating was out of the question. I’d come home to an empty refrigerator. Which is what had started the argument she was having with herself..

“Call Malcolm!” she yelled after me. 

I had to fight off blind rage and the urge to go back in the kitchen and beat her ass. I would sleep in the street before I called Malcolm. Fuck him and her.

Somehow, I managed to calmly close my bedroom door and gather my things for a shower, all while clenching my teeth so hard they hurt, to keep from screaming. I made my way to the bathroom in the hallway and stripped down.

As I showered, I thought about just packing my shit and leaving that night. I had a co-worker, Cameron, with a spare bedroom. I knew I could stay with him. He had a little crush on me and had offered me the room every time I complained about Julissa. But if I did that—Julissa would never learn that the world didn't revolve around her. I was leaving, but before I did, she was going to feel my motherfucking wrath. I was tired of letting people get away with hurting me without any repercussion.

When I got out of the shower, I already had an idea of how I would get back at Julissa. She would have a fit if she thought I had any type of chance with her man. Jason was on his way to the NBA and everybody knew it, Julissa had basketball wife dreams.

I was about to seduce him because I knew I could. I was going to flash him a little skin and get a little too friendly with him. Lead him on. Ruin their relationship. Was what I was about to do mature? Maybe not, but it was better than just outright beating her ass like our mother should have. I wouldn’t take it as far as actually having sex with him. I just wanted to show her that all she’d ever dreamt of could be taken away so easily.

I dried myself before leaving the bathroom and going back to my bedroom. Grabbing my sugar plum body butter from my dresser, I applied it. Showing my thick thighs, forty- two double d breast and rounded behind extra care, so my skin would glow.

The entire time I could hear Julissa talking loudly about me to whomever she was on the phone with. “Yes, I told her she had to leave. She’s probably the reason Jason hasn’t been wanting to fuck. She’s always around — looking all bloated, homely, hungry, and sad, ruining the mood.”

Wow, I thought, that’s how my own sister felt about me? And she was talking so loudly, I knew she wanted me to know. I was too numb to be sad. But I did feel vengeful.

After making sure every inch of my skin was moisturized. I tied my red silk robe around my thick waist. Before glancing at the clock, it read ten, I had thirty minutes to wait before putting my plan into action.

Laying in my queen sized bed, I grabbed the remote and started flipping through channels. My thoughts kept distracting me from the show I settled on. You ever know you’re about do something you shouldn’t be doing and your conscience keeps trying to make you not do it? Well, that was my current dilemma, The little voice in the back of my head was telling to just let my anger go. I thought about it. But then I was like fuck it, be petty.

Exactly thirty minutes after my plan came together, the doorbell rang. Right on time. Jason was never late.

I crept out of bed and over to the door, pressing my ear against it. Ear hustling hard. I heard Julissa tell Jason to wait while she finished packing her bag for work. She was a CNA at a local nursing home. She worked doubles three nights a week, which netted her just enough money to buy her expensive clothes and shoes. She’d party the rest of the week. Everything else she needed was purchased for her by the men she was dealing with. When I tried to warn her about living life so dangerously and, depending on other people for her survival — It had gone in one ear and right out of the other. So I let her be.

I waited until I heard the front door close, I knew I had at least twenty minutes before Jason returned, so I took my time walking around the house turning off all the lights Julissa’s left on. I had repeatedly asked her bobblehead ass to stop leaving every fucking light in the house on when she left, but she continued to ignore me, which was yet another reason, I wouldn't miss her.

When all the lights, but the one in the living room were off I went about setting the mood. I lit all the candles I had and strategically placed them around the room for ambience, then I put Ari Lennox Shea Butter Baby on repeat on the Bluetooth speakers. Her silky voice and the smell of lavender set the vibe for my deception. After everything was done, I cut off the one remaining light, laid down on the sofa, untying the belt on my robe. It wasn’t long before I heard keys jingling. After dropping Julissa off at work Jason would always come back to our apartment to chill and sleep until it was time to pick her up the next morning.

I’d overheard him telling Julissa he’d spent so much time over at our place because he didn’t like sharing his apartment with four other big ass men that were on his college basketball team. I wouldn't have minded if he came over and went straight into Julissa’s room, but no, he'd spend all his time in the kitchen and the living room. So then I’d be stuck in my room because I didn’t feel comfortable sharing a space with him alone.

When I heard the door open, I shut my eyes tightly and regulated my breathing. I kept my eyes closed, until the TV clicked on then I cracked them slightly and was able to watch as Jason descended, he nearly sat his full weight on to me. Just before he did, he jumped up...

From my slitted eyes, I could see he wore a horrified expression. His face was bright red, even his throat and the tip of his ears were burning bright. I slammed my eyes back shut.

“Oh shit, my bad!” He shouted.

I held my grin back. I wanted to laugh so bad.

He cursed again and I pretended to startle awake. Gradually, I opened my eyes.

With a fake yawn and stretch, I sat up. I looked up at him from my spot on the sofa and faked an apology.

“I’m sorry, I was so tired, I fell asleep out here.”  He opened his mouth to respond but whatever he was about to say died on his lips when he noticed my state of undress. The weight of his eyes caused my skin to prickle with awareness.

His gaze fell from my breast and traveled down. I pretended not to notice them get stuck on the triangle between my thighs or the way he licked his lips.

I should have stopped there but I took it a step further. I honestly had done enough, but I could admit to myself I was getting a slight high from the desire I saw in his eyes.

“Let me get out of your way,” I stated while I stretched my back, arching towards the heavens. I let my robe fall all the way open, giving him a full-frontal view. I had made sure to shave my pussy bare, so I knew it looked fat and inviting. I counted to five before feigning embarrassment and fake apologizing again.

“Oh gosh. I can’t believe this is happening.” I wasn’t even a good actor, I sounded phony as hell, but he didn’t seem to notice.

I waited until I was sure he got a good look before pulling my robe back together and tied it around my waist. I’m so sorry,” I apologized again as I rushed past him with my head down, making sure I purposely brushed against the tented area of his basketball shorts with my hip, as I made my way towards my room.

He hissed deep in his throat like my touch had burned him.

Once I was in my room, I peeked out at him through the cracked door. Standing in the middle of the living room, he looked utterly lost and confused about what had just taken place.

I giggled to myself and quietly closed my door, before fully disrobing and getting into bed. Phase one of my plan was complete.

Unfortunately, the next day guilt was riding my back like a deranged monkey. I was really torn up about what I’d done the night before.

I really was a good person and knew it was wrong to involve Jason in petty squabbles with my sister. When the animosity between my sibling and I ran deeper than him eating my food.

I felt like she had played a part in robbing me of childhood and eight years of my life. Logically, I knew she wasn’t responsible for any choices I had made but sometimes I would think if it wasn’t for her I’d have an entirely different life.

I decided to try to work everything out with my sister in a civil and mature manner. After work, I went to the store and picked up ingredients for a shrimp boil, because I knew she liked those, it was the only thing she ever ate outside of fast food.

When she came home from wherever she had been, with a funky ass attitude, I regretted making the effort and sure as hell I didn’t want to talk to her anymore, but I tried anyway. When I told her how her words regarding Malcolm had hurt me — she had the unmitigated gall to not only ignore me but to roll her beady eyes at me, while eating the food I had bought and cooked for her. I was hell hot. I wanted to snatch her little ass across the table, but I decided instead to go back to my original plan.

When the doorbell rang at seven that night, I waited again until Jason and her left, heading to work. I went into the kitchen wearing the tiniest pair pajama shorts I owned. They barely covered my ass cheeks. My thick, toned thighs were on display. The white wife beater I wore without a bra was tight enough to hold my breast up so they looked plump and firm.

Pulling out chicken I’d prepped early I started lining them in my baking dish. I was making baked buffalo wings because I knew they were Jason’s favorite. Whenever I made them no matter how many I left he would eat all of them. The way to a mans heart is through his stomach, right?

Jason was back about fifteen minutes later. I heard the tv come on. I moved around behind the closed kitchen door as quietly as I could. Cutting potatoes into fries I seasoned them and put them along with the wings in the oven. I sat at the kitchen table with my kindle and waited.

Lost in my reading, I heard Jason but didn't acknowledge him when he entered the kitchen. He came to stand right next to me invading my space. He smelled sinful. I needed him to give me some space before I embarrassed myself and sniffed him.

I leaned back, relaxing into the leather high back chair further away from him, but not by much.

“It smells good in here, what are you cooking, Beauty?” The word beauty came out in a smooth rasp that washed over me and made me nervous.

“Chicken.” I one worded my answer to him, not taking my eyes from my book. I didn't want him to know how much his closeness affected me or to say too much and seem suspect. Jason and I never really spoke to each other whenever he came over. I didn’t want him thinking anything was out of the ordinary.

I side eyed him.

He stood awkwardly, waiting for me to further acknowledge him.

“Since you won’t offer, I’ll ask. Do you mind if I sit and break bread with you?”

I wanted to get smart and tell him to take his ass home and eat the food he bought. I kept the words from rushing out my mouth by biting the inside of my cheek.

I gave him a fake, long suffering sigh. “The food is not done yet, but when it is, I don’t mind. “I answered, still not looking up from my tablet, but I observed him out of my peripheral vision.

I had to admit, he was handsome. His lightly tanned skin, square jawline, piercing green eyes and thick bow shaped lips made him so. His curly short brownish red hair was tapered at the sides. The 90’s R&B slit in his eyebrow added some much-needed edge to him. He looked a few years older than his twenty-two years of age, courtesy of the scruffy beard and mustache that framed his smooth baby face.

What stood out most about him was the tattoos that littered his long body. Both of his muscular arms were covered from shoulder to wrist.

They were sexy as fuck and it kept him from being a straight up pretty boy.

I personally liked the pyramid with the eye of Horus on his neck the most. It was ironic because his name was Jason, which meant healer. His tat represented restoration, health, and protection. I had brought it up once and he turned the conversation awkward by making it seem as if I had been researching him specifically instead of just being an avid reader.

He shifted from one foot to the other and I got a glimpse of his tatted-up abs. Phoenix wings in pitch black ink. For just a second, I wondered what it would feel like to trace the inked skin with my fingertips or my tongue.

He cleared his throat, drawing my eyes to him and snapping me out of my thoughts that had gotten out of hand.

A smirk curved his lips and I realized that I had not been as inconspicuous as I thought I had been while checking him out.

I ran my tongue over my teeth then rolled my eyes at him.

“Are you going to sit down or stand there staring?”

He mumbled something incoherent under his breath.

“Say it clearly or you don’t say it at all.” I rebutted.

“If I wanted you to know what I said I would have spoken clearly, but you aren’t ready to hear what I have to say….” He snickered.

The corded muscles in his arms bunched and flexed under his shirt as he adjusted his low on his hip basketball shorts before walking over and sitting opposite of me. The next ten minutes passed in silence. I could feel him watching me. His scrutiny had me trying my hardest not to fidget.

Finally, when I couldn’t take it anymore I looked up from my Kindle “Why are you staring at me like that?” I snapped.

“How am I staring at you?” He pulled his bottom lip between his teeth. I don’t know if he meant for it to be sexy, but it was. Or maybe it was because his eyes seemed to be screaming I’d fuck the shit out of you if you gave me a chance. Or maybe I was imagining it all.

I smacked my lips. “Never mind.”

He continued to stare a hole into me. I went back to pretending to read my book.

The silence lasted longer this time, becoming uncomfortable but I refused to speak. He must have felt it too because he did speak up.

“So…”

So…” I parroted him, putting my kindle down onto the table, I gave him my full attention.

“Sorry about the other night,” He apologized.

“What are you talking about?” I pretended.

He licked his lips nervously. “You know, the robe,” his eyes dropped to my breast and remained there as he continued talking, “waking you up.”

His tone wasn’t apologetic at all and I got the impression he was using an apology as just an excuse to bring it up.

“Oh, it's not a big deal.” I waved him off as got up from the chair. Walking over to the oven, I opened it and bent over to check the food. I knew I had another fifteen or twenty minutes before I had to do anything, but it was a good excuse to show my ass, literally. I could feel the chilly air and his eyes on my bare cheeks.

“Food should be done in a minute,” I said, turning to find his eyes had been glued to my ass. I kept acting as if everything was normal.

“You must be excited to be finished with school?” I made small talk. Not caring about his response at all, I changed the subject before he could start talking about himself.

“You want wine?”

He nodded “Uh yea, wine is good.” His voice was strained. I could see him trying to adjust his hard dick under the table without me noticing.

I pulled out a bottle of Moscato from the fridge and two wine glasses from the cabinet, I poured both glasses full, handed one to him and sat down adjacent to him. I situated myself so my breast sat on the kitchen table. Again, his eyes got stuck on them until he noticed me watching him. He quickly averted his gaze. Raising his glass to his full lips, he took a sip. He grimaced, placing the glass on the table, and sliding it in my direction “not to be rude, but this is not for me.'' he shook his head, “you got something stronger than this?”

He looked like he needed it.

“Yeah.” Getting up, I made my way across the kitchen. I hated hard liquor but I knew Julissa had henny and gin stored away for company. I chuckled to myself because they were both under in the cabinet under the kitchen sink. He was making it easy for me to tease him.

Bending down again, I spread my legs slightly, so my pussy print could be seen prominently from behind. I got the response I wanted. A sharp intake of air and groan. I knew his eyes would remain where I needed them, so I took my time. When I stood I had both bottles, I gave him a choice between the two with looking back, holding one on either side of me.

“I'll take the Henny.”

So, you know what that meant? I had to put the gin back in place. I bent and he cursed out loud. I was on the verge of laughing but held it and composed myself enough to get him a shot glass. I poured it damn near full, then got right in his personal space, nearly straddling one of huge muscular thighs as I set it in front of him.

I picked up the glass he’d discarded. I brought it to my lips and took a sip while he watched.

He had this pained expression on his face. That was hilarious to me.

“No use in wasting it.”Holding his gaze, I tilted my head so he got a clear view of my face. I licked my lips. He studied every movement my tongue made, his eyes tracking it.

“You’re crazy if you don’t like Moscato. It’s so good” I moaned, laying it on thick. The pulse in his neck picked up speed in response, his eyes darkened.

I waited a beat before stepping away and retaking my seat.

I watched him from underneath my lashes, across the table. He raised his glass and took a large gulp. His throat bobbed as he swallowed and I wondered how he’d react to me sucking his Adam’s apple. The thought made my mouth feel dry.

“Tempest?” His deep voice wrapped around my name. His tone drew my eyes from his throat to his face. The muscles in his jaw were so tense, l could tell was grinding his teeth.

I cleared my throat. Yeah?”

He didn’t say anything right away. But when he did I wasn’t expecting what he asked.

“Are you fucking with me right now?” it wasn’t a question; it was an accusation.

“Excuse me?” I dropped my eyes.

He tapped the table with his fingertips.

“You heard me. Are you fucking with me?”

He waved his arm around. “All this. Ass cheeks out. Your robe accidently coming open. You did all that on purpose, didn’t you? You’re playing with me.”

“What are you accusing me of?” I asked, trying to sound as indignant as possible. I didn’t even sound convincing to my own ears.

I could tell by the cock of his brow he didn’t believe me.

Propping his elbows onto the table he leaned towards me. “I don’t even know why I asked. I know this is a game to you. You’re fucking with me to get back at your sister.” He nodded. “That’s fine. We can play. But not until you admit what you’ve done.”

My breath quickened as I watched his entire demeanor change. It was as if a switch had been flipped and after months of playing the character of a dutiful, dull boyfriend, he was back to his old self-assured and confident self. His muscles flexed under his white t-shirt as he stood to his full height. It suddenly felt like he was taking up all the available space in the small kitchen and, taking charge.

“There’s nothing to admit. It’s all in your head,” I denied. Glaring up at him.

He chuckled. “I've been practically living here for almost six months and you wouldn’t acknowledge me no matter how many times I tried to engage you. I could barely get a hello back. I’ve practically begged you to talk to me on more than a few occasions and you’d run off to your room like a scared rabbit or leave the apartment all together. Now all of a sudden, your sister pisses you off and you have time for me? Not to mention you’re running around with all your pussy and titties hanging out for my viewing pleasure.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Liar.” He smiled one of those southern boy smiles that get panties wet as he dragged his fingers through his beard. “Julissa told me you had a problem with me coming over and that she asked you to move out, but I’m supposed to believe your sudden change of behavior is just a coincidence?”

I sighed inwardly. The jig was up and that annoyed me. I wouldn’t admit to it though.

I raised my chin. “My behavior hasn’t changed at all.”

Ignoring another obvious lie he asked, “why don’t you want me here?” He cocked his head awaiting my answer.

I rolled my eyes at him, “I’m going to bed. You’re ridiculous.”

I got up from my chair and made my way over to the oven to cut it off and remove my food.

Before I could open the oven, I suddenly felt Jason behind me. He had moved quietly and quickly. His huge form towered over me. He wasn’t touching me, but he was damn close.

I tried to sidestep him but he gripped my forearm and dragged me back against him. His very prominent hard on dug into the small of my back causing thousands of tiny goosebumps exploded over my skin. Gripping the oven handle for support I had to physically repress a tremor that wanted to move through me.

I tucked my lips into my mouth.

“Answer my question, Tempest. Why don’t you want me around? Does my presence make you think about what we could have had? Is that why every time I show up you can’t stand to be around me?”

Yes. Yes to it all. I would never tell him the truth though.

“No. I’m not affected by you at all, Jason.”

He leaned down and then into me, breathing hard against the side of my face he rasped into my ear. “Liar. I Know you feel what I feel every time we’re in the room together.”

“I think you’re full of yourself and don’t know what you’re talking about.” I refuted. I shoved my back into him, forcing space between us then I spun around to face him, “move!” raising my hands between us, I shoved him further away.

Even then he was still too close but I let him be.

I shoved a finger in his direction. “When my sister told you what I said she should have told you the reason why I said it.” I snapped. Changing the subject.

He cocked his head to the right, raising one of his thick eyebrows. “Since she didn’t tell me, why don’t you…”

“Fine.” I spat. “It’s rude as fuck for you to come to someone else’s house and eat food you didn’t pay for.” I answered him loudly and with an attitude, more aggravated with how much his presence was affecting me than the issue I had with the food.

Without thinking, I took a step toward him to get in his face, but then realized what I was about to do and stilled my feet. I was going to have to unlearn some toxic traits from my marriage. Eight years with Malcolm had made me aggressive.

Before responding his eyes traveled down to my thighs. I was very aware of the fact that my shorts had ridden and were molded against my pussy. I wanted to fix them but I refused to. It took a lot of energy to keep myself from squirming under his appraisal. His eyes remained on my thighs even when he finally spoke. I swear I felt them like tiny caresses against my flesh.

“I was wondering when you would say something. “He reached into his pocket, took out his wallet. He opened it, pulling out folded bills he held his hand out for me to take them.

“You should have mentioned it earlier.”

“ I shouldn’t have had to say anything, it’s common sense and common courtesy.”

His eyes drifted up to meet mine.

“You’re right,” he nodded. “My mother would be extremely disappointed in me.” He drawled.

I barely heard his words. He looked very predatory at the moment, as if he were barely restraining himself from grabbing me again. There was also something in his eyes. I couldn’t name the emotion. I wasn’t exactly good with emotions and men, not after Malcolm.

I didn’t like the energy circling around us.

I reached out and rudely snatched the money from his hand. Then to be even more obnoxious I counted it in front of him. Five hundred dollars was way more than he ate, but I wasn’t about to give him anything back. I was entirely too broke to act as if it wasn’t needed. I folded it and sat it under my wine glass.

“You know if you need money to move, I could help you. No strings attached. Since I am sort of responsible for you having to leave.”

He was living with roommates himself. How was he going to help me?

I shook my head. “No thank you. you’re not responsible for anything Julissa says or does. Really, you’re just an excuse she’s using and I’m perfectly capable.”

“But I can—" He started.

I cut him off, vehemently shaking my head. “No. Change the subject, Jason.” Even if he could afford to help me, I would have said no. Depending on a man had caused me enough trouble in life.

His eyebrow rose at my sharp tone.

To make up for snapping at him I said, “Thank you though. For repaying me and the offer.”

“You’re welcome,” he said and then I just stood there staring at him, while he stared at me.

I needed a distraction.

Without thinking, I turned and bent over, which ended with my ass close enough for him to easily reach out and touch.

“And here she goes again.” Jason mumbled under his breath.

I ignored him and pulled the pan from the oven. Now that he’d figured out what I was doing, my ploy no longer amused me and I was no longer interested in sharing space with him. I planned to go back to ignoring him again for sixty days or however long it took me to move. I placed the hot pan on top of the stove, then rehung my potholders. I was about to take my ass upstairs and binge watch me some Luther, like I had originally planned.

Since he had basically paid for the food I had cooked, I told him, “Fix yourself something to eat but leave me enough for my lunch tomorrow.” I picked up the money he’d given me. Just as I was exiting the kitchen I felt a powerful tug from behind. Jason snatched me just like I had snatched his money. Using my wrist, he pulled me against him again.

I dropped my eyes down to where his big hand was wrapped around my wrist before looking up to stare at him “excuse you, can I go?”

He shook his head. “Nope, not until you answer my question.”

I wet my lips “Give me some space.” I demanded.

“No. Answer my question.”

“What question?” I played dumb.

He glared. “You know what question, but I will indulge you and repeat myself. “Were you purposely teasing me?”

“Why does it matter?”

“Because, I like you.” he admitted easily, “and you know that, and I'd hope you wouldn't use that against me because your sister pissed you off.”

His confession to liking me caused my heart to do a double backflip in my chest rendering me speechless for a half a second. when I snapped out of it, I answered his question when what I really wanted to do was ask him what he meant by liking me.

“No, I wasn’t purposely teasing you. Can I go now?” I lied easily. We struggled. With a little effort I managed to pull myself free from his grip and take a few steps away from him before he reached out and tugged me into his embrace again. He sat bringing me down with him. I landed awkwardly sideways in his lap. I swung my legs to get up. He pulled me back down.

“What in the hell is wrong with you? Let me go!” He trapped me, wrapping his big arms around my lower body.

“No, you started playing this game so you’re about to sit right the fuck where you are until you tell me the truth.”

“Jason, let me up.” I snapped through gritted teeth and tried to rise again, he held me tighter. I dug my nails into his hands and glared at him, he glared right back without flinching.

I folded my arms across my chest.

“What the fuck ever! I’m not telling you anything I’ll stay right the fuck here in your lap until my sister comes home — if I have to and then I’ll let you explain to her why we're in this position.” I refused to give in.

My declaration made him laugh. “Shit, who you threatening with a good time?” his voice rumbled against my ear. He slid me so my ass sat right atop of his dick. I could feel every inch of him hard and thick. He made sure of it by lifting his hips and grinding into me.

My heartbeat dropped to my pussy. I bit into my bottom lip to stave off a moan. “Stop being nasty,” I whined.

“Stop lying to me and being difficult. Admit what you did and that you were wrong and I’ll let you go.” His fingernails dug into my fleshy right hip as he massaged it.

That was too much. He couldn’t keep touching me like he was. It was beginning to get too hard to pretend he wasn’t affecting me.

“Let me go and I’ll tell you.”  He cupped my face bringing it around to his. He searched my eyes to see if I was telling the truth.

If he let me up, I was going to tell him everything. What I had done wasn’t even a big deal.

“Okay,” he agreed.

I exhaled a relieved breath.

He let my waist go, then removed his arm.

I thought about running out, but he sat too close to the exit for me to do that. Irked, I stood and shoved at his chest before I walked around and sat down on the opposite side of the table for some added security.

Feeling a tad bit guilty about what I had done, I started lamely. “I wasn’t actually trying to hurt you. I just wanted to get back at my sister for being a bitch. But you ruined it.” I pouted, trying to add levity to the situation.

Jason frowned. I guess he didn’t find it too funny. He dragged his palm over his mouth. “You thought playing with my feelings wouldn’t hurt me?” I could see it in his eyes that it had and that made me feel bad.

Feelings though, really? What he wanted to do was fuck me.

Sexual energy seeped from every pore in his body.  He reeked of lust.

“Feelings?”

“Yes,” he nodded. “You’re telling me you didn’t feel what was developing between us for months? That you weren’t on the verge of giving in and letting me have you? That there wasn’t a vibe between us?”

I shook my head. Lying. “No.”

Months earlier, before he showed up with my sister, he had approached me on the campus when I went to enroll in classes. I turned him down flat. The ink had just dried on my divorce papers. The last thing I was thinking about was dealing with another man. I saw him a few more times around town. He’d speak. Shoot his shot. I was cordial because his attention was flattering, but I never actually took him seriously. He had an ego born from being the best at everything. Women were all over him. I was not in the right headspace to deal with a man like that. I had dealt with a lot already. I didn’t need to add insecurity and jealousy to my list of things I needed therapy for.

Then one day he crossed my path while I was on lunch break. He came at me without the facade. He invited himself to sit with me. We ended up having this deep conversation about life. I told him about how I secretly resented my mother for basically forcing me to raise my sister and myself. I had only spoke aloud about the subject of my mother to my therapist. She needlessly had explain my feelings to me. I liked that he just listened to me. I had never had anyone just listen to me.

He told me he was scared he'd blow out his knee or get some other type of injury before he even made it to the NBA, so he was really focusing on school and getting his bachelor’s in business before signing with a team. I was surprised to find out he’d would be graduating magna cum laude.

We met up four or five times a week after that. We’d just sit somewhere and talk for hours for better than a month.

Did I start to like him a bit? Yes, he was easy to talk to, free spirited, smart, and looked at me in this odd way that made me think he understood me without even knowing me, but I ignored those feelings. I knew all I’d get from him was sex. Sex I knew I would enjoy and I might have done it if he wasn’t who he was. I wasn’t trying to be added to the list of groupies he fucked. I had aspirations of being a lawyer, not NBA player jump-off. I didn’t want to end up on some internet list of women the famous Jason Jenkins fucked.

“No vibe?” The doubt was heavy in his tone.

“No vibe.” I shrugged. “But I am sorry for tonight.” I did owe him an apology. I pushed myself away from the table and stood.

“Where are you going?” he blocked me from exiting the kitchen by holding his arm out in front me.

I raised an eyebrow “To my room.”

He shook his head confidently, “No you’re not.”

I chuckled and pressed my hand to my hip. “I’m not?”

“Nope I’m going to need you to make it up to me for hurting my feelings.”

Crossing my arms over my chest I reminded him, “I apologized. Is that’s not enough?”

He shook his head no.

I ran my tongue over my teeth and narrowed my eyes at him. “And what do you figure will make up for me hurting your feelings?”

He hesitated, seemingly thinking it over.

“Feed me.”

“I cooked and told you to help yourself.” My job was done, I nodded towards the food, “help yourself.” I reiterated.

He gave me a wicked grin. “No. You’re not getting it. Feed me, as in physically and literally.” He looked dead ass serious.

I dropped my head back and laughed. Then waved him off “Fuck outta here. I’m not feeding you.” I walked towards the door. “Picture that…”

He stretched out his long arms and stood to block me. As If intimidation wasn’t enough he added guilt. “Yes you will because it’s fucked up that you were playing with my emotions. You preyed on me without any thought of how I would feel afterwards.”

I sighed dramatically, “I already apologized.”

“I don’t accept your basic, half ass apology. You actually had me thinking I’d gotten through to you and was about to get my chance.” He scoffed. “Nah fuck that. I want a sincere apology and I want you to put the same energy into it that you put into disregarding my feelings for the past two days.”

Well damn. When he put it like that I almost felt like I had to do what he wanted.

“But why do I have to physically feed you?” I pouted.

He shrugged, “first thing that came to my mind. Treat me like your king. You got any grapes around here?” He chuckled.

I switched tactics. “Your girlfriend, my sister. What would she think about me feeding you? If I told her our history?” I just knew that would do the trick. I attempted to leave the kitchen.

“Girlfriend?” He laughed. It was a hoarse sexy sound. “Who? Julissa?” He shook his head. “Nah that’s not me.”

“She and her emotions say different,” I rebutted.

Jason shook his head again. “I know that’s your sister and all but fuck her and her emotions. I haven’t told her I was her boyfriend, insinuated that she was mine or claimed her as mine. I haven’t even touched her since I found out she was your sister. Fucking in the backseat of my old beater does not make us a couple.”

I chuckled. “You expect me to believe that?”

“On my momma.” He drawled.

On his momma? That phrasing coming from a redhead, J. Crew model look alike threw me off for a second, but he sounded sincere. I still didn’t believe him.

I squinted, wrinkling my nose. “Let me get this straight…You’ve been coming around every day. Driving Julissa to work, picking her up, you damn near live here but y’all aren’t fucking? Bull!”I rolled my eyes. He was lying, but it really didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things because there would never be anything between us, but I was curious to hear what he had to say next.

He stared at me as if I should know he was telling the truth. “Yes, I expect you to believe me. Think about it. Where do I sleep? You heard us fucking? Seen us fucking? She tell you we fucking?” He ticked off each question on his thick fingers then waited for me to answer.

I thought about it for a minute and realized I did always find him asleep on our sofa most days when I got up in the morning and I had neither heard nor seen them fucking. Then I remembered what Julissa had said to whoever she was talking to on the phone. She had accused me of being the reason they weren’t fucking and gag is, Jason was confirming I was. That pleased a very petty part of me.

“I don’t care.”

“Stop lying. You thought about it for too long to not care and realized what I said is true.” He responded, calling me on my lie.

“Whatever. I’m tired. I’m going to bed.”

He ran his thumb intimately over the back of my hand.

I looked down to find our fingers interlocked. When had that happened? “I’m going to need to take my hand with me.” I tried and failed to tug my hand out of his grip.

“Feed me.”

“You can’t be serious?”

“Yes. I’m serious. Dead ass”He stared back at me like he was, “sit down and feed me.”

I sighed. “Ok” I gave in, deciding to take my punishment, I shouldn’t have put him in between Julissa and my argument.

He hesitated, holding onto me for a few more seconds like he didn’t believe I was really going to do it.

I threw up my free hand “I swear, I’ll feed you.”

He let go.

I made a whole show out of stomping over to the cabinet while mumbling under my breath, I grabbed a plate. I put exactly two chicken wings and a handful of fries on it. He shook his head when he saw my measly offerings but said nothing. I carried the plate to the table and sat it down where I had been sitting and picked up a fork.

“Can your king get some ketchup, some ranch, blue cheese, something?” he asked in a playful tone, I didn’t like that he was enjoying fucking with me so much, but I’d grit and bare it for a little while longer.

I retrieved the condiments he mentioned from the fridge and poured them onto his plate. Standing in front of him, I picked up the fork. I skewered a few fries and I pushed them towards his mouth.

He reached out and stilled my hand. He looked at me as if I was crazy.

“No, I’m not about to have you fucking up my face with that fork because you’re mad your wicked ass little game backfired. Secondly,” he pointed to his plate, “those are finger foods, you have fingers, use them.”

I shook my head violently. “Hell no, I am not your woman, so I’m not about to feed you with my fingers.” the fork clanked against the plate. I stood up. “I’m done.” He had obviously lost his mind.

“Tempest.”  His voice was filled with so much ice when he said my name and I got a bit scared.

“You started this; I’m going to finish it. Pick up my plate and come here.” His tone was thick and rough like sandpaper, leaving no room for argument and I wasn’t about to argue since we were alone. My neighbor that lived in the next duplex was out of town, nobody would hear me if he decided to whoop my ass for playing with him. I wasn’t legitimately afraid of him. I didn't think he would do anything to me. Jason seemed more like the I’ll fuck obedience into you, than the I’ll beat it out of you type. I just didn’t actually know him well enough to tempt fate though.

Picking up the plate as he instructed, I went to pull out the chair that was right next to him to sit in. “no,” he said, stopping it with his foot. Scooting his own chair back, he nodded towards his lap.

I gawked at him. “No. A very fucking adamant no!”

“Tempest,” he said my name in that demanding tone again and I reluctantly did what he wanted. I went over and sat sideways on his lap. He took the plate from my hand and put it on the table. “Straddle me.”

I scoffed, “boy, I’m too big to be sitting on you like that.”

He sighed like I was really getting on his nerves. “Just do it.” He demanded. I guess impatience wouldn’t allow him to wait for me to follow directions. Rolling his eyes, he grabbed me by my waist and attempted to move me into the position he wanted me in. I slapped his hand away. “I got it, stop handling me, aggressive ass little boy.” I mumbled. Even though I kind of liked the aggression. Another side effect of Malcolm.

He chuckled. “From a boy to a little boy? Keep digging yourself deeper. I encourage you to.” He threatened.

If my eyes would have rolled any further back into my head, they would have gotten lost there.

I placed my legs on either side of him and lowered myself onto his lap, then rested my back against the table putting distance between us.

“Better,” he said, placing a kiss at the side of my lip.

Childishly, I wiped it off.

He laughed and reached around to grab his plate. I hated how close we were. Even though I was leaning back as much as I could, I could still smell the mint on his breath.

His body smelled so good too.

He had on the male version of my favorite perfume Acqua Di Gio. It had mixed with his own body chemistry to create this intoxicating scent that had me wanting to bury my nose in the crook of his neck. I had to scold myself mentally to calm down.

“Feed me.” He handed me his plate, then reached around and smacked my ass hard enough that it moved like an ocean wave in his lap. “Giddy up, baby.”  I gritted my teeth instead of hitting him back like I wanted to. And Lord knows I wanted to since he was preying on my fucking nerves.

I picked up a fry from the plate, dipped it in ketchup and pushed it towards his lips. He leaned in, sucking my fingers into his mouth along with the food. The jolt of electricity that moved through my body as a result had me mad at myself for feeling anything.

I snatched away and glared at him. “Stop playing.”

“What?” He asked innocently, his eyes sparkling mischievously. “You just taste really good.”

“You mean the food?” I glared at him.

“Yeah, the food tastes really, really good. I want to taste more.” Pressing his teeth into his thick bottom lip, he moaned from deep in his chest, doing entirely too much. The sound sent my clit to thumping. The skin on my face and throat went hot. The entire ordeal was too much. It was making my pussy moist. I prayed I didn’t leave a wet spot on his lap.

For the next ten minutes, I tried to hold my composure as he tried to pay me back for teasing him by teasing me. He made sure he went out of his way to suck, nip, and lick my fingers every time I placed food in his mouth. By the end, my pussy was on fire and my inner thighs were saturated with my juices. I was so wet I felt indecent. Only guilt kept me from grinding into his lap in search of relief.

With as much composure as I could manage while turned on, I asked him if I could go. Feeding him had been the most erotic experience I’d had in my whole twenty-six years of life, and I was ready to forget it ever happened since there probably would never be a repeat.

“Yeah, go.” was what came from his mouth, but his hands tightened around my waist. He started moving, grinding up into me. The only thing separating his dick from my pussy was the thin fabric of our shorts. Everything in me wanted to tell him to slide mine to the side and his down. I probably would have asked him if I knew how to form words. My brain had short circuited. I sat there speechless, enjoying the friction his upward stroke created against my clit. I unconsciously began to move with him, wanting more.

If he just sped up a little I knew I could cum.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feeling.

I felt one of Jason's hands move from my waist. He glided it up down then back up my bare thigh, stopping, he tapped in the fleshiest part. “I thought you wanted to get up,'' his voice was low, husky, and cocky. He knew damn well I didn’t really want to move, at least not at that moment. But I knew I had too. We were too close to crossing the proverbial line. I planned to get up but waited a beat longer in hopes that he would force the sin on me or I would cum from being dry humped.

“Get up, Tempest.” He urged but leaned forward pressing a kiss on my spot right above my collarbone. I closed my eyes tighter and let myself savor the feeling of his soft lips on me. For just a second. When his hot tongue replaced his lips, I heard myself whimper. That was it. That brought me back to reality. Quick, fast and in a hurry, I climbed off of him. I left the kitchen, without looking back. My bare feet heavily slapped the tiled floor as I went. I was proud of myself for pulling away, but disappointed by the fact that he didn't follow me. Pathetic, right?


Tempest

Getting my hot ass in a cold shower became my first priority. Julissa had the room with the bathroom in it.so I headed directly to the bathroom in the hallway. I stripped and got in the tub, then turned on the shower. The freezing water hitting my hot skin was the shock to my system that I needed. I forced myself to stay under the cold spray and to not think about what had just happened minutes earlier in the kitchen or what could have happened. I planned my week out in my head. I needed to find an apartment that would rent to someone with no credit, no rental history, who didn't have enough for a large deposit. Just thinking about it all was exhausting. And I was being forced to do it all before I was ready to because my sister thought a man, who I just found out wasn’t even interested in her, was going to propose. I swallowed back a frustrated scream.

“Tempest. “Jason called, as he pulled the curtain back, revealing himself. I jumped back against the wall and like an idiot I tried to use my small washcloth to cover my large frame in a foolish attempt to hide my body. It wasn’t extra weight, rounded belly, or my slightly saggy breast that I had me feeling self-conscious. I didn’t want Jason to see or have to explain the old wounds Malcolm had left behind.

“Don’t be shy now.” He taunted not seeming to notice any of the things I was worried about.

I dropped my hand and the washcloth. “What -What are you doing in here? ”My heart pounded away in my chest.

I really like you, Tempest.”

I rolled my own eyes. “You like me or you want to fuck me? Because you being in here, right now and your behavior from earlier makes me think you want to fuck me.”

He leaned closer, giving me the most intense eye contact.

“You’re right, I do want to fuck you.” His voice dropped really low, to an octave that sounded sinful. “I want to fuck you so badly sometimes all I think about is fucking you. I spend hours imagining how I’m going to fuck you. Hard and fast. Slow and soft. You on top of me. You bent over a chair. My hand wrapped around your hair as I pound into you from behind. I’ve jacked off to just the thought of how it would feel to have those perfect pretty lips of yours wrapped around my dick in sixty-nine position, while I overdose on your pussy juices.” His eyes dropped low, “I bet you taste as good as you smell. Like cocoa butter and honey.”

He didn’t give me time to respond before continuing. Though I had no idea how I would have responded to what he said.

“But even more than wanting to fuck you. I want to have the pleasure of lying next to you in bed after I’ve filled you with my cum. I want to have long conversations about nothing and everything with you. I want you to trust me with your secrets and your dreams, your fear. I want to do creep shit like watch you fall asleep. Why? Because I also like you. I’m fucking obsessed. That’s why I took the time to get to know you. I remember everything you ever told me. I know you want to be a lawyer. You’re loyal and giving. I know you’re not afraid of hard work. You like the color purple because it can be both sad and calming.

“Your favorite book is The Darkest Child. The author died before she wrote the sequel,but you still read it and imagine Tangy Mae ended up with a man who loved her enough to make up for the fact her momma couldn’t. Your favorite poem is Sympathy. You wouldn’t tell me why but I think it reminds you of your life. You’re the bird, trapped in the cage.” He paused. “Am I right?” I couldn’t help but nod my head and be awed by the fact that this man had actually listened to my ramblings remembering nearly verbatim what I had said.

His words were equivalent to a shot of dopamine. They washed over me doing exactly what I knew he intended them to do, fill me with pleasure.

Laying my hand on my stomach I tried to calm the butterflies flapping around there.

“You can’t say stuff like that to me. “Lust bled from my words.

He ran his tongue across his teeth while eyeing my naked frame with some much want and need, it made me uneasy. I would have taken a step back if I weren’t already pressed against the shower wall.

“Why not. My feelings for you scare you?” He challenged.

I stuttered out the one word I could form. “No.”

He shook his head,“you lie a lot. Thank God you're not good at it.”

Choosing to ignore his comment. I cleared my throat. “You have to go, Jason.”

His face went flat and tight as if he were actually contemplating leaving. The thought of him giving up so easily made my chest ache a bit.

After a beat passed, he shook his head.

“I wish I could. I have a feeling I’d save myself a lot of trouble if I walked away right now, but I don’t want to and ain’t no way I can leave this room without atleast touching you.”  He warned before reaching into the bathtub and turning off the water. He stepped into the shower with me. I didn’t know whether to run or scream, or fight but truthfully, I didn’t attempt to do any of those things. Using his entire body, he pressed into me, trapping me against the wall.

I halfheartedly shoved him away, but his big ass didn’t even budge.

“I can’t do this, Jason. Get out, please.” I was nearly begging him to be strong enough to walk away for the both of us.

“You really want me to go? “His lips lingered over mine.

I fought against the urge to lean forward and kiss him.

“Yes.” the lie burned my tongue.

He gave me a dirty smirk, then reached between us and flicked my hard nipple.

“Are you sure? You don’t look like you want me to go.”

My tongue became glued to the roof of my mouth. I couldn't tell another lie, not while his fingers crept down my rounded belly. Just before he reached my pussy, he switched course and slid his hand slowly over my wet skin to my right hip. He kneaded the muscle there, massaging it. A shiver ran down my spine.

“I can see in your eyes you want everything I have to offer. So, I’ll ask you again. Are you sure?”

I frantically nodded. “Yes, I don’t want this.”

He laughed and slid his hand to the juncture of my thighs, which spread on their own volition.

“You shouldn't lie to me, Tempest, and least of all to yourself."

His thumb brushed against my swollen clit. A low hiss slipped past my lips. He began massaging me in a circular motion that caused my eyes to roll to the back of my head.

“How about this? I’ll make you cum with my fingers. If you don’t want to do anything else. I’ll leave, if you do, we go from there.”

It was bordering on humiliating how fast I agreed. “Okay.” I moaned, giving in. I told myself I really I had no choice but to. Once he touched my pussy it was either allow him to give my body much needed relief or I’d combust. I hadn’t had an orgasm that wasn’t self-induced in nearly six years. I needed it.

Just one time, I’d be selfish one time in my life.

A predatory smile came to his lips and I almost regretted agreeing.

He continued his manipulation as he leaned forward. He used his free hand to tilt my head, exposing the column of my neck, giving himself better access. He teased my skin with his tongue. Then pressed a series of kisses along the right side of my throat and down my shoulder as his finger glided through my folds. He bit into my shoulder at the same time he plunged two fingers deep into my pussy. Splaying his free hand against my stomach he held me firmly against the wall.

I tucked my lips into my mouth to keep from crying out. My breathing was a mess though, I couldn’t seem to catch it no matter how hard I tried.

“Why are you so quiet. You wanna cum, don’t you Tempest?” He taunted.

“Yes-s.” I panted. I could feel my heart in my throat.

“Tell me to make you cum” he demanded.

Like a puppet I obeyed. “Make me cum.” I managed to breath out.

His fingers sped up.

My legs were trembling. Heated blood rushed through my veins.

He maneuvered his fingers deeper making my eyes snap shut.

My greedy cunt clenched down on the digits. I was suffocating.

He trailed kisses to my mouth, breathed heavily against my lips. I wanted him to kiss me. My tongue ventured out, initiating the kiss he wouldn’t. He chuckled but slid his tongue between my lips and twirled it against mine. Giving me just a taste of him before he pulled away. He caught my bottom lip between his teeth then let go.

“Am I a little boy right now, Tempest?

I frantically shook my head.

“What am I, Tempest?”

“Jason.” I gasped.

His fingers slowed down.

I whined.

“I asked what I am Tempest, not who.”

I caught on quickly.

“You’re a man.”

His fingers picked up pace.

The muscles in my stomach tightened.

He dipped his head and swirled his tongue around my large areola before he sucked the painfully tight nipple into his mouth. He then repeated the action, showing the same affection to my other breast, spurring me on. I started fucking myself on his fingers, chasing euphoria. It wasn’t long before I caught it. It hit me hard, curling my toes. My whole body vibrated from the release, heightening my senses. I could swear I heard Jason’s shorts drop to the wet tiled shower floor and heard the blood rushing in his veins. But as my orgasm waned me my conscience began again to kick my ass.

You can stop this right now, Tempest. I coaxed myself mentally.

Jason bent his tall frame awkwardly and pressed his hard-thick heated flesh against my dripping slit.

“Wait,” I pressed my palm against his rapidly beating heart. I was really trying to do the right thing. Even though everything in my wanted to live in the moment and let him fuck the shit out of me.

I was caught off guard by the way he slapped my hand away. “No, no more games. No waiting anymore. I waited too long, already. No more denying you or me what we need. I won’t allow you.”

He pressed forward. Just the head of his dick inside of me felt too good for me to attempt to try again at stopping him, the words no or stop never left my mouth.

My self-control had dissipated, floating into the ether along my dignity.

I spread my legs for him as he pushed more dick into me. He was too tall to actually fuck me while we both stood. He cradled my ass as he lifted me up in one easy movement. I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking them together, horrified that he’d drop me, but not enough to tell him to put me down.

He plunged into me, giving me his full length, forcing my pussy to accommodate his girth. I sucked in a deep breath. My heart was beating so fast and he felt so good.

His dick was so fat and hot.

“Got damn this pussy feels better than I imagined.” He groaned.

He rotated his hips and immediately found my spot and started drilling it. My hand left his arms and wrapped around his shirt, pulling him closer. I shut my eyes and buried my head in his neck, licked his sweat-slicked skin. He sped up, using gravity to assist him along, he’d raised my ass. I’d fall then he'd do it all over again. My body began to tighten, building tension. I could feel another orgasm coming, inching closer to the surface.

“Don't stop, please, Jason.” Slipped from my lips egging him on. My voice was an octave pass needy.

“I thought you didn’t want this dick, now you're begging for it.” He sounded extra cocky, but at the moment he had the right to. He was hitting a newly found spot inside my pussy with precision and it only got better when he spread my ass cheeks, which allowed him to push deeper. I opened my mouth to say something, what I didn't know, only gibberish flew out.

He paused to stare in my eyes.

“Look at me.” He demanded. I had to force my eyes to cooperate.

“I deserve this pussy don’t I, baby?”

Anything he said or asked I would have agreed with. I nodded my head,

“Tell me. Say Jason, you deserve this pussy.”

The tips of his finger glided over my wet skin, he caressed my cheek, my neck, my collarbone, sending chills within my flesh.

“You deserve this pussy.” I moaned.

His groaned and his dick jerked inside me.

“That’s right and You know I’m not about to pull out of this pussy, I earned the right to cum in it, right?”  He was telling me he was about to cum in me.

I nodded. The fact that I was agreeing to him doing it confirmed that his dick had robbed me of my common sense but at the moment I didn’t care. I’d think about the consequences later. I just wanted him to make me feel good. I was so close to cuming again and I knew feeling him exploding inside of me would make it happen. He rocked his hips upward twice more, then his body tensed.

“Motherfucker!” He let out a growl mixed with a groan. I was right, the sound of him and the feel of him throbbing inside me was enough to set me off. The orgasm rocked my equilibrium. My head swam. My entire body tensed. Nothing could make me feel better in that moment I thought, but then his lips met mine, he kissed me, deep and slowly, and somehow softly all at the same time. The way no man had ever kissed me before, he had me feeling like I was floating. I sucked his tongue like I wanted to suck his dick until I came to my senses. Panting, I pulled away, turned my head I laid my cheek against the cool tile, forcing myself back to reality. He wasn’t mine. I couldn’t stand it.

I wanted to scream and throw a fit about it.

We were both breathing rapidly, our chests rising and falling together when he pulled out of me, I felt his cum slide down my inner thighs, evidence my betrayal.

“Tempest,” he called my name. I refused to look at him. He held me there against the wall until both our bodies relaxed and our breathing slowed. Then he palmed my face, made me confront him head on.

“Look at me, Tempest.” He squeezed my jaw until I did. My brown eyes clashed with his green.

He pulled his head back and studied me. Something lingered in his eyes. He was trying to convey his feelings to me. Feelings I wasn’t trying to understand. He was my sister’s boyfriend. We didn’t need an understanding about anything. We just needed to forget what happened. Forget what we did, no matter how good it felt and hoped Julissa never found out. I closed my eyes to escape, withdrawing back into myself, shutting him out. I rested my head back against the cool tile, willing him to go.

“Ok, I can see you need time to reconcile what just happened.” It wasn’t a question.it was a statement. “I’ll give you time.”

My eyes remained closed.

He pressed a soft kiss to my lips then he finally pulled away. I heard his footsteps against the tile floor. I opened my eyes in time to watch the bathroom door close.

When he was gone, I exhaled a shaky breath. You really fucked up this time, Tempest. Shaking my head, I turned on the hot water and slid down against the shower wall until I was sitting in the tub with the water raining down on me. The water had turn cold when I finally felt brave enough to leave the bathroom wrapped in my robe. I walked right past my room. I told myself I was going to make sure the front door was secure. But I really went looking for Jason and I was disappointed when I found the house empty.

Heading back to my room, I paused outside of Julissa's room door. I put my ear to it hoping to hear him, my hand hovered over the knob. Then I realized what I was about to do. I snatched my hand back. I had no business in her room. I was obviously losing my fucking mind. I backed away from her door and hurried to my own room.


Tempest

“I’ll see you tomorrow at work.” Giving Cameron’s hand a squeeze, I opened his car door and unfolded myself from his small sports car, then grabbed my backpack from the floor. Making my way toward the house I dreaded having to return.

I hadn’t been home in two nights. Anxiety had me so keyed up, I’d tossed and turned all night after I fucked Jason. The next day I just couldn’t fathom the thought of facing Julissa. Not after what I’d done. Julissa didn’t deserve that type of betrayal, no matter how many times she’d betrayed me. I was the big sister. I was supposed to be a better person than her. I stayed away from home. sleeping at a co-worker's house. Which turned out to be another one of my bad ideas.

Cameron said he didn’t expect anything from me in return for a place to lay my head, but he had been hinting towards something happening between us both days I spent with him. He offered me his spare room permanently while we transitioned our friendship into something more. I felt bad about not being on the same page as him. He was a great guy. Smart, funny. Nice looking with his green eyes, brown shaggy hair, and dark Indian summer skin. I just wasn’t ready for what he was ready for and I knew if I moved in with him I would be giving him mixed signals. That meant unfortunately I had to remove him from my list of move out options. Which now left me with zero.

Loud music greeted me before I got to the front door, I assumed it was just Julissa being Julissa, playing her music too loud. When I pushed the door open I wished I had stayed away.  Her apartment was filled with people, some I knew, some I didn’t, all of them I wanted gone.  No wondered the parking lot had been full of cars. If I would have been thinking, I would have never let Cameron drop me off. I could have dealt with him for one more night. Raising my hand to rub my temple I sighed. I was so glad our neighbor was away because they would have definitely called the police. I thought for a minute about calling them myself but changed my mind. I closed my eyes and exhaled a frustrated breath before heading in. “Excuse me, excuse me,” throwing elbows, I had to shove my way through the front door. “Hey watch out.” I shouted at the person who grabbed my ass, swatting at their hand but not turning back.

I searched the crowd for Julissa on the way to my room. Every room in the house was filled with people but she was nowhere to be found. I dropped my belongings in my room and relocked it before venturing further into the fray. I checked Julissa’s room. Opening and then slamming the door shut all in the same second when I found one of her nasty friends fucking on her bed instead of her. Last place I tried was the hall bathroom. I had found Julissa drunk and passed out there before, after and during one of her parties. I needed her to send her people home. It was nearly midnight, I had to work the next morning. I knocked on the bathroom door then opened it when nobody responded. I peeked my head in. Empty. Suddenly I was pushed forward from behind. “Stop it.” I yelled and held onto the door frame resisting, dropping my keys in the process. “Hey it's me.” Jason slurred. I froze. The sound of his voice so close to my ear had every single tiny hair on my skin standing on end. I hadn’t prepared myself to see him. He told me he’d give me time and I had expected him to. He used my hesitation to his advantage and shoved me all the way into the bathroom.

I swung around to face him just as he closed the door. He was so tall I had to crane my neck up, and up again. Our eyes locked. His were low and sexy. He appeared tipsy or high and horny. He was in his usual attire, dark wash jeans and a polo shirt replaced his basketball shorts and t-shirt, though always he still wore expensive sneakers. The

He leered at me licking his lips. Making my nipples grow tight.

I backed up. I didn’t trust myself with him anymore.

I needed to leave that room. “Move Jason.”

“And if I don’t”. he asked, tilting his head to the side.

“Just move.”

Jason drawled “Come move me.” He challenged me, stepping forward.

I swallowed hard and took a step back.

A smirk curled his lips.

I sneered “Why are you in here, Jason? What happened to you giving me time to think?”

“I did give you time.” He rebutted casually.

I narrowed my eyes “it’s been three days.”

Cocking his head to his side he shoved his hands into his pocket.  “two more than I planned to give you. “

I sighed, running my sweaty hands through my curly fro. “What do you want, Jason?”

“Your undying love and devotion. For you to have my babies.”

I sucked my teeth. “Be serious.”

“I was being serious. You just don’t want to hear it. “He causally shrugged. “I also need to talk to you though.” He swiped his tongue over his bottom lip slowly. Using his eyes to molest my body, making it clear he wanted to do something beside talk.

“About what?”

He didn't answer. His head dropped to the prominent pussy print in my white biker shorts like it was something good to eat.

My whole body warmed at the thought of him eating me.

I shifted from one leg to another and tried not to let how much he was affecting me show on my face. 

He took a predatory step towards me like before.

I backed away, shoving my hand between us. The bathroom wasn’t at all big so he could still easily reach out and touch me.

“Come here, Tempest.”

“No.” I whined though my body wanted to follow his directive.

He puffed out a frustrated breath. Stepping back, he leaned his tall frame against the door, crossed his arms and legs.

“We are never fucking again Jason.” I said it more for my benefit more than his.

His unbelieving grin annoyed me.

I narrowed my eyes. “It was a mistake.” I volunteered.

He frowned “A mistake huh? You might have actually hurt my feelings if I thought you really meant that.”

I opened my mouth to lie in the same instance he reached for me.

A gasp escaped my lips, “Man, come here,” Grabbing me. He lifted me and carried me the few steps he needed to get to the sink then set me on it, taking his place between my legs.

Disregarding what I said he yanked my shorts down then pushed my thighs apart, roughly. Sticky wetness had caused my panties to mold to my skin with evidence of my arousal. At the sight of the mess he’d created he grinned “You want this dick just as much as I want to give it to you, look at how wet I got you. Admit it." 

I pressed my lips tightly together. He was right, but I wasn’t telling him he was right.

He splayed his big right hand against my stomach to keep me from moving as he unzipped his jeans. He reached through the opening and pulled his dick out. He gave it one long, languid stroke. My eyes became glued to it. There was a vein that ran the entire eight or nine inches of his shaft and I swear I could see the blood rushing through it. I wanted to feel that. My hands shook with the urge to touch him.. I gripped the side of the sink tight. I promised myself I wasn't fucking Jason anymore and I meant to keep that promise, once was too much. I already felt addicted.

"Can I have you, Tempest?”

I shook my head, “Just let me leave. This is wrong." 

“Baby, can we not do this whole song and dance again, please. There’s nothing wrong with what we're doing. “

Reaching up he squeezed my breast, then dipped his head placing his lips over my tit, he sucked my hard nipple, the fabric of my shirt and all into his mouth. The sensation from his warm wet mouth made me ache to feel his mouth on my skin, I arched towards him, giving him better access to remove my shirt and bra. He pulled away and I wanted to scream at him for stopping.

"You still want to leave?” 

I couldn’t bring myself to tell him yes though I knew I should have.

“Do you?” The way he stared down at me while awaiting my answer made my skin feel too tight.

I remained silent, tucking my lips into my mouth.

“Admit you want me to stay and I’ll go." He stroked his dick from the base to the tip, as if he were preparing it for me, contradicting his words with his actions. The sight of precum leaking out the tip made my mouth water. I wanted to taste him. I imagined he’d be sweet.

"Liar," I accused.

He laughed, baring all thirty of his perfect teeth, while nodding his head lazily. "Right then, I did in fact lie but I’m admitting it. Now you do the same. Admit you want this dick so I can fuck you. I want to cum in you again so bad. That's all I have been thinking about. How tight your pussy gripped my dick squeezing every little bit out” He bit into his bottom lip and moaned. He actually moaned, as if he were living the memory of it.

“You want me to do that, don’t you?” He coaxed me, then turned right around and answered for me “You do.”

I did. Lawd forgive me, I did. I slammed my eyes shut as if it would block out the temptation.

He amped up the coercion. I felt him swipe his finger through the slick juices that clung to my pussy. I opened my eyes just in time to watch him bring his finger to his lip and suck the liquid off as if it were honey 

“Sweet, like I knew it would be.”

Oh My Gosh, that was so fucking sexy. The sight of him tasting me mixed with how turned on I was, had me feeling high on life and low on morals.

“Taste.” He leaned in and kissed me; it was over. My body and brain came to an agreement. I wanted him; Julissa be damned. The moment he felt my surrender he slid my panties to the side and pushed his dick into me. My slickness making the passage easy. My eyes fluttered and rolled up towards the ceiling. Fuck, I cursed at the same time he did.

“Damn, why is this pussy so wet? All for me?” He huffed in my ear.

And I was wet, in the position he had me in, I could feel my juice sliding between my ass cheeks and wetting my thighs. I threw my head back resting it against the mirror. His hand wrapped around the smooth flesh of my throat. My pussy spasmed as he ran his thumb over my lips and begin moving. He gave me three good, deep strokes before stopping.

My eyes flew open when I realized he had no plans of continuing. Our gaze collided. 

He rasped. “Now that I’ve got your attention. We can talk.”

My eyes had to be as big as saucers. There was no way he wanted to talk. Not while I was aching.

“Where have you been for two days and whose car did you leave work in.” He asked.

“What?” I was so confused.

His grip on my neck tightened, drawing a gasp from me. My whole body hummed from the mixture of fear and pleasure. It was a heady fucking feeling. My pussy involuntarily flexed, tightening on his dick.

Jason tightened his jaw. A harsh breath hissed out between his teeth.

Fuck what he was talking about. I needed him to move. Or you can move the voices in the back of my head screamed so I did, I pushed forward his dick slipped deeper. I whined my hips, taking from him what I needed. Just a few more strokes and I’d be cumming.

Jason dropped his hand from my neck. He used both hands to grip my hips holding me in place.

“Aht, aht. Not yet” He reprimanded me as if I was a child.

I felt my anger and temper flare and rise like heat. I was on the verge of becoming hysterical. What the fuck had he done to me with his dick? 

Tempest, he called my name, focusing my attention.

“What?” I snapped.

“Answer my question and I’ll make you cum. You’re so primed and wet right now it won’t take much.

He was right about how easy it would be for me to cum. My heart was thumping in my pussy.

“Who did you get into the car with after work and was it him you stayed with the past two days? He asked again.

“Cameron, a co worker.” I was confused as to why it mattered and how he knew.

“You ever fuck him?” The jealousy in his voice was evident. He had a lot of nerve. 

“You have a whole girlfriend and you're questioning me?” I asked as indignant as I could manage while his dick inside of me.

He bared his teeth. Ignoring what I said, he asked me again. “Did you fuck him, ever?”

The intensity that emanated off him wouldn't allow me to think properly. I was torn and flustered. I didn’t feel it was any of his business who I was fucking, but I knew answering was the only way to get him to move again and my body was so amped up. it felt like I would explode if I didn’t cum.

I shook my head, but I had to be a smartass. “You fuck your girlfriend? “

“Stop asking me stupid shit. Let me find out you are lying and imma choke your ass forreal,” he threatened before He leaned in and pulled my bottom lip between his teeth, then he fed me his tongue as he began stroking inside of me again. After what I’d been through, his jealousy and anger should have been red flags but his threat made my pussy gushier. I liked his authoritativeness

“Jason.”

Speak of the devil. Just after I mentioned Julissa, she shouted his name from the other side of the door.

“Shit!” Panic took me by my throat. I shoved at his chest and tried to get off the sink. Jason pressed into my belly holding me there.

“Move.” I whispered and shoved at his arm.

He pulled his dick out of me, but only long enough to tease my clit with the head of it. Then he pushed back in my excruciatingly slow until he was fully seated. Then and only then did he answer her.

“What, Julissa?”  His tone was very dismissive.

I was freaking out, my heart spazzing in my chest. But he was able to talk to her while fucking me he didn’t miss a beat. His stroke didn’t waver.

“I was just making sure you hadn’t left.”

“I’m here.” He barked, not bothering to disguise the aggravation in his tone.

I moaned ever so lightly when he stroked upward. My body arched into him.

He smirked and leaned in, doubling his effort. “You ready to let her know this dick belongs to you?”

My heart rose in my throat at his words.

” No,” I shook my head violently. Something resembling disappointment flashed in his eyes.

“Shhh then. You better not make a single sound because I’m not stopping. If she comes in here, she'll get her feelings hurt. I’m filling your pussy up with cum either way”

My response was a nodded head.

I believed him. I tucked my lip into my mouth and tried my darndest to stay quiet. I was wrong and I knew I was wrong and I planned to take what we had been doing to the grave.

He lifted my legs so they hung over his forearm, giving himself the ability to penetrate deeper into my wetness. Dropping his eyes, he watched himself slide in and out, his teeth digging into his lip hard enough to draw blood.

He looked so good and felt even better. I almost screamed when my orgasm came out of nowhere. Jason grabbed my throat, squeezing, stopping my breathing, therefore essentially stopping the sound. Me being in the middle of orgasming made it too hard for me to focus on breathing through my nose. Oxygen deprivation caused adrenaline to rush my system. My head swam. I tried to pry his hand away from my neck.

He gazed deeply at me, “Trust me.” He whispered so low I’m not even sure that’s what he said. I forced myself to calm down. He fucked me during Julissa talking through the door.

When his strokes became jerky, his grip on my neck finally loosened enough for me to inhale. I got a chance to take one single breath before his grip tightened again. He groaned and exploded in me. My own explosion started in my pussy and spread. I came so hard it caused me to almost pass out or maybe it was the lack of oxygen. Finally, Jason let my throat go, slumped into me, pressing his forehead against mine.

“Jason you hear me?”

After the orgasm. Julissa’s voice was equivalent to a pitcher of ice-cold water being thrown on me. I pushed Jason off me. His deflated dick easily slipped out. He reached for me. I smacked his hand away.

He frowned; his eyes narrowed

“Jason,” Julissa kept calling his name.

In a fit of aggression, he slammed his hand against the wall next to my head. “What, what, what the fuck do your aggravating ass want, Julissa?”

“Fuck you Jason,” She screamed then slammed her hand against the door.

He didn’t seem to care. His eyes never left mine.

“We still need to talk.” he whispered. His anger wafted off him, but I didn't care.

“About what?” now that my orgasmic high had waned I wanted him out of my space.

“About us.”

“There isn't an us.”

“Oh there is an us,” he smirked darkly. “I can be savage about it and tell you — you are mine or I can be a gentleman and let you come to the conclusion yourself, but either way we were together. You shouldn’t have given me the pussy if you didn’t want me to own it.”

Despite the circumstances, I laughed. “You realize you just said that aloud, right?.

“I do. And meant it.”  He gave me a hard look as he stuffed his dick back into his pants and zipped them. He leaned down and kissed me sweetly on the forehead. “See you later he whispered,” he then backed up and opened the bathroom door. Music flooded the small room. He peeked out, checking to make sure the coast was clear. One foot over the threshold, he paused, turned, and winked at me before swagged out, closing the door behind him. Leaving me sitting there on the sink. Feeling nervous about my weight bearing down on it, I hopped down and sat down on the toilet after relocking the door to contemplate me fucking up yet again.

Running my hands through my hair, I pulled the strands at the root.

I didn’t know how to process what was happening. I had these feelings for Jason, which weren’t clear. Did I like him, or did I just like fucking him? Did I actually want him or did I want him because he was Julissa’s? I didn't know, but I did know for a fact I couldn't keep fucking him, no matter how much I wanted to. But how was I gonna stop when I didn’t want to stop? I was so confused and the smell of him on my skin wasn’t helping. Stripping out of my panties t-shirt and bra, I hopped into the shower. I made my mind go blank. I didn’t want to think about anything. I was liable to drive myself crazy trying to analyze my feelings. I ignored the knocks at the door and stood under the water with my head pressed against the tile. I knew I’d regret wetting my hair the next morning, but I didn’t care at the moment.

After the shower water ran cold I pulled on my robe from the back of the door, gathered my keys and dirty clothes before leaving. As soon as I walked out I spotted Julissa. She was sitting pretty in a pink frilly baby doll dress with her long hair pilled a top of her head — at a card table that had been set up in the middle of the living room playing spades with three men. I felt too guilty to confront about the party, I locked myself in my room and drowned out most of the sound with noise cancelling headphones until it was over around three in the morning. I don’t know when I fell asleep, but I woke up startled by the dip I felt in my bed. A hand covered my mouth.

I swung my elbow behind me. It was stopped before it connected with anything. Shhhhh, it's just me. Jason whispered.

I reached up and pried his hand away from my mouth and turned to glare in his general direction. It was too dark in the room to see him.

“How’d you get in here?” I whispered harshly. I had locked my door.

“Don’t worry about that. Just move over. “

My eyes bucked in the dark. “What do you mean move over?” I whisper shouted.

“I mean move over to your side of the bed.” He urged, pulling back my comforter.

“Jason, you are not getting into this bed.” He was out of his fucking mind.

He sighed heavily. “Yes I am. I’m tired and I want to go to sleep holding you.” He said simply. as if that explained it all and made right. Then he proceeded to move me and adjust me so he lay behind me. I couldn't do much of anything without alerting Julissa. So I laid there stiff as a board. The familiar scent of my soap on his skin and the heat from his body made me sleepy but I couldn’t sleep.

“Tempest, relax. She not even here.” Go to sleep. Jason pressed a kiss to my neck then pulled me closer. I knew he was probably lying about Julissa not being there, but then he started running his fingers up my spine, distracting me from the thought. He continued massaging my back and hips until my eyes grew too heavy to keep open. 

The next morning when I woke up Jason was gone. I’d thought I’d dreamt him being there until I turned over in my bed and my senses were assaulted by the smell of him. Paranoid, I glanced around the room as if someone might be in there watching me before I buried my head into the pillow he’d slept on and inhaled his scent.

“Tempest” Julissa shouted my name and knocked at my door; the sound reverberated around my room. I jumped startled and threw the pillow I was smelling halfway across the room. I heard some of the expensive perfume my ex had bought me break. I sighed. Fuck my life. I sat in my bed, pulling my sheet with me to cover my half naked body, hoping that my sister wouldn’t smell her man in the air just as she opened my bedroom.

In a blue silk Pajama set with her hair was still wrapped Julissa walked in, just beyond the threshold. I wondered what extenuating circumstances had gotten her out of bed. My alarm hadn’t even gone off, which meant it wasn’t even nine. Julissa never got up before noon.

“Who sent you flowers?” She pulled a pretty Black vase filled with purple and pink Hydrangea’s from behind her back. She cocked her head and her hip. “There’s no name on the card.” Her lips were curled as if the mere thought of a man sending me flowers disgusted her.

“I don’t know, '' I said instead of telling her to mind her business.

She gave me an exaggerated eye roll. “Well, here,” she said, shoving them in my direction.

“Could you set them by the door? I sort of don’t have any clothes on.”

I received another nasty eye roll before she did what I asked.

After standing back to her full height she remained at my door, just staring at me.

“What Julissa?”

She sucked her teeth. “Could you pay all of this month’s rent? I had something come up.”

I gawked at her. Less than a week had passed since she had told me I had two months to get out of her apartment. Now she wanted me to pay her part of the rent? I opened my mouth to say no. My eyes fell to the flowers, guilt crept in. I sighed. “Sure, Julissa.”

She barely said thank you before closing my door.

Ungrateful brat. I grumbled, put my pillow over my face and yelled into it. I needed a fucking reprieve from life, but since that wasn’t going to happen— I got up, first going to my flowers. I picked them up, I bypassed smelling them, more anxious to see the card. I opened the small envelope and pulled out the pretty pink stock paper.

‘Have  lunch on me at our spot.’  I looked in the envelope for money or gift card. The only thing there was a receipt for a hundred dollar gift card to the coffee spot Jason and I used to meet at. No gift card.

Julissa was unbelievable. I reached for the door handle, but I stopped before turning the knob. I chuckled to myself. She had just given me yet another excuse to keep fucking her boyfriend. Despite being aware of it being a bullshit excuse, I was going to use it.


Jason

“Do you hear me Jason. I can’t keep doing this to Julissa?” Tempest said, bringing me mentally back into the conversation I had zoned out of.

I knew her question had to be rhetorical. Of course, I could hear her. I had no choice but to. The neighbors could probably hear her loud ass too. Her voice was edging on hysterical. Was I hearing her though?  As in absorbing what she said? No.

I was trying to figure out how our day went wrong. We had spent all morning looking at apartments for her. She’d been smiling and content. Hell, she’d even let me finger fuck her in the car. Then we got back to her sister's apartment and the day took a turn for the worse. She said she was going to shower and get comfortable and then she was going to cook dinner for me. I was looking forward to the shrimp and grits she promised. But then she came out of the bathroom with different clothes and a different attitude.

Then she started droning on, trying to tell me we couldn’t continue fucking around because of her sister and blah, blah, blah. We had already had this conversation twice this week, and at least ten times in the month since we’d started fucking. And despite those twelve conversations about the same topic and her swearing to God every day that we weren’t going to continue fucking— we were still fucking. We were also spending all our free time together. I was sleeping in her bed at night. We were going out on dates. I had clothes hidden in her closet and dresser. Hell, I was ready to introduce her to my family. I had never introduced a woman to my family. Not one. We were basically a couple. So her nonsense was going in one ear and right out of the other.

I’d been putting up with her Julissa for more than six months, waiting for Tempest to act right. Now that I had clawed my way — tooth and nail past a few of her defenses — not even Tempest herself was talking me out of what I knew I wanted, her. And she wanted me too. Her actions spoke louder than her words. Nobody could fake the passion we had. I know she felt the connection between us. I had felt it the moment our eyes had locked across the courtyard that first day I met her. She had such pretty, sad eyes. The urge to know what caused her sadness and to heal it sent me chasing after her

She turned me down flat so many times — that if she had been anybody else I would have said fuck her. I had never had to woo a woman and I didn’t exactly have the time nor the want to. 

Eventually I did say fuck her, I let her be. I had a whole roster of women who were begging for my attention. My pride wouldn’t let me keep chasing her. Then we had our first real conversation. After, I was practically stalking the girl. I had been missing important meetings and basketball practice just to have those few hours with her.

I interrupted her rant.

“I don’t give a fuck about your sister, Tempest. Me saying that may make you feel some type of way, but I don’t care.”

I really didn’t. Sure, I had fucked her sister. She’d pursued me for months and practically begged me to. At the time I didn’t see the harm. She had a fat ass, nice ass titties. I had heard she was a freak, swallowed cum, took it in the ass, all that. And she was. This girl had done nasty, filthy things to me without me having to buy her so much as a happy meal. I Probably would have fucked her again if I hadn't found out Tempest was her sister. I stuck around only so I could be in Tempest space. I craved her attention. I didn’t go about getting it the right way, but it was the only way I had at the time.

I knew it was irrational to be annoyed by the insecurities that fucking her sister had caused, but I was.

But quiet as it’s kept, I had my own uncertainties. She was older. More mature. She had been married before, and she wouldn’t talk about her husband so it made me wonder if she was still in love with him or something. I don’t know why she would be, but since she was working overtime to not be with me it had me wondering. Or maybe it was the other guy I kept seeing her everywhere with. She claimed he was just a co- worker. Bullshit, she knew he wanted her. He stared at her like I had before I got a taste of her. I kept thinking what if he talked her into giving him a chance. They had more in common.

I wasn’t used to feeling jealousy and it was gnawing at me. I couldn’t even really confront her about it without letting her know I was following her. Not on like some stalker shit. Well, that isn’t exactly true. I kind of stalked her at first. But I wasn’t at the moment. I had shown up at her job a couple of times to talk to her and she always happened to be leaving with him. Seeing them together made me feel violent, so we’d have to have that talk sooner than later before I did something I'd regret.

“Jason?” Her voice had gone up an entire octave, to the point she screeched my name. Before she could repeat herself, I asked. “Why are you worried about Julissa ass anyways? She damn sure not worried about you or your feelings. You think if this situation was the other way around she’d be trying to push me away for your benefit?” That answer was no. I knew she wouldn’t answer me though.

She narrowed her eyes and shook her head at me like I was simple and testing her patience. I chuckled to myself, making sure to keep the smile off my face. She was trying so hard to look intimidating. And I wanted to help her accomplish anything she put her mind to, but if she wanted me to take her seriously, she should work on being less enticing. Her curly hair was pulled into a messy bun on top of her head, highlighting her pretty round face. She had her glasses, riding her cute button nose and she might as well have been naked since she was only wearing a skintight bra and a biker shorts— that were nearly the same color as her skin. Just looking at her was making my dick hard. And her scent, something sweet, like chocolate and coconuts, lingered in the air between us making me want to taste her. It was distracting. She’s distracting and such a fucking pleasure to look at.

“That’s not the point.” She spoke.

I threw my hands up. “What is the point, Tempest?”

I waited, hoping she’d hurry up and get to it. Staring at her big pretty titties while she bounced around all aggravated had me wanting to lay between her legs and suck them for a few hours. Which made me think about her thighs. She had the thickest thighs I’d ever had the pleasure of being between. Then there were her hips, I liked gripping them when I pounded into her or I’d use them to keep her steady when I’d make her sit on my face. I’d tongue fuck her until her pussy is too sensitive to touch. Shit. I wanted to cum in her. Loved it more than I loved breathing and basketball. I was being reckless every time I did, but feeling her walls pulsate around me, milking me had become addictive. My dick was leaking precum just thinking about it, but I didn’t want to set her off so I kept my thoughts and hands to myself.. She wanted me to listen to her grievance, so I was trying to. What she wanted was important to me, but my patience was wearing thin.

“The point is this isn’t right. Right is right and cheating is wrong.”

I sighed, gripping the bridge of my nose. I had already told her I wasn't and had never been in a relationship with her sister, but she kept wanting to rehash it.

I was starting to think she only fussed at me in hope’s I’d get aggravated with hearing it, then hem her ass up and spank her pussy like I often did as punishment. She liked that rough shit. Her pussy would flow like water if I did it right. Or maybe that was wishful thinking.

“That’s not a point, that's an opinion. I happen to share a different one than you. You can’t cheat on someone you were never with. Therefore, we’re not doing anything wrong.” I exhaled. But, if you still want to try again to make me see things your way, hurry up so you can suck your pussy and you can make a mess on my dick before your sister gets back.’ I coaxed her.

Her mouth fell open then snapped shut. I watched her eyelashes flutter.. Heard her breathing become faster.

I smirked. “I want my shrimp and grits too, after.”

“I um …” she fumbled her words.

My smirk grew wider, satisfaction spreading in my chest. I like how frazzled I could make her. It let me know she wanted me just as much as I wanted her, but she also wanted to not to feel guilty about wanting me. At the moment she could have either —or, not both and that was her fault because she refused to tell her sister about us. 

She took a step away from me. I watched her collect herself. It was so disappointing.

Composed she said, “You are so nasty.”

“I am and you like that shit.”

She fell silent again.

“What you get all quiet for now?”

“It’s just I …” her voice trailed off.

“You just what?”

I wasn’t going to give her time to make up any more excuses. I stepped up into her space, lowered my hands to her hips, leaned down pressed my lips to hers, hoping my kisses erased her doubt. She allowed my hands to roam freely as she kissed me back. But even as she did, she was still running her mouth.

“I don’t think.” She sucked my tongue “we should be doing is. It’s becoming a problem.”

I pulled back swallowing the aggravation creeping up my throat. Staring down at her I told her the truth, “The only problem we have is the ones you’re creating, we aren’t cheating because I was never with your sister. The end.” I tucked my lips into my mouth, as I gripped her ass holding her against me.

“Regardless of what you say. My sister thinks she’s your girlfriend. That makes this messy, I can't do messy.”, She backed away putting space between us. My hands fell to my sides.

I sighed and shook my head.  “Well then let's tell her she isn’t?” I held her gaze.

I was ready to end the façade. The only reason I hadn’t was because Tempest was scared.

“Tell her what, that you like fucking both of us?”

My eyes fucking crossed. A chuckle slipped from my mouth, though there wasn’t a damn thing funny. She had jumped from one conversation to a whole fucking other conversation. I guess the subject of was I —or wasn’t I— still fucking her sister was the dead horse she wanted to beat now.

“When do I have the time, Tempest? I’m either playing or practicing basketball, eating your pussy, fucking you and cumming in. Or laying up on you in your bed.” I nearly yelled “Think, Tempest.”

She shook her head and mumbled something under her breath before speaking up. “I hear her talking about how big and good your dick is on the phone.”

I scoffed, “She’s not talking about me, because I’m not fucking her at all. You are the only woman I’m giving this big, good dick to. I only want to fuck you.”

Her eyes dropped to the floor and I could tell she was overthinking yet again. I opened my mouth to speak, but we heard Julissa keys in the door. I sighed. My head rolled back on my neck. I was so fucking tired mentally. Now I had to deal with her sister too. But I didn’t have anybody to blame but myself.

Tempest eyes bucked wildly before she rushed off towards her room so fast she nearly took my shoulder off when she passed me. I was tempted to snatch her little enticing ass back into the room and hold her there until she confessed to her sister. She was really making our life difficult for no reason.

My eyes keyed in on her ass as she bounded away though. I couldn't even help myself. I was obsessed.

“ Not even a kiss goodbye?” I called behind her. I chuckled when she flicked me the bird over her shoulder before quietly closing her door.

I adjusted my dick. Trying to make it look less obvious, which was really fucking hard — since I didn’t have on any boxers under the grey sweatpants I was wearing. Julissa pushed open the front door just as I tucked him under my waistband. Light from outside filtered in behind her. She couldn’t see me roll my eyes.

She smiled but also looked surprised to see me as she walked in. Then I remembered it was her day off. Shit. I hardly ever showed up on her days off. At least not in the daytime when I knew there was a chance she’d be there.

“What are you doing here?” She gave me a suspicious look. Her eyes veered towards Tempest door for a split second, then back to me.

I wish she’d just accuse me of what I think she was thinking. I wouldn’t lie to her if she asked me flat out.

“I was stopping by to see you.”

A big ass grin split her face.

“Aww baby that’s sweet.” She cooed. Dropping the million shopping bags she was holding, she held out her arms for a hug, I leaned down and gave her one. She smelled like men's cologne. The smell probably belonged to whomever took her shopping.

She rose on her tiptoes and tried to press her lips against mine. I turned my head. Fake coughing, I covered my mouth for extra protection.

She sucked her teeth. But rebounded from the rejection quickly. A fake smile erased her scowl.

“I need to talk to you.” She spoke.

I swear I hated talking to her, every time she parted her dick suckers nonsense flew out. Just being around her tested my patience because I knew she was about to say something stupid in any second. Shit that would piss me off. As of late she had been talking about taking our relationship to the next level.

What relationship? I was basically an Uber driver who was trying to make her sister fall in love with me.

I needed Tempest to hurry up and get on the same page as me because I only had patience to deal with one of them. Which meant I was going to eventually say fuck it all and tell Julissa, there was no us and never had been.

“What is it that we need to talk about?”

I watched her saunter over to the red convertible couch and take a seat. She patted the empty spot next to her. 

I scratched my head and forced myself not to look at Tempest door. Reluctantly I made my way over and  sat down. But as far away from her as possible. I didn’t need Tempest popping out of her room and getting the wrong impression.

Julissa turned and looked at me dead in the face, as if she really had something important to say. She folded her hands into her lap drawing attention to the itty bitty mini skirt she had on, which barely covered anything, I could see her lace panties from where I sat. I averted my eyes.

She started,“We've been together for seven months. I think I want your baby.”

I coughed, nearly choking on my own spit. “Wait what?” I jumped up off the sofa like it was on fire. “What the fuck you talking about a baby for? Why would we have a baby?”

Her eyes bucked like her sister’s had earlier.

“On the sports blog yesterday, you said you wanted a family and to settle down. I want to give that to you.”

I shook my head in disbelief. I couldn’t even imagine having a child with her.

“I wasn’t talking about it with you.”

She jumped up and dropped her hand to her hips.

“What do you mean, we've been together for almost a year!”  She added damn near six months to the time I’d known her.

“Unless you’re cheating on me?”

I ran my hand over my mouth. I’d gone about getting at Tempest the wrong way and now that shit was backfiring.

I clicked my tongue “Listen, Julissa. We ain’t even had sex since the first night. We’re more like friends,” I lied. We weren't even friends.

She cut her eyes at me.

I shifted my weight from my right to my left leg. I was ready to go.

“But why wouldn’t you want me to have your child. They'd be beautiful. Light skinned with pretty eyes, curly good hair,” she said with no shame or reservation.

My mouth dropped open. 

Bit…” I caught then corrected myself. “Girl, do you know how fucking ignorant you sound? If you knew anything about me, you would have known never to say something like that to me.

“What did I say wrong?” She had her lips all turned up. looking really clueless.

I held her gaze so she knew to take what I said to heart. “All that colorism shit you spewed. You think that’s ok?” You thought because I’m a white, I’d what? Tell you how excited I was at the thought of having some blue eyes, caramel babies? She had triggered the fuck out of me but I tried to reign in some of my anger. She didn’t know me, so she didn’t know I had struggled with looking so different than the rest of my family.

She stared at me blankly waiting for me to answer her.

I curled my lips. If I thought she would be able to process what I wanted to say, ‘d explain it to her, but I knew she was a lost fucking cause.. Her only goal was getting money and clothes and looking good. I’d be damn if I was the one she accomplished those goals with me. She wasn’t about to trap me with a baby so she could freeload for eighteen years.

That was my cue to leave. I wanted to tell her I wasn’t coming back, but I didn’t. For access to Tempest I’d put up with her for a while longer.

“I’m out.” I made my way to the door and out of it before she could say anything else.


Tempest

The sound of my door clicking shut woke me up. I really wanted to go back to sleep. My earlier argument with Jason had already stressed me out. Then I made it worse by eavesdropping on his conversation with my sister. I had heard her offer to have his baby. I knew there was no way Jason would agree to that but I was still relieved when he told her no. I didn’t hear her response back because I pulled myself away from the door and buried myself under the covers, where I’d been for hours.

“Tempest.” My tired eyes fluttered open at the sound of my name. “not toni — “ I started but his hand covered my mouth cutting off my words. Jason’s heav body draped mine, pushing me into the mattress, trapping my left hand between us, limiting my mobility.

“Shhhh…” He quieted me. The moonlight shining through the top of my curtain allowed me to see his eyes.

I squirmed beneath him. “Get out of my room, Jason.” I tried to talk through his hand. Nothing but garbled noise came out.

With his mouth to my ear he hissed, “I already warned you. Your sister is in the living room asleep, and said she's not going to work tonight.”  

He shifted his weight and I could feel his hard dick against my soft belly. He was crazy if he thought we were fucking.

He confirmed his intentions, lifting his weight just enough to tug my night shirt up and  force my legs open.

“I just need to feel this pussy really quick then I’ll go.”

I jerked my body, attempting to wiggle out of his grasp, shaking my head no. But he was too heavy to move.

“Yes, Tempest and when I remove my hand you’re gonna keep quiet right? Because you don’t want your sister to walk in your bedroom and find me in this good pussy do you?” Like he often did, he answered his question for me.”No you don’t.” 

“Get off me bef, —” I got out three and a half words in a harsh whisper before he silenced me by him shoving his tongue in my mouth. With his hands free he was able to keep my legs splayed open, my thighs were pressed to the mattress. I felt his hand moving downward over my belly. He paused at my pussy, touched my clit, strummed at it until I was scratching at his back. He slid two fingers inside me and fucked me with them. He worked his magic until my pussy was clenching and sloppy wet and my breathing was uneven and heavy. Before I could cum, he withdrew his fingers and yanked his mouth away from mine at the same time. He dragged said fingers back up my torso marking me with my own arousal. 

Out of nowhere a bit of my common sense returned. “You cannot keep coming to me like this. We have to stop..” I hissed.

“Make me stop then, you can stop me anytime you want to. Just tell me no, say it loud and mean it.” He chuckled in my ear, knowing I wouldn’t dare risk waking up Julissa.

“You’re an asshole,” I hissed back barely above a whisper.

His response was to prove my words true. He gripped the top of my night shirt and tugged. I heard and felt it rip. Then he rubbed his cum laden fingers over both my nipples.

“Why would y—"my words trailed off when he dropped his head to my tit, pulled my wet nipple into his mouth as his fingers glided back down my body, retracing the trail he’d taken up it. He used them to fuck my pussy hole. I sucked my lips into my mouth to keep from crying out. I gripped his bicep, digging my nail into his flesh. He pushed his finger deeper. My hips bucked. I was on the verge of cumming, when suddenly he pulled away again leaving a dull ache in the center of my stomach. The whimper that came from my mouth was pathetic, a gasp replaced it when he his fingers were replaced with his dick. Inch by painstaking inch was he eased into me, then he set nice pace to fuck me to and kept building momentum. My legs found themselves wrapped around his waist..

He snickered in my ear.

“You complain a lot about us fucking, but you like this dick don’t you, Tempest? And every time I bring it to you, you’re going to take it aren’t you?”

I didn’t have the wherewithal to say no like I should have. I nodded frantically.

“Fuck me back then,” he groaned.

Doing as I was told, I rotated my hips, meeting his downward stroke with an upward thrust. 

"Damn, Tempest. How do you feel this fucking good, every single time?” he whispered into my ear, fucking me harder.

I clenched my eyes shut. Reveled in the fact that my pussy made him sound weak.

My body started to buck, eyes rolling to the back of my head. I shuddered through my orgasm for what felt like forever. How could he make me cum so hard, so fast, every time?

“That’s it, gimme my orgasm, I earned it.” he breathed harshly onto my skin

Pressing his lips to mine and kissed through my orgasm, which triggered his own, his body tensed above me then I felt his hot cum fill me. He held me through it only pulling out after our breathing returned to normal. He eased up off the bed, not making a sound..  He moved quietly while putting back on his clothes.

As the high started to ebb away, reality set in.

My heart started pounding for all the wrong reasons again. Jason was getting too bold and my stupid ass kept getting caught up.

“We can’t keep doing this,” I felt like a broken record. I kept repeating myself, but still gave in.

I pushed myself up into a sitting position, my back against the headboard, my head hit something soft. I looked back and saw it was a pillow. Jason had shoved it there to keep the headboard from hitting the wall. He was too good at this shit. I shook my head.

The bed shifted as he leaned onto it. Gripping my hair, he roughly pulled my head back and placed a searing kiss on my lips before letting me go. “We can and we will because you're never going to stop me, because you like what we have. You like how we make each other feel. I just hope one day what we have doesn’t involve sneaking around and you feeling guilty,” The anger was evident in his tone. He was getting increasingly aggravated with me. He turned, made his way to the door and left slamming it behind himself with no regard. I heard Julissa ask him what was going on, then the front door slam minutes later. Whatever answer he gave her must have pissed her off, but didn’t involve me, seconds later her room door slammed.


Tempest

Having an early from work left me trying to figure out what I was going to do with the rest of my day. I couldn’t go home. Julissa had quit her job in some weird ploy to get attention from Jason. I don’t know how her being unemployed would help her relationship. I figure she maybe thought she would force his hand and he would take care of her when he signed his NBA contract. Who knows? I didn’t put too much thought into it.

I do know I was tired of watching her mope around like a sad ass puppy— looking as if she wanted to slit her wrist anytime he was at the house. She was being stupid and childish. She should have been moved on from Jason. Even if he wasn’t pursuing me. He didn’t even seem as if he wanted to speak to her most days. I wanted to say something to her, but how would that look? I kept my mouth closed and had been avoiding her and Jason. It had been almost two weeks since I left for work and didn’t go back. And I would continue to avoid them for as long as feasible. I needed the space to get myself together and figure out what exactly it was I was feeling for Jason and what I was willing to risk — to have him. Jason refused to allow me that time. He had started applying pressure and not being subtle about it anymore. Julissa almost caught us kissing or fucking a few times after he’d left the house slamming doors. Thank God I found an apartment early.

The ones I’d toured with Jason had fallen through and I thought I was out of options until I discovered that the firm I worked for had a few condos that they allowed their attorney’s to lease. I had inquired about them to Simone, a classmate of mine and niece of the owner. I told her my situation and she had worked it out with her uncle so I could stay in one of them rent free for six months. I couldn’t move in officially until July first, which meant I would have had to go home or find somewhere else to sleep and shower for work for ten days, but Simone came to my rescue again. She had slipped me the key and told me if I needed to start using the place right away, I could sneak in. The leasing agent left at seven at night and didn’t return until nine in the morning.

Usually, I’d go wait until seven at an after-work spot that was popular in downtown Tampa or sit at the park and catch up on reading. At the moment, I didn't want to do either and I didn’t have many options since my car was in the shop and I couldn’t afford too many more Ubers.

I thought about waiting for Cameron, it was three. He was off at five no later than six. But I nixed that idea. He had been acting real stand offish for about a week. He'd see me and go the other way. Maybe he had gotten tired of being my shoulder to lean on, which meant I needed to stop doing that.

I shrugged “I guess I’ll play it by ear.”

First I needed to change my shoes. I leaned against the side of my office building and swapped out my heels for a pair of nike slides. It was casual Friday so I’d worn Jean’s and a nice white silk blouse. I unbuttoned the blouse and shoved it into my Eddie Bauer backpack along with my shoes, leaving me with a red wife beater.

Just as I righted myself a black Lexus SUV with tinted windows pulled up. The owner beeped their horn a few times. I was used to the attention so I ignored it and started walking towards the bus stop that was twenty feet in front of me. 

Whomever was driving the SUV laid heavy on their horn again when I didn’t bother looking their way. Because of the heavy flow of traffic, they were forced to drive off. Just as I sat down and got comfortable the SUV pulled up in front of the bus stop, blocking traffic. My first thought was that my ex had finally decided to act on his threat. My heart was galloping like a racehorse in my chest I slid my hand into my backpack for  the Glock 19 I now carried religiously. I had told Malcolm next time he came for me, would be the last time. One of us would die. I wasn’t taking anymore ass whooping’s. I was deathly serious.

The windows on the SUV crept down slowly.

My heart slowed at the sight of Jason. I wondered who car he was in. He usually drove a beater, at least he did when he picked up Julissa. An old Chrysler.

“Get in.” He ordered, cutting his eyes at me. I detected a hint of attitude in his voice.  I didn’t care. He looked really good though. His hair was freshly cut, his beard had been recently trimmed and shaped. The AC blew his clean scent out the window and it immediately affected me. I shifted in my seat as my clit started to thump.

“No thank you.” I refused. I knew we’d just end up fucking and it was becoming too hard to remain detached after each lascivious experience.

Jason turned fully in his seat to glare at me. “Get in before I get out and put you in, Tempest . I don’t have time to play with you today.

Ignoring him was tempting, until he was opening his door.

I sucked my teeth and stomped my foot. “Ok, damn.” I got up but kept my head down. I was so embarrassed. The people he was holding up in traffic were blowing their horns at us, but Jason didn’t seem to care. He was rude like that.

After struggling to get in with no help from him I roughly tugged the door closed.

“Don’t be slamming my door, Tempest.” he barked. Then He leaned over and fastened my seat belt for me, then he pressed a kiss to my cheek pulled back and mumbled “with your difficult for no reason ass.”

I gave him the finger, biting my cheek to hide my smile.

My feelings were all over the place at that moment. Although I was happy to see him, I also wished he had left me alone.

Jason Laughed. “What you are doing, showing me the finger your lonely ass been fucking yourself with while hiding from me?”

I rolled my eyes. “Just stop talking to me and take me home.” I feigned aggravation instead of coming right out and telling him I’d missed him.


Jason

Sitting back with an attitude Tempest crossed her arms, making her titties sit up even more than they usually did. My eyes wanted to get fixated on them. They were so pretty and plump, but I wasn’t going to get distracted. I couldn’t be mad at her while my dick was hard for her. I pulled off into traffic before addressing her stubborn ass.  

“Fix your fucking face Tempestuous. I’m the one that should be mad.”

She snatched around to face me.

“Mad for what? And don’t call me that.” There wasn’t any bite behind her words. She was just used to fighting me out of reflex.

“Why not, it fit. Tempestuous is what you are. Tempestuous as fuck. Reckless with your mouth and my feelings. That’s probably why your momma named you Tempest. And I’m mad because I haven’t been able to reach your ass for nearly two weeks. I had to cancel meetings today and stalk your office just to talk to you.”

She had to know I was going to come looking for her after she ghosted me. The only reason I hadn’t shown up earlier was because getting ready to transition from college basketball to the NBA had me in and out of all type of business meetings and contract signings.

“Maybe you should take a hint.” She twisted her lips.

Narrowing my eyes, I quietly counted to ten before responding. “What hint, Tempest? Don’t hint tell, me outright.”

She opened her mouth to speak.

I jerked my head in her direction. “I wish you would fix your mouth to tell me some bullshit. Don’t make me pull over.” I said cutting her off.

She waved me off and looked out the passenger side window just as I sped past her exit.

“Where are you going? I said take me home.” She griped.

“You haven’t been home in days or are you calling the apartment downtown home now?”

Yeah, I knew where she was staying. Had since the first night she hadn’t shown up at Julissa ‘s place. I’d had my brother knock on her co worker Cameron’s door and he was happy to help the police make sure she was safe.

She gave me a side long glance.

“And how do you know that?”

I shrugged “I have connections.”

She sucked her teeth at my answer.

“Where are we going?”

“I need you to ride with me to pick out my suit for tonight. I have an especially important event.” I was lying. My momma had already taken me to our tailor. Her prim and proper ass would die if I wore off rack on TV.

“Why do you need me for that?”

“Because I value your opinion, Tempest.”

Out of my peripheral I saw her dimpled cheeks swell. Tempest ducked her head, trying not let me see her grinning, and like always her wholesomeness sent my heart to beating faster. I loved that blushing shit she did.

She was so fucking gorgeous, and kind and smart.. I just needed her to open up to me.

“Okay” she crooned all sweet like.

That made me smirk. “Your ass is bipolar ass fuck, you know that, right?” I grabbed her hand and intertwined our fingers. Her smile grew bigger. I couldn’t understand why she was fighting me. She liked me; I knew that. I had more to say but thought to leave well enough alone. Seemed we’d come to a silent agreement that she was going to act right, if only for a brief time.

The next twenty minutes were spent in silence. She kept stealing quick glances at me which made my palms sweaty. I was nervous as fuck because I didn’t know how she was about to react to what I was about to force on her.

When I pulled up at my mom’s boutique at the upscale strip mall she was already standing outside holding the door open for us. She had a big ass fiendish grin on her face. She waved. She was so excited to meet the woman I had been talking about for months. I knew she was about to embarrass me.

I pulled up right out front, shook my head, opened my car door and stepped out. I mouthed for moms to calm down. She was gonna scare the damn girl away if she showed any more enthusiasm. 

I rounded the car to help Tempest out. It took everything in me not to palm her ass when she stood, it was so juicy and inviting, and I hadn’t touched her in two weeks, but I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful. My mom’s wouldn’t care, she knew how I was, but Tempest would when she found out to whom I was introducing her.

I grasped her hand into mine. It pissed me off that she kept darting her eyes around, scared someone would see us.. I knew she was gonna try and pull away. I tightened my grip.

She cut her eyes at me.

I squeezed her hand.

I had tried being patient with her ass. Now I was just gonna be caveman about it. I knew she was it for me, for forever. We were together. Fuck her feeling guilty about it, I was never Julissa’s to begin with so she had no reason to feel guilty and fuck the insecurities she tried to hide. I wanted her, all of her just the way she was. I had already decided to love her through all of it.

I watched her mouth silently move as she read the words on the display window, Bella Rose woman’s boutique. I could see the wheels in her head turning but could tell she couldn’t quite put it all together.

She glanced up at me for answers.

I avoided her eyes.

“Hey son.” My momma spoke to me but pulled Tempest into a hug as soon as we were in reaching distance. Tempest looked back at me and my and mouthed “son? Your mother?”

I nodded.

Momma didn’t even give her time to get acclimated to the surprise of meeting her, let alone to the fact that we didn’t look at all Familial.

Momma dragged her into the shop and tugged her over to the dressing area. Then stood in front of her holding her at arms length..” Look at you. You’re  so pretty. And all this hair.” She forcefully spun Tempest around “all this ass” Moms gushed. “When I tell you the dress I picked out is going to look so good on your frame, baby I mean it.”

Tempest brows knitted. I felt bad for lying. She looked so confused and uncomfortable.

I pulled her from moms grip and tucked her in at my side. She clung to my shirt. I smirked. If I knew meeting my mother would have her damn near climbing into my skin I would have introduced them sooner.

“Momma, calm down. You are scaring her.”

She waved me off.

“I'm just happy to finally meet the girl that got your mannish self ready to slow down. Oh I can't wait to have some grand babies” Momma clapped her hands in front of her and did a lil jig.. 

Tempest pulled away. I had to grip her tighter. Momma wasn’t even being extra, that’s just how she was. Tempest would have to get used to that. I knew she was about to be my momma new favorite person. She wanted a daughter more than she wanted grandbabies,

I looked down at Tempest, who looked like she would rather be anywhere but there at the moment.

“Tempest I’m sorry for my momma’s behavior. Her name is Viola, she’s goofy, but harmless.”

Momma laughed, pointing a long red tipped finger in my direction,” Imma let you have that one since beating your behind in front of your girlfriend ain’t a good look.”

Tempest, Tempestuous ass took that moment to find her voice.

“Ma’am I’m not his —"

Momma where's the dress? I cut her off. Moms raised her eyebrow but didn't question me like I knew she wanted to. She pivoted on her heels and headed to the back. “Its gonna fit perfect. Her waist is going to look snatched.” She yelled over shoulder.

Tempest looked up at me with wide eyes. “How is it that your mother is Black?” She rushed out as soon as momma was out of earshot. And what dress is she talking about? Who car were we in?“

“The dress you are wearing tonight and the SUV is mine.”

“Wearing where? And why is your mother Black? You’re not Black?”

I chuckled because I was used to people being surprised when they found out what race my mom’s was. Well my entire family was Black, both sides. Later she would meet the immediate ones. It would easier to explain then. The story of how I’d come to live with them was long and exhausting.

“No, I am not Black, Tempest and I have to go to a ceremony tonight. You’re going with me.” I was purposely leaving out a whole bunch of details.

“No, I’m not.” she shook her head. Backing up out of my embrace.

“Yes you are..” I gripped the hem of her shirt hauling her back.

“I want you to attend with me. Please.” I hit her with the peppy dog eyes.

“No, no no.”   She turned to headed towards the door.

I gripped her arm to keep her from walking away.

“Yes, yes, yes.” My momma chimed in coming from the backroom.

She stopped next to us, planting her hands on her hips.“Oh you're going. I paid good money for this dress and I want to see it on you. You can be mad at him afterwards.” Moms cocked her head to the side and shoved the dress bag in our direction. 

Tempest scrunched her face up and cut her eyes at me. She looked torn. She chewed at her bottom lip nervously. I guess her good manners overrode her anger at me because she relented. Bad choice. My momma was a whole bully. Now that she knew Tempest most likely would never say no to her, she was going to use it to her advantage to get what she wanted and what she wants is me settled down with kids for her to spoil by thirty.

Luckily, that’s what I wanted too.

Momma pointed at me “you sit.”

Then she pointed at Tempest “You, come with me.” She grabbed Tempest by the hand, pulled her  into the dressing room and shut the door. I sat down. I was nervous as fuck about what I was about to do, but it had to be done.


Tempest

I was hiding in the bathroom at Jason parents’ house, still reeling from the fact that Jason had kissed me on live TV during the NBA drafts and that was after he had introduced me to his entire family as his girlfriend.. It felt surreal, like I watched it happen to somebody else. I hadn't been prepared. Now thinking about it was threatening to drive me crazy. Damn I wanted to choke Jason.

When we pulled up to the high-end hotel in downtown and were ushered into an event space, I thought there would be a party, something simple because he’d be graduating soon. Then the TV cameras showed up. Jason wouldn’t tell me why they were there and would find a way to distract me when every time I asked. He introduced me to his father and brother. Two giant men like Jason, with the same personality and warmth he exuded, but Black. He introduced me to his agent. He seemed genuine instead of sleezy like you would expect. Then his mother showed up and embarrassed us both talking about babies and marriage. Then we all sat down to eat dinner.

Everything after that happened so fast I barely had time to absorb it all. Midway the five-course meal Jason’s name came from the TV. I was so nervous and out of my element, I hadn't even been paying enough attention to my surroundings enough to know there was a TV in the room with us, let alone multiple. The fifty or so people that surrounded us went wild. That’s when I found out the Miami Heat had drafted Jason and we were on LIVE TV. His momma cried. His daddy smiled so big, bringing his hand down on his Jason’s back hard enough to break bones but Jason hadn’t flinched or noticed. He was watching me. I was sitting right next to him so the camera flash to capture his reaction nearly blinded me. I didn’t know he had leaned in for a kiss until his lips were on me. There was something different about that kiss. I felt the emotion behind it. I melted into him. Then he pulled away and realization of what happened sunk in. He had made us public. My mind had gone blank. We were in the limo back on the way to his parents house before I could even begin to unpack it all mentally. I think I had been in the bathroom more than two hours trying to.

So deep in my thoughts the knock at the door startled me. I Jumped. Before I could respond to it, Jason stuck his head in, then opened the door and stepped in.

He had changed out of the custom steel gray three-piece suit he’d been rocking earlier. He was in just a pair of boxers now; I couldn't decide which version of him looked better. I wanted to stare but looked away. Eyeballing Jason too long would end with me bent over some surface of the bathroom. The boy was insatiable.

“Why are you hiding in here, Tempest?”

I cut my eyes at him. “Why are you always trapping me in bathrooms, Jason?”

He smiled. “Because it’s the only time you stand still long enough to let me catch you. “

The bathroom we were currently occupying was huge so he was able to easily kneel his large frame down beside me where I was sitting on the edge of the huge spa tub.

“What wrong, pretty girl?” He tugged at one of my curls. It had taken his mother more than two hours to curl my hair. I hated it. It didn’t fit my round face and it reminded me of the candy curls my granny used to force on me when I was a child, but she had seemed so happy to be playing in my hair. I wouldn’t dare tell her no. She was kind of scary too, in that loving way some Black moms were. She reminded me looks wise of Lisa Nicole Carson from my favorite movie, Jason’s lyric, but if Lisa was playing Sandra from 227. Curvy, boisterous, with a take charge type personality. I liked her. One day I wanted to be like her.

“Why’d you kiss me on tv?”

He tossed me a confused look. “Because I wanted to?”

“But you just let everybody in the world know there is something between us. Do you know what kind of trouble you just started? Imma be bombarded with all kinds of bullshit because of what you did.” I wasn’t even really mad, just scared. How were Julissa and Malcolm I going to react? “I don’t know how I’m going to deal with any of it" I said aloud what I was thinking. Sighing I dropped my chin to my chest.

“How we’re gonna deal with it you mean?”

I shook my head. Sure, he could help me with Julissa or even Malcolm if he knew about him, but not the public.

“What do you mean we, Jason? Tomorrow the news and social media will be talking about how you were the number one draft pick. But me they’ll be breaking me down body part by body part. Digging into my life, telling the world my secrets. You just don’t get it, you’re the golden boy and you look like you do.”

“Explain it to me then.” There was an edge to his tone.

I sighed. I didn’t want to talk to him about any of my troubles, much less my insecurities and end up looking weak, but maybe if I made him aware of what we had to look forward to if he kept insisting on us being together he’d let me be. Truth was I wasn’t strong enough to leave him alone on my own even though I knew when the novelty of fucking me wore off and he left I was going to be broken. Even knowing that I wasn’t willing to let him go. I needed him to be the one to end it.

Trying my best to not cry, I pushed back against emotions that had my chest feeling so full it ached. I cleared my throat. “Beauty is a social currency in the world you’ve just earned your way into. I’m a fat, dark skinned Black woman, I'm not valuable in that world. People already think women like me don’t deserve men who look like you, let alone —men who look like you —who are also wealthy or successful. They won’t be afraid to tell us. Also my divorce will be brought up, which will open a whole other box of worms…”I paused, preparing myself to tell him about Malcolm, but he interrupted.

“But what that gotta do with me, Tempest?”  He had the most agitated look on his face.

“It has a whole lot to do with you. What happens when the criticism starts getting to you?” Or you meet some Meghan the Stallion looking chick? I get left out in the cold with my business all over the news and blogs.”

He stood and took a giant step away from me and I thought, this is it. I had finally pushed him away. I wanted to cry.

“That’s what you think of me? I’m weak, and superficial now?” He gritted out.

“No, that’s not what I said. You’re twisting my words”

He paced. “I’m not twisting a damn thing. That’s what you’re accusing me of being. A motherfucker who’ll get enthralled and lost this fame bullshit.”

I opened my mouth to explain but he cut me off again.

“But you don’t exactly know me, so I’ll let you have this one. But let’s go ahead and get a few things straight, Tempest.” He paused to look at me. To make sure I was looking at him before he continued. “I’m not going to let people dictate who I date, fuck, or love. You just met my family. My Black family, with my size eighteen mother. I have police officers for a brother and father in this climate of unrest. People are always going to talk.” He slammed his hand into his chest. “It’s up to me as a man and let them know what is and ain’t acceptable to say about me and mine, and to apply pressure if they don’t get it when I correct them the first time. None of what anybody else says or feels about you — outside of me —should worry you.”

Hearing the anger and hurt in his voice made me wish I hadn’t said anything at all. I dropped my head.

He reached out and he lifted it. “Look at me, Tempest.” He waited until I did to continue. “I don’t want to sound angry or dismissive about how you feel. I have my insecurities too. A lot of them stem from you constantly rejecting and pulling away from me. So, I understand how they can fuck with your head. But you gotta have a little faith in me, baby.” He gripped my chin firmly, the pad of his thumb glided across my lip. “Your body, your size, your skin, you’re perfect to me. You pretty as hell, smart, caring, got good pussy. Why would I care what anyone else thinks? I’ve told you I like you. That I want you with everything in me, without caveat. Correct? I’ve shown you that, right?”

I nodded. 

Now I’m saying it again. I like you, Tempest. Even the parts you’re insecure about. The parts someone told you to hate. That’s it. The end. I don’t give a fuck what anybody else says. Stop over thinking and overanalyzing our relationship. Pushing me away isn’t going to yield you the results you hope for. I’ll probably kidnap your ass and lock you in a room long before I’ll ever leave you. Stop testing my sanity,” he smiled slightly.

He retook his position next to me, grabbed my hand, pressed his lips against my palm, calming me a bit. 

He made it sound simple and I wasn’t trying to fight with him.

“Ok Jason.”

He chuckled “Okay? All I get is a dismissive ass okay?” He nodded. I see my words aren’t resonating with you. But I’m not about to nag you into believing me. I can show you better than I can tell you. In time you’ll see as we deconstruct each one of these walls you built— how serious I am about you.

He stood. “Stand up.” He tugged me up by my wrist then leaned down and started tugging at the glove tight velvet green cutout dress with a high split I was wearing.

“What are you doing?”

. “I’m undressing you.” He blinked a few times, rubbing the palm of his hands against his sleepy eyes and yawned.” I’m tired as hell, we’re gonna hop in the shower then go to bed.”

I shook my head and pulled away. “I’m not sleeping at your parents’ house. You’re gonna try to have sex with me, no…” I was mortified at even the thought.

“I ain't asking you to sleep at my parents' house, we’re sleeping and fucking at mine.”

“No. You might as well drop me off at my new place. I can shower there. I’d rather not spend the night in a cramped apartment with four men.”

He tilted his head. “What are you talking about? What apartment with four men?”

It was my turn to tilt my head. Now I was confused. “Your roommates, where will they be?” I asked.

“Wait, what?” he asked

The back and forth was getting exhausting. I outright asked, “Where do you live, Jason?”

“Here, in my house.”

“Your house? As in you live with your parents or as in this is your house?”

“This” he pointed to the floor we were standing on then held out his arm, “Is mine.”

“But how? You told Julissa you live with four of your teammates.”

He busted out laughing. “I forgot about that big ass lie I told your gold-digging sister.”

He took my hands in his and bent down so we were eye to eye. “See this this is what I love about you. You really didn’t know?”

“I’m so confused. Know what?” I asked

“I have money. I was just the number one draft pick. I’ve ranked second in college basketball for three years. I have over twenty million followers on Instagram where I’ve peddled, clothes, shoes, exercise equipment or whatever else I was sent by companies,as long as they sent a check with it.”

“I’m so confused.” I understood that people could make money off of social media but Jason didn’t act like he had money.

“You said that already.”

“Why were you sleeping on the sofa in my sister's apartment, eating my food?”

He widened his eyes and sighed at me like I was simple. “We went over that already. Because of you. For six months I pretty much put my life on hold for you.”

I frowned, “So how doesn’t Julissa know any of this?

“She knows stuff in general, like I have a following and I’m an influencer. She doesn’t know details of my finances and she sure as fuck don’t know where I lay my head. Your sister saw me as nothing more than a paycheck and I treated her accordingly.”

I blinked hard at the new revolutions, “Oh, wow.”  

Jason’s thick brows knotted. “You have anything else you want to ask me?”

I shook my head. “No, you already gave me a lot to unpack.” 

“Unpack it in the morning. I’m tired,” he told me.

I was too, physically, and emotionally. I let him remove my dress, my bra, and panties. Then watched him remove his black boxers. Leaving me standing by the spa tub, he went over to the glass enclosed shower that stood by itself in the far corner of the bathroom and turned on the water. My anxiety had me feeling weak and exposed like an open wound. Watching him walk around naked, confident like it was nothing, made me feel self-conscious around him again. He was so perfect and I had so many imperfections.

My breathing kicked up. I felt a panic attack coming on “Let me brush my teeth and wash my face.” I made an excuse to get a moment alone. I escaped to the area the sink and toilet sat in blocked from Jason view to give myself a moment to compose myself. There was a washcloth and a new toothbrush waiting for me.

I brushed my teeth, wet the wash clothes with water and bent over the sink to clean my face without ever looking in the mirror. I felt Jason come up behind me. He was close enough to slip he swollen dick between the globes of my ass

I stopped washing my face.

“What are you doing Jason?” I brought my eyes up to watch him through the mirror, his eyes were glued to my ass. He didn't even bother looking up when he answered.  “Your ass is a masterpiece, Baby. Bend over real quick.” He splayed his hand against my back and gave me a little shove that I resisted.

“No. A minute ago you were so tired and so am I.”

“I am tired.” He raised his head to grin at me, our eyes connecting in the mirror”

“I won't keep you up too much longer.”  trying to persuade me.

“Your parents and family and friends still downstairs.” You could hear them laughing over the music. “No.” I shook my head.

“So, they know we are fucking. Just bend over right quick, a nut will help us sleep better, work some of the tension out of our bodies.” He massaged my hip, then slid his hands to my ass to massage the round globes. “You know you want to. I bet that pussy is sloppy right now,” he coaxed.

He didn’t wait for me to respond. His hand went to the middle of my back, he pressed forcing me to bend over the sink. I tried to right myself by pushing against it.

Whap!,  he brought his hand down on my right ass cheek, sending a shock straight to my pussy. A moan slipped past my lips despite my best effort to hold it in.

“Bend over and arch your fucking back, Tempest and keep it arched.”

“No.” I whined prettily. Now I was resisting just to see what he'd do next.

“You gonna stop playing with me about my pussy one day.” was the only warning I got before he gripped a hand full of my hair and tugged. My head snapped back; my back arched forcing my ass into the air. My knuckles darkened from how hard I gripped the edge of the sink to hold on.

Jason taunted me. “See, always tempestuous and hardheaded as fuck and for no damn reason. And what it get you? Manhandled. I still got what I wanted.” he leaned in and whispered directly against ear “One day you'll learn you ain't running shit. I’m indulging you when I let you believe you are, Tempest. Now fucking spread your legs.

Using his knee, he spread my legs further apart for me. I sucked in a deep breath as he slid into me slowly in the same instance..

“Fuck.”  he murmured,

“Open your eyes, I want you to watch me fuck my pussy, you think you can take this dick quietly again?”

I nodded.

“Open your eyes, Tempest,” he damn near growled.

They fluttered open to meet his in the mirror.

Jason’ gaze was fixed on my face. He shook his head. “Look at you, baby. So fucking beautiful. I want our daughters to have your face.”

I whimpered.

He spread my ass cheeks.

“If only you understood how open you got me. You could have anything you want from me. Money, love, affection. I’d willingly give you my next breath if you wanted it.

“Shhh.” I breathlessly tried to shush him. I wanted to enjoy the sweet agony of him pushing into me without his words fucking with my head.

He shook his head no.

I tried to gain his silence again by raising my finger to my lips.

“No. I’ll continue to tell you exactly how I feel until you believe it.”

He pulled out, then thrust all his dick back inside again in one stroke.

I shuttered and gripped the sink harder.

“You can have anything, Tempest, all you gotta do is ask.”

The way he was stroking me and his words had me feeling so damn good. My juices dripped down my thighs, wetting both of us.

His brought his entire forearm up, placing me in a choke from behind. He lovingly caressed the side of my face, ran is thumb across my lips. He picked up speed fucking me faster. I whimpered creamed some more for him.

“Open your eyes, Tempest and don’t you dare close them again,”He growled.

I hadn’t been consciously aware of closing them. I did as he demanded. I immediately wanted to close them again. I couldn’t take him looking at me like he was. Like he cared. Like I was precious. Like he meant all the sweet nothings he had ever said to me. I wanted to tell him to stop, but I couldn’t form the words or maybe I didn’t want to.  

Then suddenly his face morphed. I watched it twist as he grimaced in the mirror. Watched him swallow hard pass his Adam’s apple. He was close.

He peppered kisses on my neck and back.

He pled in a rough command “I need you to cum for me, Tempest!” That was all I needed. I would have called out to God if my next breath hadn’t caught in my throat.  I plummeted over the edge. Forcing a hard breath through my nose caused my head to swim. My face heated up and my legs went weak. Jason held me up as he stroked into my faster and faster until the sound of our skin slapping together drowned out the music downstairs.

“I’m about to-“he started, but with his voice breaking he settled for  growling through his nut . Thrusting upward one final time, he went stiff. After a moment he eased out of me and pulled me towards the already running shower.

My mind was screaming for me to say something, to ask him if he had meant the profoundly serious words that had come from his mouth, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything. I stood there stock still as he washed me from head to toe, gently, thoroughly. Then I watched him wash himself, quietly.

After the shower we lay side by side in the bed, neither of us sleeping. I finally talked myself into saying the words he needed to hear. My voice was low, but heavy with weariness but I made myself talk. “ I’m dreading tomorrow. The news will probably be talking about my divorce. My very messy divorce. My husband used to beat me, damn near beat me to death before I finally left, and despite me asking him for nothing, he tried to draw it out. When the judge wasn’t having it, he attacked me in the parking lot outside of the courtroom. He tried to physically make me go home with him and we fought. I told him next time he came near me I’d kill him, very loudly. We made the news.

Jason shifted. I could feel him staring at the side of my face, but I couldn’t look at him.

“I guarantee they won’t be. They will be to talking about the birth of Jason Jenkins, the crack baby found in a trashcan on a stormy Florida night by the police officer who became his father.”

My eyes widened at his confession. That explained how he ended up in a Black family. The Black family explained his last name and his demeanor.

He cleared his throat. “Nobody knows the origin of my birth outside of my family, the police and the social workers. My father said he already knew he would take me the moment he saw me. He didn’t want the press to make a spectacle out of me, so they always kept the details of my adoption quiet. But now with my increased visibility my PR team figured it would come out eventually. We planned to wait until it did, but I told my agent to release it tomorrow. That way, I control the narrative of my birth, while making the circumstances of your divorce boring.” He shifted.

“Look at me, Tempest.”

He waited until I turned onto my side to face him. I could barely see anything but his eyes.

He brought his hand up to caress my cheek. Then he soothed my hair away from my face. This man touched me so softly I wanted to cry.

“I know your story, Tempest. I have since that first day when you told me your name. I googled you, searching for you on social media. News articles were what I got instead.”

I sighed. I hadn't even thought about people googling my name and finding out about what happened to me that way. Fuck, why I hadn’t I thought about it. Now I was wondering how many people in my office knew.

Jasons voice interrupted my thoughts. “I asked you to trust me. I won’t ever let any of the fallout that comes from being with me, hurt you.”

He set his forehead against mine. “Do you trust me, Tempest? Can you trust me?” He asked heavily.

A funny feeling forced its way into my chest and all my worries kind of just faded away.

I ducked my head resting it into his chest and nodded yes.

“Then stop being one of the people standing in our way. And I promise not to let you down.”

No other words were said after that. He laid back. I intertwined our fingers before drawing closer to him, suddenly needing not even a modicum of space between us. I listened to his steady heartbeat until heaviness overtook my eyes. Just before I dozed Jason shifted, my head slipped from his chest for second before he was back, situating me as I had been before. He lifted my head. I felt him slide something over my hair. I was too sleepy to comprehend what was going on.

The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed, to the smell of bacon in the air and a pretty brown African printed silk bonnet on my head. In the light of day, after the kiss on tv and all he had confessed the night before, I had to tell myself not to lose my fucking mind and fall the rest of the way in love with this man over a simple gesture, since I was already halfway in love with him. But he had brought me a satin bonnet. Be still my fucking heart.

I gave myself a calm the fuck down talk before I got up and took care of my hygiene. I had no clothes so I squeezed my ass into a pair of Jason’s basketball shorts, his wife beater and a pair of his socks. I left the bonnet on. I was going to wear it everywhere until I had to take it off.

The entire house outside of his carpeted bedroom was tile and wood. I peeked into all four of the rooms upstairs. it felt weird as fuck going through his home. He was only twenty-two and had accomplished so much. He was really out of my league. 

In the shower I had pondered over the thought of just walking out of his house and not looking back. Cutting ties right then wouldn’t hurt like it would later, and Lord knows I was afraid of being hurt again. But fuck it. I was staying. He was right about me standing in our way. I realized I had been self-sabotaging and using every excuse I could think of to keep him at a distance. I was even using Julissa as one because if I was being honest, I really didn’t give a fuck about her feelings or that he had fucked her once before me. Now that she probably knew about us. Fuck it. I had spent years married to the fucking devil, fantasizing about someone like Jason. I’d be stupid to let him go. Even if in the end I ended up with my heart shattered. Gluing it back would be easier than living with the thought of what if. At least that’s what I told myself in the shower. Now I just had to live by those words and thoughts.

I found Jason in his stainless-steel kitchen ass naked as the day he was born, cooking. Tucking my bottom lip between my teeth, I stopped and watched him. I let my eyes rake over his nearly perfect body. His ass was round, his thighs thick. The corded muscle in his smooth, inkless back flexed every time he moved. I was surprised there weren’t any tattoos there. The thought made me wonder what my name in cursive would look like painted across his flesh.

“Are you going to stare or you gonna sit down and let me feed you before I fuck you again. “He directed at me without turning around.

I jumped slightly, caught off guard by him suddenly speaking, then I chuckled. “Why are you always so nasty?” I asked while making my way over to the stainless-steel island that stood in the middle of his huge kitchen and took a seat.

Jason went over to the kitchen sink and ran something he was holding under the water before answering my rhetorical question.

“You keep asking me the question, though u know the answer. You like me nasty.”

I rolled my eyes, “where is your family, I thought they were staying the night over?” I asked, changing the subject.

“They went home to give us some privacy. My mother said y’all will have to arrange a spa day. She wants to get to know you.” He said.

His phone rang.

I watched him pick it up and check the ID then lay it back down. I thought nothing of it, the first time. Then  It stopped ringing, then started ringing again twice.  “who is it?” I asked despite everything inside of me telling me not to. It was none of my business really. I didn’t want to be one of those types of women.

“Julissa.”

Fuck my life.

“Answer it,” I encouraged him. Part of me was dying to see what she had to say.

Never turning around, he shook his head no.

“No need to, I already know what she wants. I spoke to her last night.”

The information he divulged was new. I felt a small frown turn my lips down. “And she wanted what?”

Jason finally turned around giving me his full attention, the way his eyebrow creased in the middle let me know I wasn’t going to like what he was about to say.

“I held my breath”

“She said she wants us to meet with her or she’s going to the press to talk about how the sister she allowed to stay with her after a messy divorced stole her boyfriend.”

I gritted my teeth. “And you told her what?”

Jason shook his head. “I told her this week wouldn’t be good, but we would meet with her the following week.”

Just the thought of seeing Julissa had a ball of dread settling in the pit of my stomach and once again thinking that maybe I should just walk away from Jason before everything got even messier. My thoughts were an immediate contradiction to the decision I had only made minutes before because life was too confusing. I chewed at the skin on my thumb.

“Tempest,” Jason called my name.

I looked up to find him watching me.

His jaw was tightened as if he already knew what I was thinking and was fighting against being frustrated with me.

“This changes nothing, Tempest. Not our plans for the day or the future. His tone and the look on his face dared me to argue with him, so I didn’t. I pouted and ruminated silently as he finished cooking breakfast.


Tempest

I heard Jason before I saw him.

“Yes that’s me and I’d kindly give you an autograph if you’d give me a minute alone to speak to Tempest Crew.”

I rounded the corner that led out of the mailroom to find him, and my supervisor leaning against the receptionist desk. Author Grant, my boss was the complete opposite in color as Jason, but damn near the same size and they were both redheads. Author often bragged about his days as a high school basketball phenom. At the moment I could hear him regaling Jason with a story of how he scored the winning basket at one of his games.

Jason stood by politely listening to him, with rapt attention. And I be damned if he didn’t look good doing it in one of those old school-style button up polo’s that looked like a sweater with a collar. It matched his grey, black striped slim fit Chinos. On his feet were all white Gucci sneakers.

“There she is.” Author greeted me. So busy checking out Jason I hadn’t realized my boss had noticed me. 

Jason's turned his head in my direction. His eyes caught mine and held them. We stared at each other as if under some kind of spell.

“I’ll let you two have the room.” Arthur said once he realized he was being ignored.

I looked away from Jason for just a second to watch him leave the office, taking the elevator down. When I turned my attention back to Jason, he was making his way over to me covering the fifty feet that separated us in a few wide legged steps. Instead of stopping in reaching distances, he kept coming forcing me back into the wall. Placing his hands on either side of my head he leaned down, meeting me at my height.

“Good morning.”

“Good morning. What are you doing here? “I replied.

Instead of answering he pulled me over into the empty hall that led to the bathrooms, where no one could see us if they walked in. He leaned down, his breathes blending with mine. Cradling my face in his palms he kissed me. Our tongues collided. His kiss was soft, scorching, and hard all at the same time. I tangled my fingers his hair, pulling him closer until we were molded together, until I was shamelessly rubbing against him and moaning into his mouth. It was Jason who pulled away leaving me panting. With my eyes closed I leaned my head back against the wall, trying to catch my breath while Jason fixed the mess he made. He wiped smeared lipstick from my lips with his thumb.

“Lean,” he urged, pulling my head forward. He then ran his fingers through my hair that he had just hours ago helped me straighten earlier, combing it all up into a ponytail. Then he wrapped a holder that he pulled from nowhere around it. When he was finished he rested my head back against the wall then his forehead met mine.

“Good morning again and to answer your question, I’m here to get what you owe me and I also have a surprise for you.”

I finally opened my eyes. “What I owe you?” I asked.

“Yes, what you owe me.”Jason pulled back to look me in the eyes, “you said last night, that if I let you go to sleep before midnight, you would give me a blow job first thing in the morning, before you went to work. I woke up and you were already gone, early. You owe me a blowjob.”

I chuckled, reaching between us I pushed him off me. “Go where you need to go, Jason. I’m not sucking your dick at work.”

He rebutted, “Oh yes you are.”  Then stared at me with his lips drawn in a thin line, Mischievousness danced n his eyes.

I shook my head. I’m not even entertaining you. I have to get back to work. I came in early because I wanted to leave early, I want to go shopping for my new place. You can’t make me suck you dick. I clucked my tongue and went to walk past him.

He captured my elbow, stopping me.

“I bet you I can and when you do, you owe me another at home tonight.”

I looked up at him “ok, I’ll bite. How are you going to make me?

He let me go, then he proceeded to unzip his pants. His dick peeked out.”

“What in the fuck Jason?”

I reached for him to zip him back up, he swiped my hand away.

You can either do the magical, marvelous things you do with your mouth like you promised me or I can call your boss back in here and ask him to give us a fifteen, or even thirty more minutes alone. I’ll chase you around the office until I catch you and then I’ll fuck you over your mail cart, hard and have you walking funny for the rest of the day and have him wondering what we were doing with those fifteen minutes. 

My mouth gaped.

He knew he had me between a rock and a hard place. He did even wait for me to answer. He pressed on my shoulders, urging me to my knees. I didn’t put up much of a fight. The simple thought of doing it had me slick between my thighs

“Take my dick out,” he instructed.  Precum dripped from the tip like honey when I tugged it out. I slid my tongue out and twirled it over the mushroomed head, getting a taste of the salty sweetness. I continued kissing, sucking, and licking. Taking more time than I had to wrench gasp and moans from him. Finally, I drew the head into my mouth and proceeded to suck on it alone, leaving the rest his shaft deprived.

"More, please," he grunted out and grabbed a hold of the back of my head.

I let him push my mouth down onto his dick, the girth stretching my jaw. Saliva ran past my lips, wetting the shaft. He took over, using my mouth like a pussy. Roughly and aggressively, he pushed in and out, then impossibly deep, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged. He groaned and sped up. I choked as his hands tightened in my hair.

“Fuck, baby, I need you to make me cum, Tempest.” he growled low. I breathed through my nose and squeezed my thighs together, trying to ease the ache between my legs. I could tell he was close. His hips were losing their rhythm

His dick jerked and spasmed. I sucked so hard my cheeks hollowed.

He fucked my mouth at a desperate pace. His hand growing tighter in my hair

“Damn, Baby. I’m about to nut. You want it in your throat?”

I nodded. His dick swelled in my mouth. His thrust picked up. He kept fucking my mouth until I swallowed everything he gave me. As soon as he let my head go I jumped to my feet. I heard the elevator ding open and I started to panic. I knew my lip stick had been further smeared and my cheeks were probably stained with streaks of tears and mascara. I glared up at Jason.

Go, he gently shoved me towards the bathroom. I pivoted on my heel and rushed in the direction of it, aggravated with myself. I had to stop being weak in the knees for Jason ass.

When I came back Jason was once again chatting with my boss. Looking perfectly put together when I looked as if I’d obviously been doing something I shouldn’t have. My face was now bare instead of covered with light makeup and my lashes had been discarded.

“Here she is.” Jason was the first of the two men to spot me this time. I tried my hardest not to let the heat in my chest rise to my face. I didn’t turn pink or anything, but when I blushed it was obvious. I was grateful that my boss only raised an eyebrow in response to my changes instead of calling me on them. By the time I made it to them Jason was saying his goodbyes.

“Walk me to the elevator” he looked down at me.

I looked to my boss for confirmation. He nodded. Jason grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the double doors that led out to the elevators. Soon as we were out of sight, I reached over and shoved him. He pretended to stumble and laughed.

“Don’t do that anymore, Jason. Now I’m going to have to avoid him all week.”

“I’m sorry, but you promised.” he laughed as he pushed the down button on the elevator. Turning to face me, he gave me a look that I could not decipher and quite frankly didn’t want to. I wanted him to tell me how he felt and what he was thinking. He reached me and pulled me into him. I melted against his hard frame as he leaned to hug me.

“I left you something at home on the bed, a surprise.” He spoke into my hair.

The elevator dinged open..

Jason stepped back into it, letting me go, but leaving his scent lingering.

The words at home bounced around in my head. I had been staying with Jason for a week since the NBA draft and in that short time, his house was starting to feel like home. He was starting to feel like home and that scared me. Which was why I was ready to move into my own space. I opened my mouth to ask him what the surprise was. I hated surprises. He interrupted..  “Remember we’re supposed to meet up with your sister tonight.”

My heart dropped.

I had completely forgotten.

He noticed my mood change “I’m sorry, Tempest. I promise after tonight we won’t have to deal with her any longer. Then he slid his hand into his pocket and back out. “I have something that'll cheer you up though. Catch.” He underhand threw an object in my direction just as the elevator dinged shut. I fumbled, but caught it, I looked at the set of keys, well a fob with a single key. I knew one was a car key. I had already told him I didn’t feel right driving one of his expensive cars. I’d uber or catch a ride until mine was fixed.

My cellphone notification went off. I slid my hand into the pocket of my dress pants. There was a text from Jason Parking spot B13.

That was it, that was the message. Instead of going back to work like I should have and having his car towed back to his house, curiosity got the best of me.

I took the steps down to the garage to see which car he’d left behind, wondering if it was the Tesla. He really trusted me if he left the new Tesla. 

When I pushed open the exit the first thing I saw was a big red bow, then the Black luxury Jeep it was tied around. My mouth fell open. It immediately clicked that Jason had bought me a car. My text notification went off again. I brought my phone up to read it.

Had the junk man pick your old car up from the mechanic and paid him to crush it. It wasn’t safe and a new set of brakes wasn’t going to make it so. The Jeep’s in your name, title in the glove compartment. You’ll have to sell it for a lot less than it’s worth to get rid of it, therefore wasting my money. You don’t want to waste my money do you, baby?

He ended then text with a wide mouthed smiley face. I frowned. What was I supposed to say to that? My eyes strayed from my phone back to the jeep. I needed a new car and I knew Jason wasn’t giving it to me with any ulterior motive. I texted him back thank you. He texted back right away.

“no tempestuous Tempest response? This is progress, I like it. Now get to work so you can be home on time.” I shoved my phone in my pocket told myself I would second guess my decision as I skipped my happy ass to my new car


Jason

I didn’t have to be looking at my brother to know he sat across from me with an impatient glare on his brown face.

After leaving Tempest office, I had invited him to lunch because I needed to talk. Guilt had my ass in a chokehold and needed to tell somebody what I’d done. Not because I was feeling guilty about what I did. It was because I wasn't feeling guilty about it. I had to tell someone though. Someone I could trust not to repeat what I said or tell what I did.

“This is the third time you said you fucked up. Tell me what you did before I reached across this table.” He threatened. There was levity in his tone, but also seriousness.

I kept my head down but chuckled.

“You’re so impatient. Im trying to figure out a way to say that I did something crazy, without sounding crazy.

He gritted, “Just say it. I’m wasting my lunch break here with you. I could be eating, or fucking my girl, but I’m doing neither since you said you needed to talk, now you won’t talk.

“I-“ I opened my mouth to speak. He quickly raised his hand interrupting me.” don’t say I fucked up again.” He challenged. “Blurt it the fuck out.”

Before saying anything I looked around the small diner I had chosen specifically because it was usually empty when I rode past it on the way home. Which is where I had to be in less than an hour. I leaned over the table. I brought Tempest a brand-new Jeep, I eased him in then blurted out the rest, quietly. “I also switched her birth control pills out with non-hormonal placebos a few weeks before I had you run down on the dude she works with.” Yes, I had sent my brother to intimidate my competition.

His hazel eyes bucked “Jason.”  He muttered my name in a whispered voice. He didn’t have to say anything else.. I heard the admonishment, disappointment and disbelief all in the way he said my name.

I looked up in time to watch a grimace slide from his face. He tucked his hands under the table. I’m sure to restrain himself.

“What kind of backwards shit, Jason?'' He whispered harshly. You’re a newly signed NBA multimillionaire and you’re trying to trap a woman with a baby. That shit is supposed to be the other way around. Why would you do some shit like that?”

I didn’t even consider how illogical and entitled my next words would sound before they came out of my mouth. “Because she forced my hand.” Soon as they were fully out, I heard the audacity in them. But fuck it, it was true. I leaned back in my chair, avoiding the hand that Demetrius leveled at me head.

We both looked around, making sure nobody had seen my fully uniformed police officer brother take a swing at me. Our eyes crashed back together when we saw no one was paying any attention to us. Demetrius glared at me. “How did she force your hand, Jason? “

I frowned. Sitting back up right. I dragged my hands down my face before answering him.

“She was scared. Feeling guilty about what we did to her sister. I could feel her pulling away. I figured that if she got pregnant she’d have no choice but to be with me.” I wanted Tempest more than I wanted a professional basketball career and I wasn’t letting anybody keep me from her, even her.” I sounded so fucking whiney, but he was my big brother, so it was okay.

He cocked his head. “What did you all do to her sister?”

I explained how I spent months pretending to want one sister while waiting for the other to give me a chance.

Demetrius let out a deep breath and shook his head. “you’re a fucking idiot. I know you got attachment issues but this is going a bit far. You should have taken all of this to your grave. Why are you even telling me?”

My shoulders slumped, “because you’re my big brother and I need advice?”

It was his turn to frown.

“Advice about what? Call your fucking therapist, or better yet don’t, she’ll probably baker act you because you sound crazy.” He said, referring to Doctor Jordan. I'd been going to therapy since I was ten. Kids didn't just get found in the trash, after being born high on crack and grow into adults without problems. I had issues. Control issues, abandonment issues, separation anxiety, but they were under control, sorta. My family had a lot to do with why I wasn’t worse off.

“I think she’s pregnant, but she’s not telling me and I’m wondering if I should confront her about it.” 

Tempest and I had been fucking nearly twice a day for weeks after I switched out her birth control with no break for a period. I started paying attention, her hips had rounded more. Her areolas had darkened to nearly pitch Black and she was complaining about them being tender. Google confirmed the symptoms. She had to know. Why wasn’t she telling me? Or maybe she didn’t know and I was being paranoid.

“Maybe you should wait until she’s sleeping and administer a blood test. They have those at home kits.”

I nodded. “I hadn't thought about that….”

Demetrius scoffed and glared at me.

I ran his words back in my head and realized they had been dripping with sarcasm.

“Are you fucking crazy?” he snarled.

“Yes. Im fucking crazy I admit. She makes me crazy.” I’ve followed her. Threatened her, begged her. I want her so bad I’m willing to go further. Probably would have to go further after she found out what I’d been hiding from her. But I didn’t tell him any of that.

His radio went off before he could reply. He held up a finger signaling for me to wait.

I didn’t understand the codes he received from his dispatcher but I knew they meant he had to go.

When he stood he took a moment to lord over me and look down at me with disappointment creasing his face.

“I’m not talking to you anymore about this. I already risked my job by going by ol’e boy house for you. I don’t want to be further involved and end up having to arrest you. He tapped on the table. “When all this crazy shit comes out, don't tell anybody I know. And I guess, congratulations.” He walked off leaving me exactly how he found me. With more problems than I had answers to.


Tempest

I reached down and trailed my long, freshly manicure, red tipped nail along the length of Jason’s dick print, trying to entice into pulling it out. He knocked my hand away.

“I’m not wasting cum in your hands. He whispered into my ear, needlessly. The music in the VIP area was low enough so you didn’t even have to raise your voice to be heard

“Just pull your skirt up a bit and sit on my lap, I need to cum. “He slurred.

Crossfaded. Jason was high off the THC in the meal the private chef he'd hired had prepared for us and tipsy from the thousand-dollar bottle of brown liquor somebody in VIP had sent him. I wasn’t drinking and hadn't eaten any of the dosed food at dinner. He decided one of us had to remain clear headed out in public and it was going to be me.

I chuckled despite being on the verge of orgasming. My pussy muscles constricted around his fingers.

With one hand on the bottle and one between my legs Jason was working me into a frenzy while trying to coax me into very public sex. Being finger fucked under the table in the club was vastly different than being bent over it. I didn’t care that he had sent everybody away or how dark the corner of the VIP section ⁠— he had us tucked away in ⁠—was. I wasn’t going for it.

That’s all I needed ⁠— was for some paparazzi to get a picture of me fucking him in the club. Social media was already dragging me enough. People were calling me all kinds of names for no reason. Giving me advice about my weight, without a doctorate. There was a rumor that Jason was using me as a publicity stunt to get better brand sponsors, but it wasn’t as bad as it could be. My divorce hadn’t been brought up. Jason had been right. Everybody was more interested in the circumstances surrounding his birth. Random white people kept the media busy by coming from every corner of the globe to claim they were one of his birth parents or a long-lost sibling or cousin or aunts. His agent and team lawyer had been doing their due diligence by having the ones who could possibly be telling the truth screened and tested. A week after the story broke they’d DNA tested nearly sixty people, all no relation.

“Please,” Jason ran his tongue across my ear. The gruff, lustful undertone of his voice pushed me closer to the edge.

I felt electric.

His fingers sped up as he applied more pleasure to my clit with his thumb rubbing in small circles

My entire body was coiled and ready for relief

“Just give me a couple minutes to put this nut in my pussy where it belongs.”

I whimpered at his dirty words. My head lolled back on the seat. Everything started to spin. I closed my eyes and hid my almost cum face behind both of my hands. Finally, I spread my legs giving him full access, I still managed to shake head no.

“You're so mean to me, too stingy with my pussy,” he chuckled ducking his head he took my pebbled nipple, and the fabric of my red, nearly see-through blouse and suck it all into his mouth. He bit down slightly, catching the flesh between his teeth at the same time he crooked his fingers hitting my spot. Cum seeped from my slit. My toes curled. My face warned. I. arched into him and came so hard it left me lightheaded.

He took his time pulling his finger from me, gathering my wetness as he left. It took him longer to remove his mouth from my breast. I dropped my hands to my side, leaned into the booth away from him. trying to catch my breath. He made breathing harder by taking the wet fingers he’s just had inside of me and glazing the top of his bottle with it. Then he put the bottle to his mouth, taking a long swallow. The eye contact we had, while he did it had my nipples aching. Jason’s ass was belligerently nasty all the time and I wouldn’t admit it aloud, but I loved it. Sliding my leather skirt the rest of the way up my thighs I decided to give in to his request.  I wanted to return the favor.

Jason watched like a predator as I reached under my dress, I got a hold of my soaked panties and started inching them down my thick thighs. He watched me. His’ teeth digging into his bottom lip hard enough to draw blood. He caught on was I was doing and started to work at freeing himself from the tailored navy-blue slacks he had on.

Lust swirled around us like smoke.

Seeing him so turned on and anxious made me feel sexy as fuck. Fresh cream gushed from my pussy. I knew I was going to leave a wet spot behind. Jason managed to get his zipper down. He reached over and snatched my panties from hand. He took them and brought them to his face before shoving them in his pocket, then suddenly his face went tight, the muscle in his jaw flexing

My eyes followed his line of sight to the object of his irritation. Seeing Julissa walking in our direction behind the tree sized VIP bouncer made me remember what we’d come there for in the first place.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on just breathing as I smoothed my skirt down and fixed my blouse. Jason shifted next to me fixing himself. I thought inviting to Julissa to the club to talk wasn’t a good idea, but Jason said the more public the better. He said if something happened or she decided to show her ass, she couldn’t cry foul and lie on either one of us. He expected the meeting to go sideways after the calls and messages he had received. She’d sent me a text message after the draft, saying she was going to expose him for who he really was before I changed my number.

When the bouncer stopped her at our table she barely acknowledged me. Her full attention was on Jason whose mouth was drawn until a thin line of distaste. A beat of silence passed. I nudged him with my elbow,. Somebody had to say something to her and I wasn’t going to. At that point I really couldn’t stand my sister. He cut his eyes to me then shot her a fake smile.” Have a seat” he raised his hand and gestured to the stool across from us. The table divided us. Julissa smoothed her hands down the red mini dress she’d worn, bringing attention to her shapely body before sitting. She was putting on a show and not for my benefit. I made myself not look to Jason for his reaction 

“You want something to drink?” He lifted the bottle he’d been nursing all night and held it in her direction.

I reached across the table and snatched it before she could even think about taking it. He threw his head back and laughed. I glared at the side of his face. When he finally sobered a few seconds later he looked at me raising his hand in surrender. “I’m sorry, but you know that shit’s funny.”

I shook my head. Julissa cleared her throat. Leaning I sat the bottle down next to the Black Very Privé Louboutin heels Jason had gifted me along with dinner. I hadn’t even tried to make him take them back, they were too beautiful to pretend I didn’t want them. I’d rather have given the Jeep back. Julissa would die if she saw them on my feet. The petty part of me smirked as I rose back up.

“What did you want to talk about, Julissa?” Jason asked her.

“ I have a solution to our problems.” She opened her mouth to tell us her solution, by the time she closed it I was livid.

I leaned over the table, making sure I was close enough to hear her clearly. “Repeat that last part.” I just knew I had to be hearing things.

Julissa rolled her eyes in my direction. “You can be with him in private and I’ll be the one the public sees him with.”

I blinked hard. That's what I thought she had said. I glanced over at Jason, his jaw was hard set.. He looked so much more sober than he had just minutes ago glaring at her.

Julissa kept talking

“The news and social media are —"

I opened my mouth to shut Julissa down but Jason beat me to it.

“No” he barked. He rolled his head on his shoulder.”Just name a price so we can get this nonsense over with.”

I snatched my head in his direction, “you’re going to pay her?

Jason squeezed my thigh under the table and slightly shook his head. I tucked my lips into my mouth.

“Five hundred thousand and I won’t say anything.”

My mouth fell open. “A half of million dollars? You’re out of your fuck-”I started.

Jason cut me off. “Deal” He said. 

My mouth fell open wider.

The smile on Julissa face made me want to reach across the table and snatch her lips off.

I turned to Jason, “you’re not paying her. You said y’all weren’t together and she has no proof that you were.”

Julissa chimed in, “I don’t?” She challenged as she pulled her cell from the little pink, diamond studded bag she had been holding. She swiped across the screen a few times, then she held up for me to see. There on the screen was a muted video of her and Jason in the backseat of a car. She had her back to him, gyrating her hips up and down. Jason was holding the phone. He recorded his condom-covered dick slipping in and out of her before, turning the camera on himself and throwing up a peace sign, then he handed the phone back to Julissa. My stomach rolled. I cut my eyes to Jason who was glaring even harder at Julissa. If looks could kill…

I was fucking devastated.

I waited for him to say something, even if it was denying what I clearly saw with my own eyes. Julissa spoke first. “He has a type. There are three or four girls who look more like me than you with the similar videos. He’s already paid two of them, why not me?” She laughed pointing to herself.”

I could feel my nostrils flaring. I wondered what I had done that was so bad in life to have my own sister treat me in such a way. There was nothing. Which was exactly why in that moment I could have murdered her right there and not felt an ounce of remorse.

I could have murdered both of them.

Standing abruptly, I very nearly knocked over the table. I needed to get away from her and Jason.

Jason grabbed my elbow. I resisted the urge to snatch away. “I looked down at him.” I could see the regret and sorrow in his eyes but I didn’t care. He could have warned me. If only he had warned me, my heart wouldn’t be feeling as if it were going to explode from my chest.

“I need to use the restroom.” I didn’t even try to be fake and smile. I knew even under the dim lighting he could see the barely unshed tears in my eyes. “I’ll be right back, I managed to choke out. He hesitated but eventually let me go.

I rushed away from the table without looking at my sister. Her revelation had skewered me. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of seeing how badly.

I heard Jason yell something at Julissa as I walked away but I couldn’t make out what. I made my way to the restroom that was about hundred feet from the table and twenty feet from the stairs you used to exit VIP. I glanced over my shoulder to make sure Jason wasn’t watching me and saw that Julissa and him were in a heated back and forth Jason had stood and was towering over her small frame yelling. Any other time I would have objected to a man trying to intimidate her in such a way, but at the moment I didn’t care. I exited the VIP, taking the stairs down to the main club as quickly as my heeled feet would allow me. I made it to the first floor without falling just to collide with someone in front of me. The smell of Frederic Malle  Superstitious sent my heart plummeting to my stomach. I hadn’t prayed in so long but I prayed enough to make up for years in the one second before I looked up and my eyes collided with my ex-husband’s. The intensity in his was unnerving. My hands shook. I shrank away. His big hand wrapped around my wrist, his grip firm and bruising. He snatched me to him. I collided with his wide chest. He leaned down to speak loud enough to be heard over the music.

“Hello, Tempest. Seems we need to talk about how my wife should act in public and you better pray I don’t snap your fucking neck for embarrassing me.”

The menacing tone in his voice scared the shit out. Started me to trembling. It was the same tone he used before trying to beat my ass half to death the night I finally said enough was enough. 

I couldn’t move, but I screamed as he grabbed me. He wrapped his arm around my waist and started dragging me towards the exit, elbowing his way across the dance floor. It was dark so I’m sure nobody noticed my distress or could see well enough to know what was going on. 

We’d made it almost to the club doors before it snapped in my brain that I had to help myself. Just at the exit I saw that there was a fire alarm. I reached out and pulled it. The sound of it going off reverberated through the building. One of the guys guarding the door had saw me doing it and came barreling towards us. I just knew I was saved until Malcolm lifted me off my feet and slammed out of the door. A slight chill in the outside air made me shiver. Just before the door closed I saw Jason rushing through the crowd in our direction. I started to struggle then. Kicking out, people rushing out of the club and bumping into us helped get me free. I didn’t have to worry about my shoes hindering me, they’d been lost in the fray. As soon as my feet hit the ground I propelled forward in preparation to run, just to be snatched back by my hair blown out hair. My scalp screamed. I reached up and pried at his fingers. 

I had lost sight of Jason until he was right up on us. His fist was flying over my head. I heard his knuckles connect to Malcolm’s face. Malcolm’s hand slipped from my hair. I was pushed to the side. I watched in horror as Jason and Malcolm exchanged blow for blow until Jason grabbed Malcolm, lifted him then slammed him to the ground. I heard all the air leave his body. I grabbed Jason just as he was about to bring his handmade leather bespoke booted foot down onto Malcolm’s ribs.

“Jason, stop!” I yelled. I didn’t want him going to jail or ruining his career for me.

The rage filled expression he turned on me with tightened the knots in my stomach. “Why would you leave the VIP area without me?” He yelled. I was about to answer him when Julissa came out of nowhere and grabbed my arm, snatching me around to face her. Julissa screamed indistinguishable words in my face, pointing at Malcolm on the ground.

It took me a minute to get my bearings together to understand that she was accusing me of being the reason the men were fighting. I lost it. I cocked back and swung; my hand connected with Julissa’s cheeks. Her head snapped to the right. I saw a spittle fly from her mouth. This bitch was accusing me of being the cause of this bullshit when it could only have been her who told Malcolm where we were meeting. I was ready to beat her ass for the old and the new “You bitch!” I hollered; I was hysterical. I lunged toward her. A bouncer lifted me from the ground before I made contact with her face. Jason shoved him “Get your fucking hands off of her. He snatched me around the waist and hauled me away from the bouncer.

“Calm down, Tempest” He ordered with too much bass in his voice for my liking at the moment.

I snatched away. Out of the corner of my eyes I watched as one of the other bouncers grabbed Julissa, restraining her. Giving me freedom to direct my wrath at Jason. I faced him. Fist balled at my side, ready to sock him in his mouth too. I swung and connected with his shoulder. I tried to swing again. Again, Jason got mad at the clubs employee when he tried to handle me. Touch her afuckinggain and I’ll break your fucking hand.

Jason grabbed my hand and pulled me to his side, I snatched away “Fuck you. Don’t touch me and don’t fucking tell me or him what todo. You let her come here tonight and humiliate me. You don’t get to tell me anything anymore.”

Oohs and laughs filled the air and for the first time I became cognizant of the fact that we were surrounded by spectators, of course everyone’s phones were out. I hated a public scene but I was too wired to calm myself down.

Jason and I started yelling back and forth, turning our anger and frustration on each other, then we heard the sirens and snapped out of it. Jason pulled keys to his Range and pressed them to my hand.

“Go straight home and wait for me.”

I listened without protest, there was no way I could keep my job if I got arrested for fighting and pulling the  fire alarm. I took them and headed straight for the car. I was going to his home but I wouldn’t be staying. I just needed to get my bags. Fuck Jason. He’d set me up for failure and embarrassment by not telling me my sister and several other women had sex tapes with him.

I got in the car, pushed the start button, and took my time leaving the parking lot, as to not draw attention of the approaching police, though I wanted to speed away. It was an angry twenty minute ride to Jason’s. Pulling into his garage, I parked right next to my new jeep. I got out and hopped into it, cranked it, and backed out midway the driveway.. I guess Jason got his wish. I had to keep the jeep now since I was about to make it my get away car. After backing out I left the car running and popped the trunk. I only needed to get a few things. I was almost positive I’d be in and out before Jason talked his way out of being arrested.

Shaking my head at the fuckery that had transpired I unlocked Jason’s front door and headed straight upstairs. I grabbed my laptop bag and toiletries and took them to the car, then went back for my book bag. Just as I made it to the bedroom I heard a car pull up into the driveway. I sighed knowing Jason wasn’t about to make it easy for me to leave. Fuck it, not like he could make me stay. I grabbed my backpack and the couple of pieces of clothes I had on hanger and headed back own the wide spiral suitcase. On the last step I froze. Reflexive fear nearly stopped my heart, because instead of Jason coming in, it was Malcolm. Bloodied, and bruised he walked into the door I had left open, as if he owned the place. An indescribable feeling of dread settled on the pit of my stomach and my mouth went dry .

Malcolm scanned the foyer and living room once before his eyes settled on me.

My brain was telling me to take action but I couldn’t move. Conscious thought faded away. Every part of my body went on pause as my brain replayed every kick, punch and ass whooping Malcolm had given me like a movie in my head. I relived it all in the span of thirty seconds that felt like forever before I snapped out of it. When I did, basic instinct took over. 

Reaching into the backpack I was still holding I snatched out my Glock, the steel was cold in my hand. There was no way I was taking another beating or rape. I couldn’t handle it. 

I watched Malcolm moving in my direction, his mouth was moving but whatever he said fell on death ears as I aimed the gun in his direction. His eyes went big just before two bullets entered his chest. He stumbled back. His face twisted in pain. A scream followed the loud booms. 

I cut my eyes away from Malcolm’s fallen body in time to watch Julissa fall to the ground right at the threshold of the front door. For a split second a dark part of me thought about shooting Julissa too. She was the cause of too many of my problems. 

I didn’t get the chance to decide. I was knocked to the floor and although I’d only met Jason’s brother once I knew it was him, they smelled alike, but different. The gun was removed from my hand. 

I was breathing so hard and so shallow it became nearly impossible for me to take a deep enough breath. I could feel everything going black and then suddenly everything was pitch black. 

When I came to I was in bed. Jason, his agent, a middle-aged Black man with waist length dreads and his brother in full uniform stood just outside Jason’s bedroom door, talking. I remembered shooting Malcolm immediately, but what I wasn’t sure of is if had been a bad dream or if it was real. I slightly shifted in bed. All eyes turned to me. I cleared my throat “did I kill him?” They all looked at each other before the agent and Jason's brother walked away from the door.

Jason approached the bed. He ran eyes over me before he sat down. He rubbed the back of his neck. The way he looked at me, I knew Malcolm was dead. I tried to drum up an ounce of remorse or regret or even fear of going to prison and nothing came.             

“I need to call Simone so I could see if the firm I worked for provided free counsels for employees.” I paused to look at Jason “are the police downstairs to arrest me? How long was I out?”

Jason frowned. “I wouldn’t let them arrest you. “

I frowned back at him “How could you stop them? I shot Malcolm. I didn’t even wait for him to attack so it wasn’t even self defense. I just shot him.”

Jason looked over his shoulder towards the door before turning back to me. He lowered his voice and head. “Let that be the last time you speak those words. After attacking you in the club, your ex and sister followed you home. He broke into our house to attack you in a fit of jealous rage after finding out we had recently been married. You shot him defending yourself. You don’t know what happened after that because you passed out.”

I reran what he said back in my head and still didn’t get it. “What?”

Jason nodded towards the door. “That’s the story  you tell when the detectives or anybody else who asks you what happened."

I shook my head. "That’s a  horrible plan We aren’t married and it can be easily refuted by simply searching for a marriage license."

“It’s all been arranged.” Jason reached over gripping my left hand, he pulled it to him, then held it up.

My eyes bugged.

“3.83 carats set on 9 grams of white platinum,” Jason informed me.

I covered my gapped mouth with my free hand as I stared at the huge round diamond on my finger. I heard the sound of papers crinkling. “As soon as you sign these papers you’ll be Mrs Jenkins as of yesterday.”

“What if I don’t want to marry you?”

He looked slightly despondent, then angry, his eyes narrowing to slits.

Just as he was about to speak, his brothers large frame darkened the door. He had a worried look on his face.

“Detective Jordan would like to speak to her now.” He warned.

Seemed I had decisions to make and in a very short time span.


Epilogue

It had been five months since I’d killed my ex-husband. Five months since I’d married the man of my dreams. Five months since I’d found out I was pregnant and five months since my sister was arrested as an accessory to my assault. Five months since I’d got my revenge.

The sound of a metal door clunking open drew my attention to the other people on either side of me talking to their loved ones. The buzzing chatter made me anxious. I was ready to go.

“Why did you call me here, Julissa?” I asked without looking at her.

 “It's hard here, Tempest. You know I wasn’t going to let Malcolm hurt you, you have to get me out of here.”

I finally turned to give her my full attention to her. Sitting behind a stained plexiglass partition, there were a glimmer of tears in her eyes. I used to hate seeing her cry. I had to stop myself from softening.

“I know it’s hard for you Julissa, that’s why I’m not paying your bail or for your lawyer.” I said, twisting my lips. I gave her time to let my words sink in.

Julissa banged her hand against the Plexiglass, it shook but didn’t break.

“You’re trying to keep me in jail. Why would you do that?”

A guard cleared his throat.

I turned and smiled in the direction of the one who was watching us, hoping it conveyed reassurance that she would calm down, before turning and chuckling at Julissa. She didn’t look as bad as I’m sure she was doing. 

Her natural looks worked better for her than a full-face beat, which aged her. Her hair was pulled into a bushy ponytail and her skin was clear and healthy. I sighed. I wanted her to physically look in the mirror and see what being a crappy sister had cost her, but since we had good genes, I’d have to settle for her spending some time in jail.

“Why would I do that to you?” 

I leaned in. I had a memory I wanted to recount for her.

“You remember on your eighteenth birthday? You wanted a big party. I told you I didn’t think Malcolm would approve so I said no, but you insisted. You bugged me for a week. I gave in. Remember the beer mug to the head I received as a result?"

She dropped her eyes and whispered, “no.”

I nodded. "Oh yes, you remember. Malcolm gave you the car you still drive when someone isn’t chauffeuring you around, while I was laid up in the hospital. After repeatedly calling you and him for a ride. I took a cab and came home to find you naked in my bed with him.

“That wasn’t even what it looked like,” she tried to defend.

I waved my hand, cutting her off. “It wasn’t Julissa? How about the weekends y’all went away on trips together? Y’all thought I wouldn’t notice? Or how about when I would wake up and find him sneaking out of your room. What about his name being on your apartment lease? You didn’t think I knew he paid most of your bills since you turned eighteen and moved out?"

She opened her mouth to say something again and I cut her off yet again. I hadn’t come that day to talk to her about what she’s done to me. I just wanted her to know, I knew. 

I sighed. "I really didn’t care, Julissa, about you and him. Not when you fucking him was giving me reprieve from having to. You could have had the whole man, ass whooping’s and all. What did bother me was how you treated me when I lived in your home. After I spent years taking care of you.  After you fucked my husband. And look what all of that got you?" 

I tucked my lip and shook my head. “Nothing… And now you’re the reason Malcolm’s dead and the reason I’m living the life you thought you deserved with Jason."

I lowered my voice “I already knew I’d probably have to one day kill Malcolm. I used to fantasize about it. Killing him. The cherry on top is seeing you here. Be thankful for where you are now. It’s better than being dead. I thought about killing you too. You could be in your grave..." Before Julissa could respond I hung up the phone, stood and walked towards the exit. I could hear her calling my name and banging at the divider as I walked off. When I pushed open the doors that led outside, I Instantaneously laid eyes on Jason. He was leaned against his truck with his phone against his ear, he hung up and came to me placing his hands on my belly. 

“How did it go?” He gazed down at me.

“It was fine. We came to an understanding."

Jason allowed me to leave my answer vague as he led me to the truck and helped me in. He didn’t ever really want to talk about Julissa. I knew he was scared it would remind me that he’d fucked her and it was documented. Lowkey I was over it and had already forgiven him. How could I not? He had literally done everything in his power to make sure I didn’t spend a day in jail for murdering Malcolm.

I watched him walk around the front of the car — thinking one day we’d have to talking about him switching out my birth control though. I’d been taking them since I was fifteen to regulate my period. How he figured I wouldn’t notice the change in colors is beyond me, but today was not the day. Maybe never. Maybe I’d let him think I wasn’t a willing participant in my pregnancy forever. I don’t know. For now, I was going to enjoy having someone put my needs first and taking care of me for once.
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First Sight

Liked this taboo tale? Check out another of mine.

What happens when the one woman you crave turns out to be your wife's daughter?

“If you don’t let me go—“ “What?” He cut off my protest. “You’ll do what, Lolita? If I thought for a moment you really didn’t want me, I’d let you go, but I think I know what you really want and since you’re about to become a lawyer, I’ll speak in your language. You want plausible deniability. You want me to steal the pussy from you so you can have what you want tonight, then you can get up in the morning and convince yourself you didn’t want it. That you did nothing wrong. Ok, baby. Close your eyes and enjoy this dick. You can say I made you do it. If that assuages your guilt."
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