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   Chapter 1
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   It was always said, “Keep your friends close, but your enemies even closer.” Now I realize why I never had many friends because bitches could never be trusted.
 
   Well, allow me to introduce you to Dawn and Marcy, my best friends. And then there’s me, Cynthia. It all started our junior year of high school, when I first met Dawn. We were in the same homeroom, and we had two other classes together. Dawn was new to the school, and I was elected to show her around. She was there that awful day I received the gut-wrenching news that my father had committed murder-suicide, killing both himself and my mother. After I returned to school, we automatically clicked. She would always try her best to cheer me up, even though I knew her home life was chaos. Then, in the middle of the school year, we met Marcy. Nobody liked her ass, including me, but during my absence, Dawn became friends with her, and even though Dawn could sense my dislike for Marcy, she always forced our friendship. Dawn always saw the good in everybody. 
 
   Marcy was considered the troublemaker of the group. She stayed fighting and arguing because she was always up in some other girls’ boyfriend’s face. Even though Marcy kept confusion going, nobody or nothing could touch us because we were as thick as thieves by our senior year. It was unbelievable how close we all became. By the time we were adults, we saw each other through college, break-ups, births, abortions, marriages, and deaths. While we were what you would call inseparable, there were times that Marcy would rub me the wrong way, but Dawn would somehow keep the peace amongst us. However, Marcy somehow finally managed to break the bond and trust of our circle. I’ll tell you more about that later, though.
 
   Allow me to introduce myself, my name is Cynthia Reid, but everyone calls me “Cyn”. I’m five foot four, medium built with hazel brown eyes and dimples. I was blessed with long hair that stopped in the middle of my back and with as ass that won’t quit. I was also blessed with 36DDs to complete the package. In addition, I was an only child. After graduating high school, I attended Temple University and took up Business Administration. When my parents died, there was an insurance policy left for me. It was enough money to cover college, plus a little to play with. After receiving my BA in business, I took a course in real state. Now, I was a Regional Property Manager for one of the top Property Management companies. I definitely had dreams of owning my business as a realtor.
 
   Now, my personal life, on the other hand, was messy. I was in a complicated relationship with Eric Greyson, who was an up-and-coming defense attorney. We were destined to either flourish or flock. There were signs that our relationship was suffering a slow death, but I kept ignoring the signs. At first, I didn’t pay it any attention, but then he wasn’t staying over or even coming by as much as he used to. That’s when my instincts started kicking in. I started to notice that he was also calling and texting me less and less. Our sex life was obviously dwindling because he hadn’t touched me in over five months. I started questioning my ability to satisfy my man. Was he still attracted to me, or was there something I was lacking? I knew I attended to his needs because I was freak in the bed.
 
   I finally got tired of wondering why we weren’t spending time together anymore. It seemed as if I were the only one willing to fight for us, and I had no more fight left in me. I made plans to meet him for lunch to see where we stood. Before leaving work, I cleared my schedule and told my assistant, Amy, that I would be gone for the rest of day. I instructed her that once she was finished with her work, she could leave early herself. I had no plans on returning today because I wasn’t sure how lunch would turn out. I arrived at the restaurant five minutes late, but there was no sign of Eric. 
 
   “Ms. Reid, you are the first to arrive in your party. Would you like to wait at the bar?” the host asked. I told the hostess that she could seat me now, and I would just order appetizers while I waited.
 
   “Okay, I will let your waitress know,” she replied and walked away. My waitress came over to the table and introduced herself as Sarah. While waiting for Eric, I ordered buffalo wings, a salad, and a glass of Moscato. I could hear my cell phone buzzing in my purse, and there was a text from Eric:
 
    
 
   Eric: I’m sorry I won’t be able to make lunch. I got held up in court. When I’m finished, I will give you a call. May be we can meet later.
 
   Me: Why did you wait this long to text me? 
 
   Eric: Look, I said I got held up in court. I apologize. Call you later
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe he was canceling our lunch date. Something always miraculously came up at the last minute, or he had to work late on a case. There were too many damn excuses, and I was going to take this one as a sign. I wasn’t sure if he’d lost interest or if he was cheating. I decided to take my food to go, since I was just so fucking irritated with Eric and his bullshit. I had some decisions I needed to make because I was irked with the whole situation. I wasn’t trying to be in a loveless relationship anymore. There was clearly nothing to save here. See, my childhood affected my relationships with men. My mother was always miserable and crying, due to my father’s constant cheating, and I witnessed it all. My father would either come in late, or he would stay out all night. He would come home smelling of sex and perfume. It never turned out good whenever my mother confronted him, and he beat the shit out of her every time. My mom stayed with a busted lip or a black eye. I watched my mother sacrifice her own happiness just to keep a roof over our heads. She worked two jobs because my father was always spending his money on booze and his bitches. 
 
   My mom was nursing assistant working at a nursing home, taking care of the elderly, and she was also a home health aide on the weekends. My mother’s dream was to become an RN, but she had let that dream go because she couldn’t work two jobs, go to school, and still have time for me. I was the only family she had. She refused to spend what little time she had away from me. She had a sister, who moved away after my grandmother died, and she managed to swindle my mother out of the insurance money that my grandmother left behind for them. One day, she just up-and-moved away to another state, leaving my mom without a dime. There never was any contact afterwards. Even after that, my mom still tried to search for her, but no one had any contact information for her. I guess that’s how she wanted it to be, so my mother gave up hope of ever finding her. I never understood how my aunt could live with herself, knowing she had the answers to all of my mom’s prayers and didn’t do a damn thing to help. 
 
   One day, my mom finally got fed up and decided to pack us up and move away. This particular day, my father came home early and caught my mom packing and decided to take both of their lives. My mother had a very good friend, Emily, who took me in and raised me until I graduated from high school and started college. I was forever grateful to her because I’d heard some horrible stories about foster care, and I dreaded being another statistic of abuse, neglect, and being moved from place to place. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   My name is Dawn Hunter, and I own a catering company called, “Soul’s Delight.” I’d always been a go-getter, one who made things happen instead of sitting around and waiting. See, I was the youngest child and I always got my older sisters’ or cousins’ hand-me-downs. I was appreciative of it, but I wanted a choice in what I owned. It didn’t always work out that way, so when I got of age, I applied for a job at McDonald’s. It was a big step for me, and I finally gained my independence. And from that moment on, I was out for mine. Once I graduated high school, I went to Culinary Arts School because cooking and baking were niches of mine. While in school, I met this guy, Anthony Braxton. Things were getting serious, but for a while, I wasn’t too sure if I was ready. Eventually, we became engaged and got married after we graduated. We  decided on waiting to have children because we both had goals of owning our own businesses. I can say—at first—things for me were moving too slow, while Anthony’s consultant firm was flourishing. I never gave up hope, and I later expanded the catering company to include event planning.
 
   After five years of marriage, and when we were financially set, Anthony decided it was time to try for a baby. My only issue was that I just wasn’t ready. I had grown so used to it just being the two of us, that I was scared to tell him I wasn’t there yet. He always dreamed of having two or three kids, but it just wasn’t what I wanted at the age of twenty-eight. I knew it sounded selfish, but I just wasn’t prepared to give that part of my life to children. With all of the sex we were having, Ant couldn’t understand why I wasn’t pregnant already. It was really because I never stop taking the depo shot. And if he ever found out, it would be hell up in here! With my business, I stayed busy, and there was never a dull moment in my life. Plus, with my beautiful figure, I just wasn’t ready to lose that, either. I was 5 foot four and thick in all of the right places. My hair was cut into a beautiful bob, and I had what Ant loved to call “sexy grey eyes”. I loved and adored this man because he stood by me while I was struggling to get my business off of the ground and he provided for the both of us. We lived in a beautiful five-bedroom, three-bath ranch style home, and he just recently bought me an all-black 2015 Lexus ES 350 for our wedding anniversary. Just knowing that he was a loving and caring man, I felt guilty for not being able to give him what he wanted. 
 
   I called my girls, Marcy and Cyn, because I needed to have a girls’ night out and get their opinions. See, Cyn was the level-headed one, who always gave it to me straight, no chaser. Whereas, with Marcy, she was the hater of the bunch. She always had something negative to say, and that shit just irked my soul. I felt as though she was jealous because she stayed with a different dude every day. She would use them for whatever she could get and then dump them afterwards. It didn’t matter if it was money, a condo, cars, or clothes, she was just a damn gold digger. She had two kids, Selina and Amina, who she wasn’t taking care of. They were both living with her mother. In reality, all Marcy did was contribute her money but not her time. See, that’s not how I wanted to be—selfish and depriving my kids of my time and my love. 
 
   Tonight, we were meeting at our favorite place, Café Delite, where they had all types of dishes. For me, it was seafood that hit the spot. I loved shrimp, crab, lobster, and fish. Plus, the drinks were all that! This was our number one hang out spot. Marcy and I arrived at the same time, and Cyn called to say that she was running late, but there was something in her voice that told me she wasn’t all that apologetic. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   So, I’m Marcy Crawford, the youngest of the bunch. See, I was the spoiled one, who always got what she wanted, when she wanted it. By me being the only child, my parents couldn’t help but spoil me. I couldn’t have cared less about what other people thought of me or about their damn feelings; at the end of the day, I was doing me. See, what people didn’t understand was that I go after what and who I wanted. Married, singled, or divorced, if I liked them, I was all over it. I’d had lawyers, doctors, congressmen, and judges, just to name a few. And it cost to play in my yard. Why should I work when it was always given to me? I was just that girl with the long, honey blonde hair down the middle of my back and a set of hazel brown eyes. I might not have been top heavy, but my ass made up for them both. It had made both men and women take notice of me when I walked by. I was what you would call “mixed”. My mother was black, and my dad was Italian. I have two beautiful daughters, Amina who is nine, and Selina, who is seven. They both lived with my parents. My mother knew there wasn’t a motherly instinct bone in my body. So, I granted custody to my parents. My children knew me as their mother, and I spent whatever time I could spare with them. After Selina, I had my tubes tied because being pregnant always slowed me down.
 
   My friends always seemed to judge me because of the way I lived. Like I told them, what I do is my business. If I lay around on my back for these men and they pay me, then that’s my business and it’s my damn body. I give these men what their women couldn’t. And it has kept them coming back for more. See, I only have a select few. They all knew the rules—no strings attached. I don’t catch feelings; however, there is one guy, who seems to have put the moves on my heart. He’s not married, but he’s in a relationship. I knew for a fact that he wasn’t happy with her. In the beginning, he knew I wasn’t a nagging, clingy, or insecure bitch. And no, I don’t consider myself a hoe or a home wrecker. How do you wreck something that was already damaged? At times, I longed for that closeness of my own man, who would love me unconditionally, but, assholes like Richard—my girls’ father—made it hard for everyone after him. I loved him; I was faithful, and I gave him my heart and my undivided attention. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to please him. I cooked, I cleaned, I kept myself looking good, and I was his freak in the sheets. I thought I was all that he needed. However, when I became pregnant with Amina, he cheated on me. When I confronted him, he told me it was over before it began. 
 
   So, for a year and half, things seemed to be back on track, and somewhere in there, I became pregnant with Selina. Richard started acting strange again, staying out late, coming in smelling of perfume that wasn’t mine, with lipstick on his collar. You name it, and it was happening. It was as if he had just said, “Fuck it!” and stopped giving a damn about me. So, while I was pregnant with Selina, I lost a lot weight because I was not eating and the stress was getting to me. My mother noticed that something was wrong. I finally opened up to her and moved out a month before I was due. So, that was why I said fuck commitment; it got me nothing but a broken and lonely heart. This “No strings attached” rule worked for me, and at the end of day, I was paid and happy.
 
   So, tonight I was meeting up with the girls at Café Delite for our girls’ night. They were my bitches, and I loved them to death, but they thought they were the only ones who got it all. Like I said, I might not work, but I could get what I wanted, when I wanted. As I was pulling into the parking lot, I noticed Dawn arriving at the same time. As I got out of my truck, she walked over and gave me a hug. 
 
   “Hey, girl. How you been?” I asked. 
 
   “Bitch, had you been answering your damn phone you would know!”
 
   “Oh, my bad. You know I been busy,” I replied. She gave me the side eye, and we fell out laughing. We walked in, and we were seated right away. 
 
   “Did you hear from Cyn?” 
 
   “Yeah, she just called while I was parking. She was running late, but she is on her way.” Dawn was saying how Cyn didn’t sound like herself. So, after being seated for ten minutes, Cyn finally walked in the door. When Cyn arrived, we could tell that something was eating her. She had the look of defeat. When she sat down, she called for the waitress, so she could order her drink. She apologized for being late. 
 
   “So, Cyn how are you feeling?” Dawn had asked. Her eyes were teary, and she looked like a dam ready to bust. She blurted out that it was over between her and Eric, that she wasn’t sure if he was cheating, or if he was just losing interest in her. She went on to say that they hadn’t been intimate for a while. 
 
   “Damn, girl! Yeah, he cheating,” I said. 
 
   “Really, Marcy? Could you be a little more sympathetic?” Dawn scolded me. Cyn went on to say that for the last past month or so, he wasn’t coming over, and when he did, he barely paid her any attention. Sexually, he wasn’t interested. He hadn’t made love to her in over four months. At times, he would lose his erection, or not even have one at all. When he did come over, he would make excuses as to why he had leave. “We talked about moving in together and he said that we were moving too fast.”
 
   “Look, boo, you are a beautiful, gorgeous woman. If he can’t see that and appreciate your worth, then kick that ass to the curb!” 
 
   “That’s right,” I agreed with Dawn. I sat there, thinking about how ironic it was that Cyn thought she was above everybody and that the world revolved her. Don’t get me wrong, she was a beautiful woman, and if I were into women, I would get at her, but she needed to get rid of that loser. He wasn’t her type. She didn’t know how to handle a man like Eric.
 
   When the waitress had returned, she had our drinks and a basket of bread. We all placed our orders and enjoyed the rest of the night. 
 
   “I still haven’t told Ant I’m receiving the depo shot,” Dawn blurted out.
 
   “You’re just being selfish, and holding secrets from him could cause a rift in your marriage.” 
 
   “I’m just not ready for a baby,” she said. 
 
   “Look, Cyn, who is ever ready for a baby? You would learn as you go along.” 
 
   “Girl, you know that babies don’t come with instructions; they need too much love and attention. I’m not sure I can give that right now.” 
 
   “Well, sweetie that’s what friends are for,” countered Cyn. “You know it takes a village, and I’m always here for you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help but feel sorry for my girl, Cyn, because I knew how much she loved Eric. You know, some of these men were so damn foul. They didn’t appreciate what they had in a good woman and they turned to the stank ass bitches. After speaking with the girls, I still wasn’t convinced that I needed to give up my body for nine months, but, I knew I had some decisions to make and that I should talk to Ant. I just wasn’t ready to hear him bitch about how we made a pact to have a family. When I arrived home, I could see that the bedroom lights were on, which meant that Ant was home. I was feeling a little tipsy and horny. Now, I never had a problem with partaking in the acts of getting pregnant. Ant knew how to touch me mind, body, and soul. As I walked in the house, I could smell the candles burning, and I saw a trail of rose petals leading up the stairs. When I approached the top of the steps, there was a note pinned to the banister. 
 
    
 
   It read: 
 
   Hey, my love. Step out of those clothes and go into the bathroom. There, awaits a warm bath for you.
 
    
 
   I walked into the bathroom and the tub was full of bubbles, and there were rose petals that led up to the sunken-in tub. He also had a bottle of Moscato with a glass waiting by the tub, and there was music was playing in the background. I felt so loved, yet, so guilty because I knew what I was doing was wrong. I couldn’t help but shed a few tears because I knew Ant deserved the family he wanted and much more. He walked in the bathroom, looking handsome and good enough to eat. He just stood there, at first, staring at me. 
 
   “What’s wrong, babe?” I asked. 
 
   “I just wanted to take in your beauty,” he replied.
 
    He stepped out of his basketball shorts, pulled his wife beater off, and joined me in the tub. When he got in, he took me by the hand and pulled me into him. He planted a kiss on my forehead and asked me, “Do you know how much I love you?” We just looked into one another’s eyes and kissed. The kiss sent electric currents between my legs. I got up and sat facing him on his lap. He began to lick and to suck on my nipples one at time. Then, he placed one of my breasts in his mouth as if he were being breastfeed. Just that alone was driving me crazy. Somewhere in between the kissing and the sucking on my breasts, he slipped his penis inside of me. We started off grinding nice and slow. I started throwing the pussy at him because he was stroking and caressing my walls as if he were trying to make a baby right then and there. It was feeling so damn good that I began to cry out his name. He was holding onto me for dear life, as he took me on what felt like the ride of my life. He lifted me out of the tub and carried me into the room, where it was set up so that we could continue our romantic night. He laid me down on the bed and began to kiss me all over my body. 
 
   Once he reached my feet, he took each toe and sucked on them, sending chills up and down my spine. It made my coochie ache. I couldn’t seem to get myself together. He took his time pleasing my whole body. He worked his way back up, starting with the inner part of legs to my thighs, licking and sucking, and leaving hickey marks all over. When he reached my clit, he sucked on it, making me scream for mercy. “Oh my God!” Was all I could say. He looked up at me and gave me a wink. 
 
   “Babe, bring that snake to me,” I demanded, as I licked my lips. I was feeling hungry to give him what I knew he loved. He climbed up on the bed and positioned himself right in front of me, as he held on to the headboard for support. 
 
   I placed him in my mouth, as I licked up the sides and then around the head. I kept this up for a minute, as I massaged his balls in my hand. Next thing you know, he was tea-bagging me as I licked and sucked on his balls really slow. I was in my zone as I was pleasing my man. I could taste the pre-cum that was seeping out as I sucked on the head. I began to add some skills I saw once on this porn site that I watched from time to time. Ant looked down at me and said, “Damn, babe! Suck this dick!” He was on the verge of cumming, and I slowed my rhythm down. I was slurping and making all kinds of popping noises. I laid back and stuck two fingers inside of my juicy honey pot and started finger-fucking myself. Ant watched for good fifteen minutes until he couldn’t take it anymore. He got up, wanting to switch positions, as he smacked my ass. I positioned myself on top, so we were in the 69-position. 
 
   “Damn, babe! You soaking wet!” He stuck his tongue so far into my honey pot as he tongue-fucked me into a frenzy. My legs began to shake, and I could feel my honey pot convulsing. As I fucked his face, I also was giving him a hand-job. It wasn’t too long before we both were exploding. I began to lick it all up, not missing a drop. We both were spent as we laid there. All we could say was, “Damn!”
 
   “Babe, don’t get too relaxed,” he warned. When he said that, I knew he was getting his second wind. We fucked all night it seemed. We fell asleep somewhere around five in the morning. When I woke up this morning, my body was so sore, but in a good way. I looked over at Ant, who was softly snoring. I went in the bathroom to relieve my bladder and to soak in the tub. Once I cleaned up the bathroom of all the rose pedals and the burnt-out candles, I ran a nice warm bath with some Epsom salt. Once I got in the tub, I laid my head back and reached for the remote to turn on some music as I relaxed in the tub. As I let my body and mind relax, I thought of calling the doctor’s office first thing Monday morning. I began to think of how selfish I was being. I was ready to be a mother, and I would make an excellent mother just like my grandmother. 
 
   Speaking of my grandmother, I needed to call to check on her. I never went two days without talking to her. I would always go over at least twice a week. I made sure to never miss a Sunday because Grandma always made dinner before church. I enjoyed spending time with my grandmother because she raised me. She gave me good advice and stayed praying for me.  You see, once I was born, my mom started doing drugs. I never understood why she decided once I came along to take up such a hobby. She started neglecting and abusing me, and she would leave me in the house by myself, too. My two older sisters weren’t always around. They were always out with their friends or their boyfriends. The house always seemed empty without them there. 
 
   One day, I came home to my mom performing oral sex on the local neighborhood drug dealer. She never bothered to stop. She just threw daggers at me with her eyes. She yelled for me to take my ass back outside. 
 
   “Look at the fresh meat!” said Carter, the guy she was servicing. He was known for being the biggest crack dealer in the hood. I started backing up and heading back out of the door. I was only eleven years old, but I was developing beautifully with breast and an ass. This made older men take notice, and my age didn’t stop them from trying to come onto me. I knew I needed to get out that house because the look Carter was giving made me feel uncomfortable. Before I could open the door, he grabbed my mom by her throat and said, “Come here, pretty mama. He looked at my mom with a look that said, Bitch-don’t-move-or I-will-snap-your-fucking-neck! I stood there shaking, and I began to cry. He stood up with his penis still hanging out of his pants. 
 
   “Now, walk your pretty little ass over here and finish where your momma left off. This old bitch is all dried up, and you look better.” I could see tears streaming down my mother’s face as she tried to say something. I started screaming, hoping someone would hear me. 
 
   “Yo, shut the fuck up before I snap her neck and blow your fucking brains out!” he threatened, displaying the gun on his left hip. “Now, bring your little ass over here and suck this dick!” He took out his gun and told my mom not to move, to just sit right there on the floor and watch how it should be done. “Now, if either one of you try anything funny, I will blow both your brains out all over this fucking floor!”
 
   Once I reached the couch, he grabbed me by the arm and pushed me down in front of him as he sat back down. “Look at that pretty little mouth of yours. Now, open up wide for me and take all of this!” he demanded. I was still crying and shaking as I tried to put his humongous thing in my mouth. “Now, if you make a mistake and bite me, I’m going to bust you square in your damn mouth.” I began gagging and felt as if I had to throw up. “Just relax, lil momma, you’re going to enjoy this, just like me.” He began to pump his dick in and out my mouth while pulling on my hair. He had a good grip on my head, too. His eyes were shut, and I could tell he was enjoying it because he kept moaning. It felt as if it were taking forever for him to bust until finally he started shaking and gripping my hair tighter. 
 
   “Ahhhh, shit! that’s what I’m talking about.” I jumped up and spit this white stuff out all over the floor. The taste was making me feel sick to my stomach. He began laughing. “Was that too much for you, lil momma? You felt better than your mother over here, with her raggedy ass mouth. That’s okay, we’re going to get better acquainted, if your mother can’t control her habit. You’ll be a pro at this in no time.” Looking over at my mother, he said, “Go get me something to wipe off with.” 
 
   As he sat on the couch, he took out four little vials and threw them at my mother and handed me forty dollars. I wouldn’t take the money from him, so he threw it at my feet. What happened next truly hurt my feelings. My mom grabbed up the crack vials and went into her room. I couldn’t help but cry even louder because she didn’t bother to check on me. She just walked back in the living room and said, “If you tell anyone about this, I will beat your fucking ass. Now get your ass in your room, and don’t come out till I tell you to.” That night I cried myself to sleep. 
 
   I woke up hungry, and with Carter standing over me. He stood there, looking at my body as if he was sizing me up. 
 
   “Hey, lil momma,” he greeted me.  I sat up screaming, hoping somebody could hear me. Carter placed his hand over my mouth. “Shh!” I squirmed and moved about, trying to get up. He just started unbuckling his belt and taking off his sneakers while still holding one hand over my mouth. I wasn’t sure if I could even cry anymore tears. I was scared and angry that my mother had put me in this situation just to feed her nasty habit. Carter just kept looking me, licking his ashy lips. He started pulling at my pants, trying to get them off. 
 
   “Now, if you cooperate, I promise to take real good care of you. I been thinking about you and can’t wait to sample your little virgin pussy,” he said. He climbed up on top of me and started kissing me. He lifted my shirt up, licking and sucking at my nipples. He was leaving little bite marks all over my chest. Before he could go down on me, my sister, Camille, burst through the door. It felt as if God had finally heard my prayers. I was so happy to see her standing there. She started screaming, “What the fuck you doing in here on top my little sister?” Next thing you know, Carter jumped off of me. 
 
   “Yo! Bitch, get the fuck out before I fuck you up!” He didn’t even bother pulling his pants up. His member was just swinging everywhere. “I’m trying to get paid for supplying your crackhead momma with some of my good shit. Lil momma here is my payment. Now, get your bitch ass out unless you plan on giving up some!” 
 
   Before I knew it, Camille was tossing her shoes at his head. Nothing made a connection, but he was dodging them just the same. He tried grabbing for Camille, but he tripped over his pants. All I heard were footsteps running down the hall towards the living room. It was Joe, Camille’s boyfriend, and my other sister, Deja, coming in the door.
 
   “Cammie, what the hell is all of that damn commotion?” Deja questioned. 
 
   “I caught this nasty ass bastard in here on top of Dawn, trying to rape her! Talking mess about Julia’s ass sent him up there for payment.” Carter never had the chance to get up from the floor before Joe pulled out his gun. He started beating Carter in the face and head while Camille was kicking him. Out of nowhere, we heard more footsteps coming down the hall. It was the cops. That whole night was chaotic. They arrested Joe, and after Camille explained what was going on, they arrested Carter. He looked a total mess from the beat down he received. Through all of that, my mother was nowhere to be found. The ambulance came and took me to the hospital. As I took as trip down memory lane, I was still lying there in the tub, replaying that horrible day, and I never heard Ant calling my name. I was so out of it that I didn’t even notice him waving his hands in front of my face. He started shaking me because I wasn’t answering him. He could see the tears in my eyes, plus I was visibly shaking. 
 
   “Babe, you good?” he asked. 
 
   I looked into his eyes and answered, “I must have drifted off and had a bad dream.”
 
   “That must have been some dream, got you crying and shaking!” I assured him I was going to be fine and got out of the tub. 
 
   Damn, the water had turned ice cold.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   I looked over at my phone on the nightstand, and there were no missed calls or text messages from Eric. I tried calling him and he sent me straight to voicemail. I sent him three text messages, and they went unanswered. I’d gotten fed up, thinking whatever I did obviously wasn’t enough to keep his attention. I didn’t appreciate him ignoring my calls or my text messages. So, today was the day! I got up, walked over to my closet, grabbed Eric’s duffle bags, and started packing his shit, from his underwear to the damn toothbrush. It was time to start cleaning my condo. As I went around the room, throwing stuff away, I took the pictures of Eric and I and trashed them. I found old cards and love letters and threw them in the fireplace and set it all on fire. I had music playing in the background, thinking that it would soothe my soul, but I cried my last tears over this sorry ass nigga. I thought of all of the time I had wasted on his selfish, ungrateful ass. I thought of how I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this bastard. Once I was done, I jumped into the shower, and afterwards, I flat-ironed my hair. When I was done, I went into my walk-in closet to find something to wear. I got my baby blue Juicy Couture sweat suit out and paired it with my gold sandals. I thought of hitting the Willow Grove Mall to do some therapeutic shopping. 
 
   I grabbed my wristlet, my keys, and the duffle bags, and I was out the door. As I hopped in my 2015 Nissan Armada SL, I turned on my AC because it was a little hot today, but it was still a beautiful day to a new start. I thought of dropping Eric’s shit off, since he lived about twenty minutes away from the mall. When I pulled into his cul-de-sac, I saw his truck parked in the driveway, and parked behind it was a familiar silver Toyota Avalon. I couldn’t remember where I had seen that car before. As I got out and retrieved his bags, I walked up to the door, and I rang the bell three times. I could hear movements, so I began to bang on the door again. I opened up the bags and dumped all of the contents right there at the door. He swung open the door, looking at me as if I had lost my mind. 
 
   “Cyn, what the hell are you doing here?” 
 
   “Just dropping your shit off.”
 
   “Look, Cyn, I don’t know what the fuck has gotten into you lately, but you’re starting to piss me off,” he said. I just knew this motherfucker had lost his damn mind, cussing at me, but I didn’t have the time or the patience to play his game. I started to make my way inside of the doorway, but he stepped in front of me. I could see a figure moving around in the house, and I looked back at his scandalous ass. 
 
   “Are you serious, Eric? You think I’m one of those airhead bitches you were used to dealing with? Who you got in there?”
 
   “Look, Cyn, go ahead with that shit. You seriously got some issues. Take your ass on home.” 
 
   “You can stop creeping and making excuses as to why you can’t spend time with me. I know you got another bitch, whose car is that parked behind yours?” He closed the door behind him and stepped outside, so we could talk. 
 
   “Cyn, you don’t know what you’re talking about; that’s from next door.” I looked at him with a funny expression plastered on my face.
 
   “Well, if that’s the case, why are we standing out here talking? You’re standing here, treating me as if I’m some type of stranger. You know what, fuck you! I’m sick of your tired, sorry ass excuses, so check this, I will make the decision for you. Fuck you, I’m done!” I said. I turned to walk away as he tried to grab my arm, but I quickly snatched it away and told him go take care of his little company. 
 
   “Wait! Cyn, listen. We need to talk,” he said. Ha, I laughed out loud and I walked to my car as I taunted him, “Now you want to talk? Go fuck yourself, Eric!” I got in my car and turned up my radio and I couldn’t believe what was playing, Big Sean’s, “I Don’t Fuck with You.” 
 
   This song played at just the right moment.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Twenty-five minutes later, I was pulling into the parking lot at the mall. It was awfully crowded, and it took me over five minutes to find a parking spot. Once I got into a spot, I looked in the mirror to fix my hair and made sure my lip gloss was popping. I turned the engine off and got out of the car. As I was walking towards the entrance, I heard my phone ringing. I was digging in my bag, trying to retrieve my phone, and I bumped into this handsome ass man. He was 6 foot two, had pecan brown skin, and he was about two hundred and twenty pounds of thick muscles. He was sporting a low-cut fade, topped with dimples, and had a goatee with a thin moustache. He kind of reminded of Lamman Rucker. He dropped his bags, and I bent down to help him pick up the bags. When I glanced up into his eyes, I became mesmerized. I didn’t hear much of anything he was saying. I snapped out of my trance to hear him ask if I was all right. I mumbled a quick, “Yes, I apologize. I wasn’t paying attention.” I handed him the bags I picked up for him.
 
   “Thank you” he responded, as he took his bags. I just felt like a complete fool because I was staring at him as he smiled with a perfect set of teeth. He extended his hand out to introduce himself. 
 
   “Hi, I’m Jonathan, and you are?” Shaking his hand, I told him my name was Cynthia. 
 
   “Well, Cynthia, it’s a pleasure to have bumped into such beautiful woman such as yourself.” I couldn’t help but turn my head as I felt my face get hot from blushing. “Don’t turn away, you have such a beautiful smile.”
 
   “Thank you, Jonathan,” I replied. I couldn’t believe I was standing in the parking lot, holding a conversation with such a fine ass man. As if he could read my mind. He continued, “Why don’t we get out of this parking lot? If you give me second, I can run these bags to my car.” I nodded my head, and as I stood there on the sidewalk waiting for him to return, my phone rang again. I finally located it, and I instantly pressed the ignore button; it was Eric’s dumb ass. I wasn’t in a mood to talk now. I couldn’t believe after weeks of trying to talk him, he suddenly somehow found the time for me. He called right back, and this time, I placed my phone on silent. I was about to enjoy the rest of the day with a handsome ass man. How did the saying go, “The way to get over one man is to get under another”? Well, I was going to do just that. 
 
   I couldn’t help but lust after Jonathan as he walked back towards me. He had this swag about him, and it was sexy. When he got back to me, he took my hand. 
 
   “Ready?” he asked.
 
   We walked around the mall as if we had been together for years, just talking and laughing. When I went in Victoria Secret’s, he purchased my stuff, pulling out his American Express card. “As long as we’re out together, I got this,” he explained. We walked around Macy’s, and he got two pairs of shoes and three outfits. Afterwards, we had lunch at the Cheesecake Factory. I enjoyed being in his company and getting to know him. He owned his own accounting firm, plus, he was a realtor on the side, with a couple of buildings under his belt. So, he wasn’t hurting for anything. After exchanging phone numbers, we made plans to hook up tomorrow evening for dinner. We gathered my bags and walked back to my car. After placing my bags in the trunk, Jonathan opened my door for me. Before getting in, he placed a kiss on my cheek and closed the door for me. I rolled down my window and waved bye as I pulled off. Today turned out to be an awesome day. I couldn’t seem to stop thinking about Jonathan. Just the thought of him sent chills up my spine. While we were talking, he made sure to mention that he had no kids, which meant no baby mama drama. His ex-had moved away to Paris with her new husband. So, that meant there was no crazy ass, stalker chicks to harass my ass. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
   When I got home, there was an envelope taped to my door. I snatched it down and made my way into the house. I dropped all of my bags in the foyer and ran for the bathroom. Thank the heavens there was a bathroom downstairs; otherwise, I would have never made it all of the way upstairs. Once I finished, I gathered all of my bags and headed upstairs. I put everything away and decided to run myself a bath. As I was taking my clothes off, I grabbed my phone from my bag. I had seventeen missed calls, ten text messages, and some voicemails. I wasn’t too concerned in reading any of the messages or in listening to the voicemails. All of them were from Eric. I found all of this to be hilarious because now he had the time to blow up my phone and to send text messages I wanted months ago. It was a little too late for his shenanigans. Walking into the bathroom, I started stripping out of my clothes. I stopped in front the mirror, examining my gorgeous body. Who in their right mind could give all this up? I wondered, but it just kept messing with my mind as to what—or who—made Eric lose interest.
 
   Sitting in the tub, I dozed off and was awaken by these hands playing with my honey pot. The feelings I felt were long overdue. I could hear myself moaning, and then I felt a pair of lips sucking on my nipples. He then worked his way up to my neck and my earlobes, but his fingers never left from deep inside of me. I started rotating my hips on his fingers, feeling an orgasm coming on. He just kept fingering me without speaking a word. The smell of Creed IV cologne was driving me crazy. I screamed out with pleasure, as those magical fingers bought me to a much-needed orgasm. When I finally opened my eyes, I realized I was all alone. I couldn’t help but laugh as I realized it was all a dream. Damn! I thought to myself, Bitch you need some, and real quick; I was tripping. I was past being horny. Those damn toys and these vibrators weren’t cutting it. I needed the touch of a man. As I got out of the tub, drying myself off, I couldn’t help thinking of Jonathan and his succulent lips, licking and sucking all over me. I thought of him holding me down and finger-fucking my honey pot. This was the perfect moment for Usher’s song, “U Got it Bad”.
 
   When I walked out of the bathroom, I heard my house alarm chirping, and someone closed the front door. I jumped back into the bathroom and closed the door. I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, and Eric’s dumb ass was calling out my name. As his footsteps got closer to the bathroom, I swung the door open and scared the shit out of him. 
 
   “What the hell are you doing here, Eric?”
 
   “Well, since I couldn’t get you on the phone or get any response to the text messages, I came over. You could at least answer my text messages, Cyn.” I just stood there, wrapped in my towel, looking at him sideways. 
 
   “Is that what your ass thinks I should have done, Eric? Well, Eric, we could have had this talk over three weeks ago. So, please get out my face with that bull. Think of all those text messages and phone calls I made to your ass that went unanswered. Now you want to talk?” I let out a loud ass laugh because I couldn’t believe he would say some shit like that. 
 
   “Eric, first let me say this, hand me my keys, then take your ass back down those stairs because you are not welcomed up in here anymore, and you can kiss my ass.” I stood there with my hand out, as he rolled his eyes like some little bitch, slamming my keys in my hand. 
 
   “Cyn, if I go down those steps, I’m walking out of that front door and never coming back,” he threatened.
 
   “Well, make sure the doorknob doesn’t hit you where the good Lord split you. You are not hurting my feelings. We’re done!” 
 
   He turned around and walked down the steps, mumbling some real offensive shit and calling me every name except a Child of God. He slammed the door behind him.
 
   “Don’t slam my damn door!” I yelled, as if he could hear me.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   “Hey, handsome. Come on in,” I greeted, as I stepped aside, letting him enter the house. As he walked in, I couldn’t help but stare at his physique. He was built something like an Adonis, and his walk was sexy. “What’s with the sour ass mood?” I questioned.
 
    “I rather not say,” he replied, as if I didn’t already know. However, I knew exactly what, or should I say who, was putting a damper on his night. Pouring him a glass of cognac, I handed it to him, as I stood behind him, massaging his shoulders and his neck. Giving him one of my infamous massages, I knew exactly how to work those kinks out and how to get him to relax. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to get him in the mood. I couldn’t believe it had been a year now since we began dealing with one another, but he wasn’t a stranger; I’d known him for some time.
 
    When we first got together, it was at this club, The Secrecy, where you lived out your fantasies. See, I met all kinds of candidates while I was there. I also met some very distinguished men, both inside and outside of club, and we always kept in touch. Now, I played out several fantasies, from playing a nurse to a dominatrix. It wasn’t something I preferred, but I enjoyed being the one totally in charge. I met my current lover in the threesome room. I’ve always wanted to know how it felt to be with two men at the same time, and I’ve always wanted to experience double penetration, too. When I entered the room, there was music playing, so I put on a little strip show and danced for them to loosen up the tension in the air. As the song ended, I had one licking my clit and the other sucking on my nipples. This experience had me on Cloud Nine. They both took their time pleasuring me. The guy licking and sucking my honey pot worked his way to my ass, which had me squirming and trying to wiggle my way out of his tight grip. 
 
   The second guy sucked and licked on my breast as if I were breastfeeding him. With both of them working their magic, I had multiple orgasms back to back. We decided to change positions as the first guy continued eating me out, while I let the second guy explore my forbidden hole. I also worked my magic with my tongue on the first guy while we were in the 69-position. There was a lot of slurping and popping noises going on in that room. With the second guy going to work on my ass, I was trying to stay in rhythm with the first guy, but he was pounding away on my ass. He was massaging my hole, as he delivered long deep strokes, and the first guy was sticking his tongue in and out of my honey pot as if it were a penis. I never knew double penetration could feel so good. Somewhere in the mix, the positions were switched again, and I was riding the first guy like a pro. All I could say was after three hours of fun, nobody left that room unsatisfied. I made sure to visit that room three to four times a month. I was hooked.
 
   Little did I know, I wasn’t the only one who found that evening pleasurable because my lover always made sure to mention wanting to try it again. 
 
   “I couldn’t help seeing how much pleasure it gave you,” he said.
 
   “Babe, why don’t you follow me upstairs, so we can relax?” I asked. As I got up from the couch, I made sure to remove my clothing, leaving a trail on the stairs. When he finally got to the room, I was perched up on the bed with my legs spread wide open, playing with myself. He just stood in the doorway motionless. I couldn’t help noticing that for the third night straight, he didn’t have an erection. And I was becoming irritated because I tried everything to get him in the mood, and nothing was working. 
 
   “Is everything okay with you?” 
 
   “I’ve been under a little stress lately, and I hope this will pass.”
 
   “Come here, maybe I can lick your troubles away,” he said. 
 
   Little did he know, I could get my pussy ate all day long. I need to feel his nine and a half inch friend inside of me. 
 
   “You just come lay down, and let me finish up that massage from earlier.” 
 
   “No, I’m going to leave, how about I call you later?” He walked over, placed a kiss on my cheek, and laid $5,000 on the nightstand. He turned to walk out of the room without looking back. My evening wasn’t over; one man never stopped my show. So, I called Bryant and he was there in no time.
 
   “Well Marcy, you finally decided to call me. To what do I owe this honor?” I wasn’t in the mood for any talking, so I moseyed over and started removing his clothing. All of that talking was unnecessary; it was time to put in some work. See, I knew Bryant was just the man who could get the job done. My team never consisted of anyone who was lousy or lacking. We actually never made it upstairs. He started from my toes and worked his way up. He had this foot fetish. His mouth and tongue worked magic on my feet, and I could feel my first orgasm, as he licked and sucked on my toes. He gradually worked his way up to the inside of my thighs, sucking and licking and making sure not to miss a spot. Bryant’s tongue was a lethal weapon that did serious damage. Once he reached my clit, he sucked it like a vacuum cleaner, taking it all in. He opened my legs wider, using two fingers to work around my treasure chest. He had me moaning and groaning and calling out his name, as I erupted and squirted all over his face. He was the only man who could make me squirt like that. He reached over for a condom and rolled it on before entering me inch by inch. He was nice and thick, which always took me a minute to get used to. Once he got in, he pulled out halfway before plunging back in. He whispered in my ear, “Damn, I missed this.” Our eyes locked with one another’s before he leaned in to kiss me. 
 
   Now, Bryant knew kissing was forbidden. Just like staying the night and cuddling afterwards was also forbidden. I just wasn’t into catching feelings. I just wanted to get some good dick and be done. This was why I stopped calling Bryant for a minute because he was getting too attached. He wanted to stay the night, he wanted to kiss and cuddle. I just wasn’t into all of that affection. Call me what you want, I just had no time to be catching feelings. I tried that before and got my feelings hurt, and I vowed that it would never happen again. Once we were done, he got up and went into the bathroom to clean up. He came back with a warm rag to wipe me off. 
 
   “Marcy, you sure you don’t want me to stay tonight? It is kind of late, and you drained me dry.”
 
   “Come on, Bryant, you know my rules, plus, I have to get up early in the morning. Why don’t you just give me a call tomorrow night, maybe we can do dinner?”
 
   “Now, why you trying beat me over the head with that bull? You know damn well your ass won’t answer your phone. You’ve known me for two years now, and you still treating me like I’m some stranger.” 
 
   “Look, when you get your shit together, give me a call. I’m tired of playing these damn games with you.” He got dressed and did what he always did; he turned around and said, “Just call me when you ready for a real man.” I sat there on the couch and laughed because I couldn’t understand what he thought had changed between us. 
 
   It was after midnight when he left, so I locked up and went up to shower. Once I was done, I climbed into bed, and within no time, I was sound asleep. Oh, how I didn’t want to get out of the bed, but today was mommy-and-daughter’s day. We were going shopping and going to the movies. I really tried to make time for them. They would always say, “Mommy, we want to come live with you!” and I just would make excuses and tell them once I got myself together, I would come for them. For the time being, I made sure they knew that grandma would take care of them. Selina used to cry when she was smaller, and it broke my heart, but I knew I wasn’t cut out to raise kids. I called my mom to make sure the girls would be ready. Before I could make my call, the phone was buzzing and I had a text message.
 
    
 
   Him: Good morning beautiful
 
   Me: Well good morning hope you’re feeling better
 
   Him: I’m doing a little better. I just wanted to apologize once again for last night.
 
   Me: Well I understand you’re under stress with your personal and business life.
 
   Him: Maybe I can stop by this evening and we can watch some movies and order out.
 
   Me: That sounds good to me. I will text you after I drop the girls off.
 
   Him: That’s right you’re spending the day with your daughters. Well, just give me a call later. Have a good day beautiful
 
   Me: Thank you. 
 
    
 
   I knew the feelings I’d developed for him were wrong, but there was just something different about him. There were times he would treat me as if I were more than just a lay. There were just so many issues as to why I shouldn’t have been dealing with him. I wish I could’ve received all of my love and attention from him, but guilt just wouldn’t let me fall deeply for him. I decided to get up and find me something to wear. I needed to get ready to take my babies out. I forgot to make that call, so I finally called my mom, and she said the girls were all hype and anxious to be going out with me for the day. I told her I would be there within the next two hours. I thought about keeping it simple today and just putting on some jeans and a sexy t-shirt; I wanted to be comfortable because this was my time with my girls. 
 
   When I got to my mother’s house, my dad was cutting the grass. He turned and noticed me pulling into the driveway and parking next to my mom’s Toyota Avalon. 
 
   “Hey, baby girl. How you doing?” he asked.
 
    “Hi, daddy, I’m doing fine, just here to get the girls, so we can spend the day together.”
 
   “I miss you, baby. It’s been, what a month, since you been over?”
 
   “I’ve been kind of busy, daddy, with working and all.” See, my parents were under the impression that I’ve been “working”. And that was the way I needed to keep it. If my dad ever knew, he would probably have a heart attack. I had them thinking I was working with Dawn as her assistant. I just couldn’t stand to break my dad’s heart. I walked over to hug and kiss my dad, and then I went in the house to get the girls. When I walked into the house, my mom was in the kitchen, washing up dishes. The girls were in the back playing. 
 
   “Hey, momma!” 
 
   “Hi, baby,” she said, as she reached over to hug me. “Did you have breakfast this morning?”
 
   “No, not really, momma. I’m waiting until we get out to the mall.”
 
    “Child, those little ones are so excited to be going out today with you. Now, don’t you go buying the mall out, spoiling those girls. They already got enough clothes and shoes—some still with tags on them on and in boxes. You don’t have to buy their love, baby, they already love you.”
 
    “I know, momma, I just love seeing their little faces light up. Plus, who could say no to those two little faces when they see something?”
 
    “Okay, baby, just know that buying them all those nice clothes, shoes, and toys doesn’t take away from the fact that they want their mother. 
 
   “I know, momma.” I could feel tears streaming down my face. I needed to get it together soon. 
 
   I guess the girls heard us talking and came running in the kitchen. 
 
   “Mommy, mommy!” they called, as they fought over who would get to hug and kiss me first. 
 
   “Hold up, my arms are wide enough for you both. Are you ready to go shopping?” They were jumping up and down screaming yes. “Okay, well, anybody need to use the bathroom before we leave?”
 
   “No, mommy. We’re all ready.” They both went to kiss my mom goodbye and ran out of the door. “Pop pop, we’re going to the mall.”
 
   “Well, you both behave and bring Pop Pop something back.”
 
   “We will!” they promised. I unlocked the doors, and the girls got in, putting on their seatbelts as I hugged my dad goodbye. As I got in, I said, “All right, we getting ready to go…” and we all screamed, “shopping!” When we got there, it felt as if we had been walking for hours, and we were all carrying bags. I knew they were hungry, so we made our way to the food court to eat. The movie “The Minions” didn’t start for another hour. I couldn’t help staring at my babies because they were growing up so beautifully. I couldn’t be anymore blessed to have my mother in my life because she was doing an excellent job of raising my girls. 
 
   After we finished, we were walking through the mall, and I couldn’t help noticing, Andre, the guy from the club standing outside of Hollister. He looked as if he were waiting for someone. While walking past, I couldn’t help but be nosey to see if I could see who he was with. When I turned around, I felt as though I recognized the man he was with. Not surprisingly, the two men looked to be too familiar with one another. I damn near walked into the doors, trying to see his face. If I didn’t have my babies with me, I would have made my way over to them just to kill my curiosity. I swear, I knew the man with Andre, but he had on a baseball cap, and his back was to me. We finally moved and made our way to the car to put all of the bags in the trunk, and then we drove over to the movie theatre. Luckily, I purchased our tickets online because the line was too long. We walked up to the ticket booth, got our tickets, and headed to the concession stand for popcorn, soda, and pretzels.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Well, I got the girls home and spent some time talking to my mom, as they put their stuff up and got ready for bed. Once they were in bed, I tucked them in and gave them each a kiss. They were so tired that they were out in no time. I said my goodbyes to my parents and headed home. I couldn’t wait to get home and relax and have some me time. I still felt puzzled by what I thought I saw at the mall. When I arrived home, Eric was waiting out in his car. I wasn’t ready for his babbling about how Cyn had did this and did that. I was tired of hearing about their relationship—or the lack thereof. I pulled into the garage and walked over to meet him. He got out of his car after hanging up his phone. The call looked to be intense, but I waited for him on the porch. He walked up the steps and kissed me on the cheek. He grabbed some of the bags I had in my hands, so I could open the door. Once inside, I sat the bags by the steps and went to sit on the couch. 
 
   “Looks like you bought out the mall with all these damn bags you got.” I laughed a little and said, “You should have seen my girls.” 
 
   “How was your day with your girls?”
 
   “They enjoyed their day out, we drove over to Cherry Hill Mall instead of Christina Mall. I wanted a new scene.” I couldn’t help but catch his facial expression when I mentioned Cherry Hill Mall. He started acting all fidgety and antsy.
 
   “So, what did you do today?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, not too much of nothing.” I looked at him sideways because I didn’t want to just come out and accuse him of anything, but he was making it hard, acting all suspicious. I started to say more, but his phone rang, and he walked out on the porch to answer his call. It was unusual for him to do that since he was in a relationship. I went to pour me a glass of wine because I had a suspicion, and I was going to get to the bottom of this. When he came back in, he looked very irritated. 
 
   “Is everything okay?” I asked.
 
   “Not really, something came up and I have to leave.”
 
   “What happened? I thought we were going to spend some time together?”
 
   “Look, Marcy, I just said something came up. I will try to come back later on.”
 
   “Don’t bother even with coming back, I’m too tired.” He turned around and looked at me funny. 
 
   “Marcy, I promise to make this up to you somehow,” he stated. “It’s just that something real important came up, and it needs my undivided attention. 
 
   “Don’t you mean someone needs your undivided attention?”
 
    “Why is that I have to sit here and argue with you? And who the hell are you to question me? I’m a grown ass man.”
 
    “Well, just take your grown ass on, and don’t worry about making anything up to me or about coming back, period.” I turned to walk away and he grabbed my arm. I snatched my arm away. 
 
   “Whoa! Marcy, look, I apologize for getting snappy, but I’ve had just about enough of people questioning my whereabouts or what I’m doing. Now, I said I would make it up to you.” He went to hug me and kissed me on the forehead and left.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
   Eric
 
    
 
   “I’m on my way now. I don’t appreciate you giving me any ultimatums. We have been over this before. We spent the whole day together shopping, and I even spent the night with you. We’re not a couple. You can’t go getting attached or upset when I spend time with Marcy. I’m going to tell you like I told her and Cyn; I’m a grown ass man, and I come and go as I pleased. I’m not committed to anyone. Plus, you know my work schedule is very demanding.” 
 
   “Eric, all I’m asking for is a little more of your time.”
 
   “Well, Dre, if what I’m giving isn’t enough, then maybe you should find someone else. What more do you expect of me?”
 
   “Just open the damn door, I’m outside.”
 
   “Look, I can’t keep running over here every time you want company. You’re starting to act like a damn female, always wanting my attention. I suggest you get a damn pet if you need companionship,” he growled, as he handed me a glass of cognac. He leaned in to take off my jacket. 
 
   “Why don’t you just relax, Eric? I prepared a wonderful dinner for the two of us. I made your favorite: pot roast, potatoes, carrots, mac and cheese, and some greens. I just wanted to spend quality time with you before I leave for a conference in Dallas.”
 
    “That’s all fine and good, but you were sounding too demanding over the phone. I was just acting that way because I couldn’t think of any other way to get you back over here, especially since we spent the day together, plus, I knew you were with Marcy.” 
 
   “That’s it; you were feeling some type of way because I was with Marcy.”
 
   “Dre, did you happen to see Marcy or anyone who remotely looked like her in the mall? 
 
   “No, why do you ask?” 
 
   “Well, it doesn’t seem like we were the only ones there.” 
 
   “Damn, just when you think you’re the only one seeking out a new scene.” 
 
   “Well, I’m sure if she saw us, she would have made a scene or something.” 
 
   “You don’t know Marcy.” I started laughing because Marcy could be a real bitch at times. 
 
   “Come on, let’s go eat this dinner before it gets cold. Did I mention I made an apple pie for dessert?” 
 
   “Well, when did you have the time to prepare all of this?” 
 
   “My little secret, but it’s delicious, so eat up.” He walked away and got our plates. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   “Well, Dre, everything looks scrumptious.” 
 
   “Anything to make you happy. You know what they say, the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.”
 
   “That was very delicious, Dre. Are you ready for some dessert?” he asked, with a wink of the eye. He started clearing the table to make room for the pie. 
 
   “Dre, I can’t eat another bite right now.” I got up to go in living room to relax. He brought me another glass of cognac and sat next to me. 
 
   “Dre, are you feeling okay?” I asked. “I noticed you hardly ate all of your food.” 
 
   “Yeah, my stomach has been upset. I took some Imodium; it should subside soon. So, how long will you be in Dallas?”
 
   “I’ll be gone for a week.” Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. Dre looked startled, “I wonder who the hell that could be,” he questioned, walking towards the door. When he walked back in, behind him stood a beautiful dark skin woman with long, flowing hair. 
 
   “Well, Dre, who is this handsome person here?” she asked. I didn’t know you had company.” 
 
   “Tanya, this is my friend, Eric.” 
 
   “Hey, Eric,” she said, looking me up and down as if I were a fresh piece of meat. I stood to greet her as she took a seat on the couch. 
 
   “So, Tanya, what brings you by?”
 
   “I was at a friend’s not too far from here and thought I would stop by. Sorry I didn’t call first, but I’m kind of glad I dropped by.” 
 
   After drinking the last of the cognac and sitting around talking bullshit for a couple of more hours, we ended up butt-naked in Dre’s room. All of us were buzzed and feeling horny. Tanya came onto me by rubbing, kissing and massaging all over a brother, while Dre was licking and sucking on her breasts. Somehow, she knew how Dre got down, and it was on from there. Tanya didn’t even seem bothered by Dre’s lifestyle; they had been friends for several years. This wasn’t her first time performing a threesome with Dre, so she was very comfortable around him. While Dre was pleasing Tanya, I was busy handling Dre. See, I was the giver, never the receiver, which was probably why Dre was so hooked on me because I had that ass whipped.
 
    Dre and I had gotten together after our encounter at the club with Marcy. It was something about him and the way he sucked me off. He sucked my dick better than some of the women I dealt with in the past. He was the first guy I had been with sexually, but I knew I wasn’t a blade. I would never let another nigga stick shit in my ass. I was starting to enjoy my time with Dre, but he wanted too much of my time. Every now and then, we frequented the club to add a little flavor to our sexual escapade. That particular evening turned into an all-night fuck feast. Tanya couldn’t wait to get a hold of me; she had a mouth on her and she worked it like a porn star. She had my toes curling, and my eyes were rolling to the back of my head. She was right up there with Dre when it came to pleasing me orally. I felt a little tension coming from Dre because he didn’t like the attention that I was getting from Tanya. It wasn’t my fault that she had nice, round, and juicy ass. 
 
   After she sucked me off, I had to have a taste of that ass. Dre got mad and stormed off to the bathroom. Tanya was throwing that ass back at me, as she looked over her shoulders moaning and groaning, “Yeah, daddy give it to me!” After fifteen more minutes of digging Tanya’s back out, I was exhausted. Dre finally reappeared in the room with a look on his face that could kill. I didn’t pay him any attention because he was pissing me off, acting all moody. I went into the bathroom to clean up and put my clothes back on to leave. I guess Dre had been under the impression that I was  staying the night. When I came back out, Tanya had gotten cleaned up, and she came over to put a piece of paper in my hand. 
 
   “Call me if you ever want to have fun,” she offered, and she kissed me on the lips softly. She approached Dre to give him a hug, but he pulled away. 
 
   “Okay, now!” She looked at him with a smirk on her face and walked out of the room. “Have a good night!” she called out, as she was going down the steps. 
 
   It was safe to say before I left that Dre was very angry with me. He felt as though we had disrespected him in his own house. 
 
   “How could you do that to me, Eric?” he asked.
 
   “Look, Dre, I don’t know what your fucking problem is, but you seemed to be enjoying yourself. You’re the one who got upset for no apparent reason. Look, I don’t really care to stand here and argue with you, I’m tired. 
 
   “I saw her give you something. What was it, Eric? I’m sure it was her number!” He stood there, acting more and more like a bitch, and it was starting to irk me. 
 
   “Look, you have a good trip. Call me when you return,” and I walked out of the door. On my drive home, I couldn’t believe how bitchy he was acting. You would have thought we were in a committed relationship or something. Maybe breaking him off with my ten-inch monster was sending the wrong signals. Hopefully, his week away would help him get his mind right. There was a buzz of my phone, alerting me to a text message.
 
    
 
   Marcy: So I guess you’re still busy? 
 
   Me: I thought you were tired? Look I don’t have time to be playing your mind games Marcy.
 
   Marcy: I just thought you would have still come back after you were finish handling your business.
 
   Me: Good night Marcy talk to you later.
 
    
 
   See, I had to ignore that bitch, too. All of them were starting to piss me off. They were becoming too needy and clingy. As if my life didn’t consist of stress enough already defending people. When I reached the house, all I wanted to do was take a shower and jump into bed. Putting my phone on silent, I tuned out the outside world.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   I was up bright and early this morning to take my grandma to church. When I walked into the house, she had it smelling like heaven up in here. 
 
   “Good morning, grandma,” I whispered because she was on the phone. It looked as though she were having her morning prayer session for the sick and shut-in members like she did every Sunday. When she finally got off of the phone, she walked over and smacked my hands because I was looking through all of the pots. 
 
   “Grandma, you got it smelling all good in here. Can I taste some of those greens, please?”
 
    “Chile, you going to have to wait until after church, you so greedy. You going to be big as a house the way you eat!” We both started laughing. 
 
   “Grandma, why you cook all that food? It’s just us.”
 
   “Well, Dawn, I’ve invited your sisters over after church—and your mother.” When she turned around, I had this look of disgust on my face. I hadn’t seen my mother in almost ten years. The last I had heard, she was in rehab. 
 
   “Girl, you’re going to have to learn to forgive your mother. She was sick at the time and not in her right mind. Now, we both know the situation she put you in, and she has paid for it dearly, but if you ever want to receive any blessings, then it’s time to let go and let God. Now, you know grandma would never steer you wrong, and I love you, but it’s time to let go.” I began to cry because I couldn’t understand why my mother hated me so much that she let someone else violate me. She never showed any remorse for it, either.
 
   “Grandma, I don’t think I can do this.”
 
   “Yes, you can, you know why? Because I raised you to be a forgiving, understanding, loving, and respectable person. Do you think I serve an angry God? No, I serve a God who gave his only begotten son for each and every one of our sins, and he continues to bless us each and every day. If he can forgive us, then you can forgive Julia.” She came over to me and hugged me, wiping away my tears. “I love you, baby, and don’t you ever forget that,” she said.
 
   The service was beautiful; Pastor Albright preached about blessings. My sisters were sitting a few rows behind my grandmother and I. After church, I spoke with a couple of the church mothers and Sister Albright. She wanted to make an appointment for a luncheon she was having and asked if I would cater it. I gave her my information and said we could meet sometime this week. I was surprised when I looked over and saw Cyn. She walked over and hugged everyone. 
 
   “Hey, girl. Fancy meeting you here,” she said. We both laughed. “It’s been since forever for me in the Lord’s house.”
 
   “Well, Cynthia, you’re always welcome here,” my grandma stated. 
 
   “Let me move over this way because Cyn coming to church may burn it down,” I teased. 
 
   “Shut up, girl. You crazy, don’t pay her any mind,” Deja offered. We all busted out laughing. “How you been, Deja and Camille? It’s been a while since I saw you both.”
 
   “I’m doing great,” said Camille. 
 
   “Wow, Deja! When are you due?”
 
   “Girl, I have a couple of more months to go. I feel like I’m ready to bust now; this baby is tearing my body up!” As we were standing there, you could see the baby stretching either its hand or leg. 
 
   “Do you know what you’re having?”
 
   “I told the doctor I didn’t want to know, but you know Mike had to be extra. He just had to know, so the doctor told him in the hallway.” 
 
   “Some things never change,” said Dawn, “he always had to be in the know.” 
 
   “You know it,” said Cammie. 
 
   “Well, I’m just glad to see you both, and you, too, Momma Lynn.” 
 
   “Well, baby, you know you’re always welcome over to the house. You should come with Dawn’s greedy butt when she comes over.” 
 
   “You know she’s secretive when it comes to good food!” I started mean mugging them for talking trash about me as if I weren’t standing right there. As we walked outside of the church, I saw a woman who could have passed for my twin, but an older version. She came over to where we stood and started hugging everybody. I turned to walk away, but both her and my grannie called my name. I only stopped because I didn’t want to seem disrespectful after just coming from church. 
 
   “Hi, Dawn. You sure look beautiful, sweetie. I know it’s been a long time, but I was hoping to talk with you. Is there anywhere we can go to talk?”
 
   “Well, I did fix dinner, so maybe you all can talk at the house?” suggested my Grannie. “Would that be okay with you?” 
 
   “I guess I have no other choice; I will meet you back at the house. I have an errand to run, but I should be there within the hour.” Cammie had given Grannie a ride back home while I went to take care of my so-called “errand”. I really just needed to get away because I felt overwhelmed and I wasn’t ready to face my mother. Ever since that incident, I hated my mother for pimping me out to pay Carter off for her drugs. She was so strung out that she never had time for me. I didn’t understand why she even had me. The neglect and abuse I endured at such a young age made me feel unwanted. If it hadn’t been for my grannie and my sisters, I don’t know what would have become of me. 
 
   After leaving church, I drove around, trying to get my thoughts together. I found myself crying and screaming in my head, wondering why all of this was happening. Getting myself together, I drove over to my grannie’s. As I parked my car, Cammie came off of the porch to talk with me. 
 
   “Listen, sis, I know it’s been some time for you and mom, but she really has changed. Now, you know I wasn’t a big fan of hers, and I hated what she put you through. You know I’m the last one to be on her cheering squad, but she has done a whole 180. I can’t tell you what to think or how to feel, but I’m just asking you to give her chance and hear her out. It’s for your own good to have some closure, so you can move on with your life. You know I love you, Dawn, and I want the best for you. Now, wipe those tears, and give me hug.” I hadn’t even notice that I was crying again. Before walking into the house, my phone had rang. When I looked at the screen, a smile came across my face. It was Ant.
 
    
 
   Me: Hey babe!
 
   Ant: Hey there yourself gorgeous. How was church? Did you say a prayer for me?
 
   Me: It was wonderful and of course I did. I missed you this morning when I got up.
 
   Ant: I didn’t want to wake you when I left out. You know I had to hit the gym early. So are you at your grandmother’s? 
 
   Me: Yeah you know I had to come get my Sunday fix. What are you doing? 
 
   Ant: I’m going to try and get some of this work done. Don’t forget to bring me home a platter and give your grandma my love. 
 
   Me: My sisters are here also. My grannie decided to have a surprise for me and invited my mother over. 
 
   Ant: Wow! I know that was a big surprise being as though you haven’t seen her in almost thirteen years. Are you ok? Let your sisters know I said hello.
 
   Me: Yeah I’m going to be fine. I just can’t wait to get home to my adorable and handsome husband.
 
   Ant: Well, just go enjoy yourself and when you get here I’ll be waiting. Love you babe.
 
   Me: Okay love you more. 
 
    
 
   Ant had yet to meet my mother. And at this point, I wasn’t in any rush to introduce them. Let’s just say, I was embarrassed. She wasn’t invited to my wedding because she was, for one was MIA, and second, I just didn’t want his side of the family to know that I had crackhead for a mother, but I must admit, she looked very pretty and healthy. I couldn’t remember ever seeing her look so beautiful before because the drugs had taken over her life back when I knew her. She lost a tremendous amount of weight, and her face was sunken-in. She no longer kept up her appearance and just let herself go. Maybe I could get to know the mother that Cammie and Deja were used to having in their lives. When I finally walked into the house, everyone was in the kitchen, helping Grannie put the finishing touches on dinner and setting the table. 
 
   “Well, there she is,” said Grannie. “You hungry, baby? Because dinner is almost done. I’m just warming up the food and making some corn bread.” 
 
   “Girl, I don’t know where you put all that food you be eating,” said Deja, “but wherever it goes, you look awesome, baby sis. As you can see, I’m getting bigger.” My mother chimed in, “Yes, Dawnie, you look amazing.” I couldn’t remember the last time I heard someone call me that. It put a smile on my face to know she remembered that name. 
 
   “Come on, let’s all gather around the table and give thanks before we sit down and eat.” My grannie blessed the food, and we all sat down to eat. We sat down, talking and laughing about old times, which kind of made my mom feel left out somewhat. “I can’t believe I missed out on so much of my babies’ lives,” she finally spoke. 
 
   “Well, Julia, don’t you worry; you’re here now and can make new memories with them,” said Grannie. 
 
   The kitchen was cleaned, the dishes were put away, and plates were prepared to take home. It wasn’t too long before Cammie and Deja were packing up their stuff to leave. I started getting antsy because that meant that it would be just me, Grannie, and mother left. Deja waddled by and whispered in my ear to lighten up, that it was going to get better. I hugged her and rubbed her stomach. We kissed one another as she headed towards the front door. I went to use the bathroom while everybody else walked out front to say their goodbyes. When I came back down, my mother was sitting on the couch. Here goes nothing, I thought to myself. 
 
   “So, you wanted to talk?” I asked.
 
   “Yes! Would you please join me on the couch?” I walked over and sat down as she moved in some. “First, let me apologize for not being there for you, for placing you in so many uncompromising positions. I truly was sick, baby, for letting anybody—including myself—bring harm to you. I cried every day and every night, knowing how much of a horrible mother I had been to you, but, I want you to know that I was the one who called the police that evening when they locked up Carter. I wasn’t expecting your sisters to come home when they did, but I was thankful. I had set Carter up after seeing what he did to you before. I saw the look of fear on your face, and I felt helpless. I wasn’t ready for one of us to die that day. I was scared to move, and I didn’t know what else I could have done.” 
 
   “You could have done more than what you done that day,” I said.
 
   “But that’s why I had him come back. I knew I had to put an end to this before it got out of hand. So, I called him first, then I called the cops. I told them that my baby girl was being violated by one of the neighborhood drug dealers. I just prayed he didn’t make it too far with you before they arrived. I was glad when they locked his ass up.” I looked at her, not sure how to feel because had it not been for her addiction, I wouldn’t had been placed in that predicament in the first place.
 
   “Dawnie, can you please forgive me? I would really like to start over and be in your life.” 
 
   “You know, you left me to fend for myself. You just left me in the house at times with no food or money. You were gone for hours, and Cammie and Deja were out and about. I felt as if you hated me for being born. You took your attitude and your anger out on me. All I ever wanted was your love, but you stayed high or drunk and had people coming in and out of house at all times of the night.” I thought I had cried all I could earlier, but here I was, bawling like a newborn baby. I was screaming and panting for breath because I was so overwhelmed. I held on to all of this hurt and pain for so many years. It just felt so damn good to let it out. I never knew she did all she confessed to having done, but it made feel as if she really did care about me—in her own way. She leaned over and hugged me for dear life. This was all I ever wanted, to feel loved by her. My grannie walked in and said, “Thank you, Jesus!” She walked over to join us in a group hug. I stayed another hour or so, catching my mother up on some of things she missed out on, like the fact that I was married, and that I owned my own catering and event planning company. She was so proud of me. She even wanted to meet Ant. She also inquired about my services for her upcoming nuptials. 
 
   My mother informed us that she was getting married to a guy who she had been dating for three years now. After glancing down at her finger, I couldn’t help but notice the big rock that sat on her finger. I must have really been blind because it was huge, and I only just now noticed it. I hugged her and congratulated her because she had truly found happiness. She spoke of her fiancé, Gerald, who was a big time radio producer. She met him not too long after getting out of rehab. I gave her my address, and we exchanged phone numbers, so we could get together. The wedding wasn’t until Dec 31st, so I had a little over seven months to plan a beautiful wedding for my mother. 
 
   I finally left my grannie’s, feeling overjoyed and ecstatic because I finally had the much-needed talk with my mother. We still had some things to work on, but in due time, we would be good. I was happy to see that Ant was still at home when I pulled up. I damn near ran in the house, calling his name. He came running up the stairs out of his man cave, all out of breath and looking crazy. 
 
   “Damn, babe, what’s wrong? You making it sound like someone chasing your ass!” he asked. He had a look of concern on his face. 
 
   “No, I’m good, just happy to be home. I missed you.” 
 
   “Girl, don’t scare my ass like that. I thought someone was after you.” He walked over and kissed me gently on the lips, then he took the bag out of my hand. He seemed happier to see the platter than he was to see me. He walked to the refrigerator and got something to drink and sat down to eat. 
 
   “Why don’t I go upstairs and get out of these church clothes? I’ll be back to join you.”
 
   “Go ahead, sexy, and you do just that.” I thought I would take a quick shower before I went back down, too. Once I was done, I threw on a pair of gray boy shorts with a t-shirt. I didn’t even bother putting on a bra because I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was naked again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
   Cynthia
 
   Two months later…
 
    
 
   Things between Jonathan and I were going great. We were getting to know one another and enjoying our time together. We had yet to be intimate, though. There were times we came close, but I wanted to make sure that the time was exactly right. I didn’t want to just jump into bed with Jonathan, and then find out we had nothing in common. I made the decision to get my realtor’s license and I opened my own firm. I had been scouting all around for a small, yet, cozy space, and there was a location not too far from my condo that I had my eye on. I planned on closing the deal within a couple of days. I already began shopping for office furniture, fabric, and paint to make my office to look just the way I wanted it to, and Ms. Julia was helping me get things together. That lady was good at what she did, and her interior decorating skills were on point. I was very happy that Dawn finally had her mom back in her life. I hadn’t heard much from Marcy, which was unusual. I had tried calling her to do lunch, but she was always busy. She was always cutting our conversations short and acting standoffish with me. I made mention of it to Dawn, but she just said that Marcy may have just been going through something. I made a mental note to drop by and check on her soon.
 
   This evening, I was cooking dinner for Jonathan, Dawn, and Anthony. I had recently moved and wanted to have a girls’ night, but it was hard to get Marcy on the phone. So, I figured I would do a couples’ night. I thought it was safe now to finally introduce Jonathan to my family and friends. A couple of weeks ago, I met his aunt and uncle, who he was very close with. His parents lived over on the west coast, in Seattle, and we made plans to go visit them during the holidays. I had spoken with his mother over the phone a time or two, and she was very friendly and down-to-earth. Whereas, with Eric’s mom, she couldn’t stand me; she felt that I was too conceited and always looked down on people. That was far from the truth, but she had her own opinion, and it didn’t matter anymore at this point. Anyway, I had the house smelling all good as I prepared lobster, steak, corn on the cob, baked potatoes, and broccoli. I had two bottles of wine chilling on ice, and I made my infamous banana pudding. I told everyone to try to arrive around 6:30pm, so I was a little behind. I made my way upstairs, hoping I would be dressed before they arrived. I took a shower, did my hair, applied some makeup, and put on this cute little romper that I picked up from Macy’s.  
 
   I finally made it downstairs just in time to check on the steaks and the potatoes before my doorbell rang. I couldn’t hide the fact that I was happy to be entertaining my friends in my new place, and introducing them to Jonathan was a bonus. I had to hand it to Ms. Julia; she had out done herself when she decorated my condo. She gave each room style and made the whole apartment come alive. She made my new home feel just like that, a home. I loved walking into my place because it felt so warm and comfortable. When the bell rang, I opened my door and greeted my guests. Dawn and Anthony walked in, handing me a bottle of sparkling cider. 
 
   “Should we take off our shoes?” asked Dawn. 
 
   “There is no need; I have hardwood floors throughout the house.”
 
   “Oh, my God! Cyn, look at your place! This is beautiful.”
 
   “Well, you can thank your mom for coming over and handling her business.” Dawn looked around, amazed at the decorating job her mom had done. 
 
   “Damn, babe, we gonna have to get your moms to hook us up, too,” said Anthony. 
 
   “Yeah, she did an awesome job,” replied Dawn.” It wasn’t too long afterwards that Jonathan had arrived. I made all of the introductions and got everyone something to drink. We sat around, chatting and laughing about sports, entertainment, and the fact that Dawn and Anthony were expecting their first child. I jumped up, hugging my best friend because I knew the struggles it took for her to get to this point. She had been battling issues about becoming a mother. 
 
   “Aww, I can’t wait to meet my godchild, so I could spoil them!” 
 
   “Well, Cyn, you gonna have to get in line because the father here may put up a fight.” Anthony looked over laughing. Dawn asked to use the bathroom, so I pointed her in the direction of it. I made my way into the kitchen, preparing the table so we could have dinner. 
 
   “Oh, baby, everything looks delicious. You really outdone yourself,” Jonathan stated. “And may I say the hostess is looking real cute in that romper?” He kissed me softly on the cheek. 
 
   “Well, I hope everyone bought their appetites.” Jonathan pulled my chair out, as did Anthony for Dawn.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Cyn, dinner was delicious. I’m so stuffed!” said both Jonathan and Anthony. “Little Miss Greedy is still eating her second serving of baked potato, corn, and broccoli.” After dinner, Dawn and I cleared the table, Anthony loaded the dishwasher while Jonathan took out the trash. Afterwards, we all retired to the patio to enjoy the rest of the evening. 
 
   “Dawn, when are we expecting our little bundle of joy?” I asked.
 
   “I’m due March 24th, which just seems so far away.”
 
   “Well, count your blessings you don’t have to go through the summer months in your last trimester, I heard that’s the worst.”
 
   “Well, this aunt here can’t wait to go shopping and buy out the stores. What happened when you told your family?”
 
   “My mother and Grannie were happy. Cammie and Deja were excited, too. Deja’s baby will have a little cousin to play with.” It had gotten late, so Dawn and Anthony didn’t stay much longer.
 
   Jonathan and I made ourselves comfortable on the couch and decided to watch a movie. 
 
   “Baby, you know you are wearing that romper.” He pulled me onto his lap and started placing soft kisses on my neck while licking my earlobes. I don’t know if it was the wine that was making me hot, or the fact that Jonathan was attacking my neck with his lips. He knew that was my spot, and I couldn’t resist the sensation I experienced between my legs. My panties were getting wet, and I enjoyed the way he was making me feel. I turned around to straddle his lap and started sucking on his bottom lip. We would always get this far and stop, but tonight, I was beyond horny, and I was tired of using those damn toys. It had been well over six months since I felt any sexual stimulation from a man. My ass was desperate, and I yearned to be touched and caressed. I whispered in his ear, “Baby, I think it’s time.” He scooped me up and carried me upstairs to the bedroom, placing me on my king-size bed. I sat up damn near ripping at my romper, trying to get it off. Then I reached over to unzip his jeans, releasing his nine or ten-inch friend from his pants. I just sat there, taking in how well-endowed he was and how sexy he looked. I slowly bought his penis to my mouth. I started licking around the mushroom-shape head as if it were my favorite blow-pop. I licked up and down the sides, making sure that when I reached the top, I made a little popping noise. I made sure it was sloppy wet, as I worked my hands really fast before placing the head back in my mouth and moving my tongue in slow motion. 
 
   He was moaning with pleasure, as I bobbed my head up and down as if I were bobbing for apples. He finally pushed me back on the bed and started licking on my clit. Just the first touch alone pushed me over the edge. I was clenching the sheets, trying to push back, but Jonathan had a grizzly grip on my ass. As he maneuvered his tongue around my clit, he slipped two fingers into my wetness, pumping them in and out, and I started gyrating my hips on his fingers. I was on the verge of another orgasm. He lifted me up off of the bed with my legs dangling from his back as he held me up in the air over his head, slurping on my pussy. He had me up there as if he were bench pressing weighs. At first, I was little scared, but he reassured me he had a good grip. And he was true to his word. I lost my mind as he slurped and licked my sensitive spot, giving me orgasm after orgasm. 
 
   When he finally decided to lay me back on the bed, he reached into his wallet and took out a Magnum condom. He placed the head of his penis at the entrance and slowly entered me. I was getting agitated because he was playing around and taking his time, and I was ready to feel his manhood deep inside of me. The wait was finally over as he finally slid deep inside of me. I tried to adjust to his size, but he started teasing me, as he put the tip halfway in before pulling out again, just to go deeper and take me on the ride of my life. He fucked me as if his life depended on it. As he delivered the best dick I had ever had, I cried out because he was putting it on me.  Once he released himself, it felt as if he were coming back for more. I was curious to know if he had taken Viagra beforehand. It was well into the next morning when we were done, and my ass was sore but oh so satisfied. We cuddled, falling into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next morning, I woke to the smell of coffee. Once I used the bathroom, washing my face and brushing my teeth, I went down to join Jonathan in the kitchen. He looked up as he was putting the last of the pancakes on a plate, with a gleam in his eyes. 
 
   “Good morning, beautiful. I was going to serve you breakfast in bed, but you beat me to it. So, why don’t you just sit your sexy self down while I fix your plate?”
 
   “I see someone was in a mood to cook. What do we have here?” There were pancakes, eggs, bacon, sausage, grits, and home fries. “Well you cooked enough to feed an army!” When he sat down, I reached over to kiss him, thanking him for last for the food. 
 
   “Oh, no baby; I’m thanking you. Last night was amazing. I never felt so pleased and satisfied like that.”
 
   “Question though,” I said. 
 
   “What’s that, baby?”
 
   “Did your ass take Viagra or something?” He started laughing. “No, I’m serious. At one point and time, I was afraid I wasn’t going to make it, but I ain’t complaining; I enjoyed last night.”
 
   “Well, eat up, maybe we can have a little more fun before I leave.” He gave me that look as he licked his lips, making my kitty purr. I was ready because he sure did rock my world. I never felt this turned on by a man. Not even when I was with Eric. It was all worth the wait.
 
   When Jonathan left, I was ready to lie down, but I still had some unpacking to do. Luckily, there were only two boxes left. In one of the boxes, there was a manila envelope, and I couldn’t remember where it came from. Then it dawned on me; it was the envelope taped to my door. I was about to open it when my phone rang. I placed the envelope back in the box to answer the phone. It was the broker letting me know that the date had been moved up to Tuesday. I would soon be the owner of a two-story building, and I could hardly wait.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 10
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   Tonight I was hitting the club, it had been a while since I was last here. I was looking to get into something new when I walked past one of the rooms. There was a couple entering into the threesome room, and the girl kept staring at me. She waved me into the room as she walked over to the bed. Her significant other stood there, stroking his brick-hard dick and licking his lips at me. She gave me this seductive look, as she crawled over to the edge of the bed taking my hand to join hers. 
 
   “Why don’t you join us?” she suggested. Before I could answer, her dude came up behind me, rubbing his eight-inch dick across my ass as he stroked it up and down. He reached around, taking my nipples in between his fingers while his girl lifted my leg on the bed and began licking my clit. This was my first time with a woman, but I was very intrigued. She was licking my kitty while he took pleasure in licking my ass. Double penetration had nothing on this. I enjoyed the way she made my body feel. She was a pro with her tongue. The night was very pleasurable. I was well-pleased, and my thirst was truly quenched. 
 
   Before leaving, I was properly introduced to my suitors of the night. Kiki had given me her number, “Don’t be a stranger. I would love to see you again. Give me a call anytime,” she said. She walked over and slipped her tongue into my mouth, as Mike winked at me before leaving. It was a night I would never forget; no one could have ever told me that a woman as sexy as Kiki could have satisfied me the way she did. She knew all of the right moves, and the way she worked her tongue just sent shivers straight up the crack of my ass. 
 
   When I made it home, Eric was parked outside of my house. I wasn’t in any mood for him or his limp ass dick. I got tired of feeling sorry for his ass. If he was going to let Cyn’s whiny ass stress him out, I wasn’t the one to feel sorry for him. I had needs, and as of lately, he wasn’t fulfilling them. See, this is why I needed to move on because I found myself catching feelings, and he wasn’t giving me what I needed or what I wanted. I took my time getting out of my car, knowing this would irritate his ass, but I was over catering to his damn needs. I couldn’t get out of my car fast enough before he approached the car, snatching open the door. 
 
   “Damn, Marcy, what the hell was taking your ass so long to get out the damn car?”
 
   “Good evening, or should I good morning to you, too?”
 
   “I’ve been sitting out here for almost two hours waiting on you. I started to leave.”
 
   “Well, with that fucked up attitude you should have. You are not going to fuck up my mood because you’re stressed out.” I got out of the car, slamming the door as I tried to walk pass his ass. I really wasn’t trying to hear anything he had to say. He tried grabbing me by the arm, “Who the fuck you think you’re talking to? I let you slip before with your fly ass mouth and comments, but you starting to piss me off!”
 
   “If I were you, I would be careful before you find yourself picking your teeth off the ground.”
 
   “Look, I came over here to apologize for neglecting your ass, but you got one more fucking time to come at me wrong, and you got an issue,” he warned. I snatched my arm away because I could tell he had been drinking more than usual. I knew damn well he had lost his mind, talking to me like that. I just blamed it on the alcohol. 
 
   “Look, Eric, why don’t you go home and just sleep off that buzz you got? Frankly, I’m exhausted and just want to get in the shower and in the bed.” He tilted his head some, looking at me crazy, as he tried to pull me into him. He started groping at my ass, and to be honest, I wasn’t feeling it. I could feel his erection, but it just wasn’t turning me on. 
 
   “Stop! Eric!” I yelled. “Just go home!” 
 
   “So, you going to deny me this tight, juicy ass?” he said, gripping my ass. I couldn’t believe how erratic and crazy he was acting. I tried pulling away, but he was too strong, and he was being forceful with me. 
 
   “Look, Eric, take your drunken ass home!” He slammed me up against the car, snatching my dress up and tearing off my panties. I didn’t realize he had his pants down and his dick out until he was ramming me in the ass. I started screaming, but he placed his hand over my mouth to muffle my screams. 
 
   “See, I wouldn’t have to do this if you weren’t acting like such a bitch,” he said, pounding harder and harder. “Now, take this dick, and shut the fuck up.” I started crying because I had never felt so violated in my life. After about five minutes, he was cumming inside of my ass. I couldn’t believe he just fucked me in the ass. It felt as if my ass were on fire. I had never had anal sex before, and he just took advantage of me. “That was good,” he said, as he slapped me on the ass. Then, he kissed me roughly on the cheeks and backed away, pulling up his pants. 
 
   “That will teach your ass to reject me!” he taunted, and he walked away, getting in his car. I just stood there shocked because I couldn’t believe what had just occurred. This bastard raped me! I don’t know how long I stood there, but it eventually started raining. I slowly made my way to house, still in shock. When I finally made it upstairs, I got in the shower and cried while scrubbing at my body. I just felt dirty all over. With disbelief in my heart, I was so hurt that Eric would violate me the way he did. He had no remorse for what he did. I scrubbed away at my body until my skin felt raw and started to burn. I couldn’t understand how my night went from being on Cloud Nine to being raped by someone who I thought cared about me. 
 
   Sitting up, not sure I ever fell asleep, I laid in bed lost in thought. Eric was going to pay for this, even if it was the last thing I made happen in life. My phone buzzed, alerting me to a text message. It was from Dawn, wanting to know if I was free for lunch. I texted her back that I wasn’t feeling well and we could maybe get together some other time. Hope you feel better soon, she texted back. I just wasn’t in the mood to be out in the public. My house phone rang, and I let voicemail pick up. “Hi, mommy we miss you. When you coming over to see us?” I started crying again because I hadn’t seen my babies in three weeks. I couldn’t believe how I had let my life get so out of control. I lied here, thinking of how fucked up my life was. I was neglecting my kids, lying around on my back, and accepting money from men for sex as if I were some common whore. Here it was, I raped by a man I had fallen for, who just so happen to be one of best friends’ ex-boyfriend. I knew it was time to get my life together. My daughters needed me, and it was time I started acting like a mother. 
 
   “Oh, God! Please give me strength, show me mercy and forgive me. Please fix this!” I just sat in the bed, crying and talking to God. 
 
   I knew life had to get better.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11
 
   Eric
 
    
 
   This damn case had gotten me stressed the hell out. I’d been working late hours here at the office, trying to put together this appeal. Carter Barnes really thought his money was that long. He’d been serving time for drug trafficking, possession of drugs, possession of an illegal firearm, attempted murder, corruption of a minor, and several other charges. To think this was the motherfucker, who violated Dawn when she was a young girl. Jerry Kindred, one of the partners here, had passed his cases onto me when he took ill. After reading over Mr. Barnes’s file, I learned that his crime sprees began when he was just eleven. As a juvenile, he stayed in trouble, from stealing cars to assault. He’d been locked down for over fifteen years now, and every time he filed an appeal, it was denied. He was ordered to serve twenty-five to life. At the time of his arrest, the gun found on him had two bodies on it. I was set to pay him a visit in a couple of days. Jerry warned me that he could be an arrogant son of a bitch. Even though he claimed his innocence from the beginning during his murder trial, he was still guilty of something. It was said that he was a big time drug dealer who ran the whole tri-state area. Plus, he never got his hands dirty unless he needed to. He knew to have other people handle his dirty work. He was one ruthless motherfucker.
 
   It had been over three weeks since I heard from Marcy. I had tried contacting her, but she changed her number. I knew what I had done was wrong, but she needed to be taught a lesson. Dre hadn’t been blowing up my phone, and Cyn moved. Somehow, I was losing control of my personal life. I started drinking heavily, and it was showing in my work and in my appearance. My boss was threatening to take me off of this case. He said, “Greyson, either get your shit together, or you’ll be unemployed. Do you think you need some time off? Is this workload too much for you? Whatever it could be, I advise you to fix it, and quick.” I figured once I filed this appeal and the jury came back with their vote, I was going to take some time off. I needed a vacation. 
 
   I received a text from Dre, asking me to come by this evening. I was up to my eyeballs with work, and I wasn’t sure when I could get there. Let’s just say, he wasn’t too happy with my response. I asked him if he could give me until the weekend, but he never responded.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 12
 
   Three Months Later…
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   Business had been flourishing. I was getting big as a house, and just last week, I found out we were expecting a baby boy. Ant couldn’t have been even happier. At this point, it was just a question of what we were naming him. Anthony Lamar Hunter Junior. Once I learned the sex of the baby, I contacted my mother, so she could start decorating. She had been quite busy, getting prepared for her wedding. She came by the house to take measurements of the nursery and to check on me as well. I fixed some lunch and we talked. She informed me that she received a notice in the mail from the DA, stating that Carter had filed for another appeal. She was telling me how his last two appeals were denied. 
 
   “Baby, I’m praying his ass never gets out. He was a sick bastard for preying on little girls, and I’m ashamed that I even let him near you. No telling how many other young girls fell victim to him.” My mother could see the pain in my eyes. She reached over, rubbing my hands and she changed the subject. We started talking about the venues and flowers that I ordered for the wedding. Just talking about the wedding, you could see a glow in my mother. I could tell my mom was truly happy and she was so blessed to have another chance at happiness. The last few months we were been getting better acquainted with one another and making up for lost time. I appreciated the fact I had my mother around now. I had longed for the affection of my mother for so long—too long. I thought all hope was lost and that the drugs had overpowered her life. As for the rest of my family, my sister, Deja, had given birth to beautiful baby girl, Aniyah Patrice Cooper. Everybody was so excited when Deja gave birth. Grannie told me, “You’re next, baby girl.” At that moment, I felt as if the spotlight was now on me, and I couldn’t wait to see my little man.
 
   Ant had just walked into the kitchen, bending down to kiss me. 
 
   “Hey, babe, you’re home early,” he called out. He walked over, hugging my mom. 
 
   “No, I’m just picking up some files out of the back office.” He came back towards me to rub my stomach. “Hey, lil man. It’s me your dad,” and the baby responded by stretching his arms and his legs. Ant had been in euphoric bliss since he learned of the baby. 
 
   “See, babe, he knows my voice.” Me and my mom laughed, getting a kick out of Ant. He was a proud poppa, and I knew the baby was going to be spoiled rotten. The nly thing he hadn’t done yet was buy out the whole mall in preparation for the baby’s arrival, but some of his clients had given him plenty of gifts already. In his line of work, his clients were extremely rich. He received a couple of jerseys and and some money. This baby was raking in the dough, and he wasn’t even born yet! Ant walked to the back to retrieve his files and was headed towards the door. He yelled over his shoulder, “Love you, baby! See you later, Ms. Julia!” as he closed the door behind him. 
 
   “Well, baby, I need to get going, so I can get started on my grandson’s room.” I walked her to the door, where we exchanged hugs and she left. 
 
   I was on my way to the back office to do some work when my doorbell rang. I wobbled my way to door, even though I wasn’t expecting anyone. When I opened the door, there stood Marcy. 
 
   “Hey, girl, where your ass been?” I questioned, as she walked in rubbing my stomach. 
 
   “Hey, big momma, I see pregnancy is agreeing with you.”
 
   “Don’t go changing the subject, heffa. Where you been? We been trying to get in touch with your ass. Had it not been for texting, we wouldn’t have known if your ass was dead or alive.”
 
   “Oh, hush! Been hanging with my babies and searching for a job.” 
 
   “Well, girl, you know that offer still stands to be my assistant. I’m going to need someone I can trust to take over while I’m out.”
 
   “Girl, that news in music to my ears! I was in numerous interviews. I was underqualified for the positions I was interviewing for. Thank you so much, Dawn, I’ve been a total wreck with this job search. Plus, I’ve doing some soul searching and had come to some serious conclusions. Dawn, I’ve been thinking of getting my babies back. It’s time I made some changes and become the mother that they need. Not the part-time parent that I’ve been for the past six years.”
 
   “Marcy, I’m truly proud of you. I know the girls will be so excited.”
 
   “They will be; I just haven’t said anything to them yet. I have some unfinished business  need to attend to before I can bring them home.” 
 
   “You know, Cyn has been worried about you, too.” I couldn’t help but notice Marcy’s expression when I bought up Cyn’s name. She said it’s been hard to reach you over the phone.” 
 
   “Yeah, I know, I’ve just been real busy that’s all.” 
 
   “Well, she just recently moved and opened her own real estate company.” 
 
   “Oh, wow! She’s been talking about opening her own business for quite some time.” 
 
   “Can I ask what happen between you two?” 
 
   “Nothing happened, I just told you, I’ve been extremely busy.” Her voice had gotten an octave higher, and I tilted my head some, looking at her ass sideways. “You may wanna use your damn inside voice with me. Are you okay? Because you seem to be agitated.” She stood up, grabbing her keys and her purse with tears in her eyes. I stopped her before she could walk off. “Marcy, what is wrong with you? 
 
   “Nothing, Dawn. Just let it go, damn it. I’ll call you later, so we can discuss the job details. That’s if the offer still remains.” 
 
   “Yes, it does! Why wouldn’t it? I don’t know what you’re going through, but I’m here for you.” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 13
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   Thank God, I was finally home home. It had been a long day with holding interviews, and the contractor was still working. I couldn’t wait for the grand opening. I was so anxious to get this business off of the ground.  Suddenly, my phone rang, and it was Dawn on the other end. 
 
   “What’s up, girl? How are doing?” 
 
   “I’m doing fine, just had quite a strange visit from Marcy today.”
 
   “What you mean, ‘strange’?” 
 
   “You know how her ass is. You never know what’s going to come out her mouth. Well, I offered her that assistant position that opened up, and she accepted.” 
 
   “Now, that’s is strange. Whatever happen to, ‘I don’t need to work, I can just lay on my back while men throw money at me’?” 
 
   “She claims she’s been doing some soul searching and she wants her girls back, so that’s why she was job searching.” 
 
   “That must of been some serious soul searching she was doing!”
 
   “But wait, there’s more to it. So, I bought up the fact that you were worried about her, and she began rolling her eyes, like hearing your name made her sick. I’m not sure what that’s all about, but she been acting funny towards me for a minute, too. I tried to get her to open up, but she left out of here like satan himself was on her ass. I kep saying I was gonna stop pass her house, but I always got sidetracked, but after talking with you, I’m not sure what to do.”
 
   “Well, let’s just pray for her.
 
   “Enough about Marcy’s psychotic ass, how’s my godson coming along?” 
 
   “Girl, he doing all kinds of flips and stretching up in here. I can’t wait for him to get here!” 
 
   “Just a few more months, honey, you better enjoy the peace and quiet while you can.”
 
   “Yeah, Deja said Aniyah is up every four hours like clock work. Something my ass isn’t looking forward to. So, what you got planned for the rest of the night, girl?”
 
   “Jonathan decided to prepare dinner for us tonight at his place. So, I’m going to try to get some rest until it’s time to leave. Damn!”
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
   “I forgot to get the mail out of the mailbox. Plus, I got this damn box of knickknacks sitting by the door. I’ve been neglecting to unpack it.” 
 
   “Well, you go ahead and get yourself together, I’m about to take a nap. Just give me a call tomorrow maybe we can do lunch. 
 
   “That sounds good to me. Love you, Dawn.” 
 
   “Right back at you, girl.”
 
   After hanging up with Dawn, I went outside to retrieve my mail. I should have  known it was nothing but bills and junk mails. I laid the mail on the table in the foyer and started towards the box I still needed to unpack, but I stopped in my tracks when I noticed a big manila envelope that had fallen behind the table. My instincts were telling me to open it, but I had a gut feeling something was wrong. I tried to shake the feeling I had. When I opened the envelope, out fell some pictures. I instantly became sick and started crying. I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.  It was Eric having sex with some guy. No wonder Eric didn’t have interest in me. He was too busy sticking his dick inside of another man! I didn’t even make it to the bathroom before my lunch was all over the floor. There were more pictures, and when I got to this one particular picture, I grew angry. It felt as if someone had snatched my breath away. It was Marcy’s trifling ass sucking on the same guy’s dick while Eric was fucking her from behind. I slid down the wall in total shock. How could this bitch who called herself my best friend do this? My mind was racing so fast, I got an instant headache. I picked up the lamp and threw it across the room. I wished like hell it was that back-stabbing, man-stealing whore. No wonder her ass was acting all standoffish. Her stank ass was fucking my man! From what I could see, they were enjoying themselves. This bitch, I was so ready to whoop her ass. I practically cried on this bitch’ shoulders, telling her how I thought his ass was cheating and all of this time it was with her fucking ass!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 14
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe the phone call I just gotten from Cyn. She called me, all hysterical and crying. Marcy crossed the line; she knew our cardinal rule was not to date one another’s men—whether they were ex-boyfriends or just somebody we screwed once. They were off limits no matter what. We always knew that she was with sleeping around with other people’s men, but Eric? That shit was foul.  was on my way to Cyn’s now because I knew her temper. She was about to fuck Marcy up. I hoped that I reached Cyn before she attempted to leave the house. I told her I was on my way, but I wasn’t even sure if she heard me. She lived about twenty-five miles from my house, and I drove as fast as I could without getting pulled over. At first, I didn’t see Cyn’s car, and I prayed it was in the garage. After parking, I rang the bell and knocked on the door at the same time. I stood there, praying hard that Cyn hadn’t left because she had no chill button. Marcy wasn’t a match for her, either. Cyn was meek and mild on the outside, but once she was rubbed the wrong way, it was hard to bring her in. I witnessed her whip a many asses and I was right there with her, kicking ass and taking names. She finally came to the door with her kick-ass clothes on. I tried calming her down, but that wasn’t working. I just couldn’t wrap my brain around Marcy being that deceitful. 
 
   “Dawn, I’m not trying to hear what you’re saying. Both Eric and Marcy got it coming!” she told me straight up. I wasn’t in a position to hold her back, so I just rode with her. 
 
   The ride over to Marcy’s was very quiet. I could see the steam coming from Cyn’s head. She looked as though she were about to blow a damn gasket. When we got to Marcy’s, it was as if Cyn went from zero to one-hundred in two seconds. She was banging on the door, screaming for Marcy to open the door. Neighbors started coming outside their homes, looking to see what all of the commotion was. Marcy finally came to the door, and Cyn was on her ass. She barely opened the damn door before Cyn started in on her. It didn’t even look like Marcy was putting up a fight, either. It was as if she were admitting her guilt without even saying one single word. On my way over, I texted Ant and told him what was going down, and I asked him to meet me at Marcy’s house. He must have called Jonathan for reinforcement because he, too, was hopping out of his car. It took both of them to get Cyn off of Marcy. When I looked at Marcy, she was curled up in a fetal position and she was crying. She was a bloody mess, and I just knew she had a couple of broken bones. Her eyes were damn near shut, and her nose and lip were both bloody. I tried to help her up, but she just whispered that she was fine. 
 
   Someone must  have called the police and an ambulance because I could hear faint sirens. Jonathan pushed Cyn into the car and took off. I just waited there with Marcy until the ambulance arrived. I asked Marcy if she wanted me to contact her parents, but she just shook her head no. I felt sorry for her with the way Cyn whooped her ass, but she asked for it. All of those times Cyn looked out for her, especially in school, and this what she did? There were girls who wanted to beat Marcy’s ass, from the time she arrived until we graduated from high school. Let’s just say, Cyn and I were her knights-in-shining armour. I had love for Marcy, but she was dead wrong for what she did. I knew once Cyn got a hold of Eric, it was going to be a lot of slow singing, flower bringing, and furniture moving in the city of Wilmington. After the police and ambulance arrived, me and Anthony left. I climbed in Cyn’s car and took off. I wasn’t sticking around to answer any questions.
 
   When I arrived at Cyn’s, she was walking back and forth, just talking and mumbling to herself. We just sat there, listening to her vent and blow off steam. She had the pictures all strewn on the floor in the dining room, and I could see exactly why she snapped. There was a letter attached that said that Eric and Marcy had been creeping since last year. The other guy in the picture I knew as a customer of mine. He always used my catering company for his events. The pictures showed them in some very compromising positions. Reality must have started kicking in because Cyn broke down and started crying. She just kept saying, “This motherfucker is gay! He was fucking me without protection!” And from the pictures, Eric looked like he was enjoying himself. I didn’t want to believe it, but pictures don’t lie. I just walked over to console my friend the best I knew how. It wasn’t easy seeing her this way. How do you console your best friend, who just found out that the guy she was in a relationship with for years was not only fucking her best friend, but a dude, too?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 15
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   I woke up in the hospital to see my mother sitting vigil over me while I slept. When I tried to cough, I must have startled my mother because she jumped up. She was so happy to see me awake. 
 
   “You been out of it for a couple of days. You were heavily sedated because you had several cracked and bruised ribs,” she told me when I asked what happened. While my mom was fussing over me, the nurse came in. 
 
   “Ms. Crawford, what a pleasant surprise to have you back with us. You gave your mom here a real scare. I’m going to check your vitals and the doctor has been informed. He should be in to see you shortly.” After checking my vitals, she asked if there was anything she could get me. 
 
   “Am I able to eat? Because I feel famished,” I asked. Once the doctor examined me, she would have a lunch tray sent around for me she informed me. When she was done, I knew my mother would start her twenty-one questions. 
 
   “So, baby how are you feeling?” 
 
   “I feel a little sore.” 
 
   “Well, do you know what happened? The police were here but said they would come back to get your statement.” I tried to play it off because I didn’t feel like talking about what happened. I knew it was coming, but I wasn’t sure how Cyn found out about Eric and I. I know what I did was wrong, though. For a month, I hid from the thoughts of how many people I had hurt with my actions. So, to say that I didn’t have that ass kicking coming is an understatement. 
 
   “Mom, could we talk about this later? How are my babies doing?”
 
   “They’re doing fine, you know, they wanted to come see you. I told them once you were doing better maybe they could visit. I tried calling Cyn and Dawn to let them know what happened to you. Dawn came up once, but she hasn’t been back. Cyn hasn’t returned my calls. Did something happen between you two?”
 
   “Mom, just let it go already!” Thank God for the knock at the door. In walked the doctor, who I recognized from the club.  His name was Dr. Michael Turner. We both looked at one another, but made no attempts to let on that we knew each other. After completing his examination, he said that I had made some progress and could be discharged tomorrow. I sat there, thinking of my last encounter with Mike. It looked as if he had the same thoughts. He stated that he would return before he ended his rounds for the night. After my lunch tray arrived, I picked over the sandwich. I realized I wasn’t that hungry and dozed off. 
 
   When I woke up, there were two officers walking into the room. Officer Washington and Officer Lawerence. They attempted to question me about my attack, but of course, I claimed I had no clue who my attacker was.
 
   “There was no real description from the witness, except it was a lady in a dark blue Armada truck,” Officer Lawerence said. My mom looked perplexed because she knew that was Cyn’s truck. I tried to hurry the officers along by faking a headache and just asking if they could leave a card, so I could contact them later. It wasn’t even thirty seconds after they left, and my mom started in again with the questions. 
 
   “Marcy, is there something you’re hiding? Because I could have swore Cyn owned a dark blue Armada.” I began to get frustrated with her because she just couldn’t leave well enough alone.  
 
   “Just leave it alone, mom!” I yelled. My mom looked as if she wanted to slap the shit out of me. 
 
   “Marcy Renee Crawford, if you ever raise your damn voice at me again, I will slap the taste out of your mouth. Now, you will answer my questions, or I will go straight to Cynthia.” 
 
   “Mom, could you please let me handle this?”
 
   “Listen, Marcy, you and Cynthia have been friends for over fifteen years now, something must be wrong for her to attack you like she did. She could have killed you. What could have possessed her to come at you like that?” 
 
   “Mom, I promise we will talk about this, just give me some time.” 
 
   Boy, was I happy my mother left. She kept trying to press the issue, and I totally ignored her. Some of what she said, though, was true, but I wanted to handle things my own way. As I was lying there, watching the news, Dr. Good-Looking stuck his head in the door. 
 
   “Is the coast clear?” he asked, as I nodded my head yes because I couldn’t help but laugh at how silly he was acting. “Just wanted to check on my favorite patient before I left.” I couldn’t help but blush. 
 
   “I’m sure you say that to all of the young ladies.”
 
   “No, just this particular one with the tasty pussy,” he stated, winking his eyes. “Sorry if that sounded inappropriate, but I’m not telling no lies.” I started laughing. He stayed for another thirty minutes, so we could talk, and I promised to hit him and Kiki up once I felt up to it. He kissed me on the back of the hand and left. I noticed that it was getting late, and I was anxious and couldn’t wait to be home in my own bed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 16
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   It had been almost two weeks since I showed up at Marcy’s house and whooped her ass. I had yet to catch Eric’s fairy ass. I left plenty of messages, and I even rode past his house with no luck. The bastard was ignoring me. I still couldn’t wrap my head around the fact that he was fucking men and letting them suck on his dick. I got sick just thinking about it. No wonder he stopped wanting to be with me. I was just starting to wrap my head around the fact that he was bi-sexual and that he was fucking my ex-best friend behind my back. When the incident occurred, Ms. Bertha called me to let me know that Marcy had been attacked. I was the least interested in answering her call, since I was the one who attacked that ass. She better be happy she was still alive, but if I saw her again, she might catch another ass whooping. 
 
   For the first couple of days, I was in shock because I could think back to the days when she was getting caught up with fucking with other girls’ boyfriends, and I was right there with her, fighting them off. Either I was fighting for her, or with her and Dawn to keep the chicks off of her back. Even after high school, her trifling ass stayed in some shit and we were right there with her. Dawn went to the hospital to see her ass, but I knew Dawn felt as if she were caught in the middle. Like I told her, there were no hard feelings between us. 
 
   “I just wanted to make sure she was all right,” she told me. “Ms. Bertha was a total wreck because she couldn’t believe someone had attacked her and left her for dead.” I didn’t feel any kind of way because she got what she deserved.  I couldn’t believe this bitch was sleeping with Eric for a year behind my back and still smiling all up in my face. That was what I called a conniving, sneaky ass, back-stabbing bitch, but karma’s a bitch, too. It might not occur today or tomorrow, but it was coming for her. 
 
   There was a knock at the door. Damn, I couldn’t believe how time had gotten away from me that fast. I knew it was Jonathan coming to pick me up for our date. I answered the door and apologized for not being ready. He had been very understanding through this whole ordeal and stood by my side. 
 
   “It’s okay, babe, I’m a little early, so you still have time to get your gorgeous ass  dressed. Unless you wanna serve me my dessert now?” he suggested. I couldn’t help but take notice of the bulge that was developing in his pants. I walked over towards him and ran my fingers along his crouch. 
 
   “Woman, don’t start what you can’t finish!”
 
   “Who said I couldn’t finish it?” I asked, turning around and sashaying my ass up the steps with him in tow like a lost puppy with his tongue out. We headed straight for the bathroom, so we could take a shower. I turned on the water while Jonathan tore away at both of our clothes. He began grinding on my ass while placing soft kisses along my neck and collarbone. I started oohing and aahing as I felt a tingling sensation between my legs. My body was on fire, and he was the only one that could put it out. Once we were in the shower, he pinned me up against wall. He started feasting on my kitty, making her purr. I whispered, “Get your dessert, baby.” He was lapping up my juices that were flowing out me. I tried to wiggle out his arms because it felt so damn good. I felt as if I were floating on air. I knew I was ready to feel him inside of my walls. “Put it in, please just put in!” I yelled. He didn’t have any problems granting my wish. He picked me up in his arms and carried me into the bedroom, soaking wet. He laid me on the bed as he pushed his way into my honey pot. I was rubbing and scratching at his back as he laid the pipe on me. I started having multiple orgasms as he delivered the best sex I ever had. With every stroke gave me, I could feel him touching my g-spot. I gushed all over his dick. 
 
   “Get on all fours, and stick that juicy ass out for me,” he instructed. “I wanna get up in that pussy real good,” he said, smacking my ass.” That smack alone drove me over the edge. He was punishing my ass for making him wait for this pussy. He began grunting and moaning, which meant he was close to exploding. I slowed it down, and I turned around and placed him in my mouth. I licked and sucked on it just enough to make sure he could last longer. I laid back on the pillow as he started power-driving my ass into the bed. We were both moaning and crying out in unison. I started squeezing my muscles around his dick, trying to milk him for everything he had. We reached our climax at the same time. When we finished, we both were spent. I tried to stand, but I had spaghetti legs. After resting for a little bit, we made it back to the shower, so we could ready for our date. Luckily, his cousin was the owner of the Rib Shack, so he was able to call ahead and extend our arrival time. My ass was so tired and worn out that I was ready to jump in the bed right then and there.
 
   When we arrived at the restaurant, our table was ready with a bottle of wine already placed at the table. The hostess didn’t bother giving us menus because Jonathan had already order our food. We were served baby back ribs, corn on the cob, potato salad, greens, yams, and mac and cheese. I was sure to have the itis after all of this good food and the great sex. The chef also happened to be Jonathan’s cousin, Mark. He came out to make sure we enjoyed our food and to chat with us. I complimented him on preparing such a delicious meal. 
 
   “Will y’all be having any dessert?” he asked. 
 
   “We already did,” Jonathan answered, with this silly ass grin on his face.” They both started laughing, and I felt my cheeks turn hot from blushing.
 
   We sat, talking and drinking almost until the restaurant closed. If I didn’t know any better, Jonathan was trying to get me turnt up, so he could have his way with me again. We finally made it to the house, and I was so exhausted and buzzed, all I wanted was my bed. By the time we made it upstairs, neither one of us was in a sexual mood. We both curled up in the bed and we were soon knocked out. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   I rose to my alarm going off; I had to meet up with Ms. Julia this morning. She was meeting me at the building to add the finishing touches to my office. Lord knows, I was ready to call her to postpone the appointment. I looked over at Jonathan, who was sleeping so peaceful. I tried getting out the bed without waking him; it was bad enough that one of us had to get up. As I got out of the bed, I slipped on my robe, heading towards the bathroom to get my day started. While brushing my teeth, I could see that it was time to get my hair done. I made a mental note to call Jasmin at House of Hair Lounge for an appointment. I knew it was at the last minute, but I needed a new hairstyle. It was time to rock the natural look. No more weaves or caps because my hair needed to breathe. When I got back in the room, Jonathan was sitting up in the bed with this sinister look on his face, as if he were up to something. 
 
   “Good morning, beautiful. You sure are up pretty early, I had some plans for us. When I rolled over, I noticed you were gone, and now here you stand, all washed and dressed. I guess that puts a pause to my plans, not unless we can get a quickie?” Now he was hitting me with the sad-puppy-dog eyes. 
 
   “I’m sorry, babe, I have to meet Ms. Julia at the office this morning. Plus, you know how our quickies turn out, but I can make it up to you later on. How about we order out and have movie night?” He walked over and smacked me on the ass. 
 
   “That sounds like a plan.” He wrapped his strong arms around me, and that’s when it hit me. I wanted this kind of strength and love in my life forever. I wasn’t sure if mentioning anything would push him away. I wanted to make sure that he felt the same way I did. We started dating almost six months ago. So, I decided to wait a little longer to make sure all was right between us. He placed a kiss on my forehead as we stared into each other’s eyes. I knew I needed to break free from his embrace, or there would be trouble. I didn’t want Ms. Julia putting an APB out on me. My phone rang, speaking of the devil. It was Ms. Julia calling to say she was on her way. 
 
   “I will see her there. Do you want something from Dunkin Donuts?” I asked. She wanted an iced coffee and two glazed donuts. Luckily, I didn’t live too far, so the extra stop was no problem. I gave Jonathan a soft peck on the lips and walked out of the door, grabbing my purse and my keys. 
 
   I made the stop at Dunkin Donuts and got our food. When I pulled into the parking lot, I noticed Ms. Julia was parking her car, too. I really felt blessed because she was a godsend. She helped to make my vision for my office become a reality. Plus, she had taken on the role of becoming the office manager. Besides decorating, she conducted interviews for the receptionist position and for other two realtor positions available. She made it her business to handle finding someone suitable for the company. I walked into her office as she was getting the materials together to drape the waiting area. 
 
   I just sat there, looking off into space. 
 
   “Cynthia, how’s it going sweetheart?”
 
   “I’m doing fine, why do you ask?” 
 
   “Well, I know you have been experiencing some heartaches and personal issues. I hope you didn’t mind that Dawn talked to me about what happened. She was just a little worried about you.” 
 
   “No, I don’t mind. I’ve grown to appreciate your opinion and advice. It has been over sixteen years since my mother passed. Any motherly advice you could give, I’d appreciate it.” 
 
   “Well, thank you, baby. I just wanted to say that when you hold in so much anger, it doesn’t hurt anyone but you. What Marcy and Eric did was wrong and unforgiveable, but you need to let it go. You met a very handsome, attentive, loving and caring man. I’ve watched the way he looks at you, and he genuinuely cares about you. What they don’t know is that karma is very real. Let guilt eat at them, God has something in store for them. You just concentrate on your business and Jonathan. He was sent to you by God. Don’t let anger and revenge take your focus off of him. Just be happy.” I just sat there, crying and listening to Ms. Julia as she talked. She just confirmed what I had been feeling for Jonathan. I hugged her because I truly thought that would have been the same advice my mom would have given me. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   When I got back to my office, I contacted Jas to make my appointment for this evening. I was glad she was able to squeeze me in on such a short notice. We were done by 2:30pm, which gave me enough time to make it over West Philly for my appointment. While driving, I got a call from Dawn. It had been a week since we last spoke, which was kind of unusual. I apologized for not keeping in contact with her. I didn’t want to blame it on work or being too busy to call. I was feeling some kind of way because she went up to see Marcy, but that was the kind of person she was. She was always the one who kept the peace amongst our circle. There were plenty of times she talked me down from many things, but thinking back to Ms. Julia said, I could see where Dawn got her loving and caring spirit from. We made a date to catch up tomorrow for lunch at Mad Mex. Driving into the city, the traffic wasn’t as bad as I thought, I was able to make it to the salon and only have one other person in front of me. I had been coming to Jas for some time now. I always left the salon feeling and looking like a million bucks. Jas had mad skills with her hands. She was to hair what Mozart was to music. 
 
   The only problem with coming over to West Philly was the fact that the drug dealers and the crackheads plagued 60th Street. These people were off of the chain; they had no respect for other people’s property. I came out once to see that my driver’s side window had been broken. I thanked God there wasn’t anything of value  in there at that time. It took the damn cops forever to come in order to make a report. They either were too scared to enter the neighborhood, or they were on the take. However you saw it, putting up new apartments and new businesses in the area was a  bad idea; it still didn’t make the neighborhood any better.
 
   On my way home, I stopped at the Wine and Spirit store to pick up a bottle of wine for this evening. While standing in this long, crazy line, I received a text from Jonathan, hoping we were still on for tonight. I told him I couldn’t wait to be in his arms and sent him a kiss emoji. I was really grateful that God had placed him in my life. I was glad to be headed home to spend some time with someone who was worthy of my time.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 17 
 
   Eric
 
    
 
   The last time I saw Dre, he was acting strange and he didn’t look like himself. He said it was the stress from his job. He was also taking some time off and would be gone for almost a week or two. I had to admit; I wasn’t feeling this new person he had become. I was feigning to be up in his ass, but thought, Damn, am I having a gay moment? I hadn’t been with a woman since that night I fucked Marcy in her driveway. It felt as if I were going through withdraw. I started throwing around little hints, but Dre’s mind seemed to be elsewhere. Once we completed our lunch date, I whispered, “Do you think we can meet up at my house later?” At first, he didn’t seem too enthused, until he looked over my shoulder and placed his hand over the top of mine and smiled. 
 
   “Dre, are you okay?” 
 
   “I couldn’t be any better,” I heard an old familiar voice from behind me. It sounded like Cyn. As she got closer, I hurried up and snatched my hand out from under Dre’s. I turned to greet her, figuring there should be no hard feelings amongst us. As she got closer, Cyn walked up and slapped the shit out of me; we were in public, so I refrained myself from fucking her up, but I caught her hand before she could go in for another slap. 
 
   “Bitch! What the fuck is your problem?” 
 
   “You are, you sorry, sick ass bastard! So, now you’re flaunting your little gay lover in public? Eric, how could you do this?” I looked at her with a confused expression on my face, what gave her the impression we were lovers. Dre just sat there with this little smirk on his face, and Dawn tried to contain Cyn from coming at me again. I stepped closer to them and said, “Before you accuse me something, bitch, you better have proof of what you’re talking about.” 
 
   “Oh, trust me, I have all the proof I need!” By the time she could finish ranting about her proof, the manager of the Pub came out. 
 
   “Is everything okay?” 
 
   “Yes, we’re okay. We were just leaving,” said Dawn, as she lead Cyn out. She yelled over Dawn’s shoulder, “You better ask that bitch, Marcy, what happened to her!” As she left the restaurant, I turned and yelled, “Okay, people! The fucking show is over!” I grabbed my keys, heading towards the front door and leaving Dre still sitting there and stuck with the bill. I was heated; I felt as if I were losing control of this whole situation. I was determined to find out exactly what proof Cyn had. By the time I got outside, there was no one in sight. Damn it! I tried calling Cyn’s phone, but she changed her number. I had to get to the bottom of this, and quick. I decided to take a ride over to her spot. 
 
   When I got there, there was a “For Sale” sign on the lawn. I started banging my fist on the steering wheel until I felt this sharp pain in my right hand. “Ouch!” I just knew I broke something. I ended up pulling off with no location in mind, I had to find out what kind of proof she was talking about. I could hear my phone going off in my jacket pocket, and I reached for it to see that it was Dre calling me. I wasn’t in the mood to hear his bitching and shining ass, so I just let go to voicemail. He was being very persistent by calling back again and again. He was starting to piss me off. I answered the phone with attitude. 
 
   “What the hell do you want? My not answering your twenty something calls wasn’t a hint?” 
 
   “Look, Eric, we need to talk before I leave,” he said, while coughing into the phone. 
 
   “You had all of the time in the world to talk while we sitting at the damn restaurant.”
 
   “That wasn’t private enough for what I needed to say to you.” 
 
   “Right now, I’m dealing with some other issues. That will have to wait. Just give me a call when you get back in town.”
 
   “But Eric, this is important!” I hung up before he could get another word out. Everything about him was always important. I turned my phone on silent and kept driving until I ended up at Marcy’s place.
 
   At first, I just sat there. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to see me after our last encounter. I got up and walked up the pathway and knocked on her door. I stood there, knocking for five minutes and got no answer. It was evident that she was home, though, because her car was sitting right there in the driveway. I just knew she was ignoring me, but then her neighbor came out. 
 
   “Marcy isn’t here. She had been in some type of altercation and had been rushed to the hospital.” From what I could get out of her nosy neighbor, she had been attacked by some woman almost two weeks ago. My mind started racing, and Cyn popped up into my head. I was getting agitated by the minute because I had no real information. I thanked the lady and began to walk back to my car. 
 
   “Oh, yeah, you may want to give her a call. I heard she was released from the hospital a couple of days ago.” I thanked her again and pulled off. The pain in my hand was starting to become unbearable. I pulled into the lot of a gas station to get something temporary to take. I refused to let this pain get in my way. I was on a mission, and I wasn’t stopping until I got some answers. I bought a bottle of Aleeve and popped four pills, with hopes that it killed the throbbing feeling I was experiencing. I decided to make that call to Marcy, praying that she would answer my calls and that she didn’t change her number. The phone rang three times before going to voicemail. Well, at least I knew she had the same number. I sent her a quick text message, asking her get in contact with me soon. About five minutes later, a message came back. Go fuck yourself! I sat there, looking at the message because little did she know, I wasn’t in the mood for her bullshit, either. I texted her back that this wasn’t the time for her to be in her feelings. She texted back. Go to hell, bitch! I was becoming enraged because this bitch thought I was in the mood for her shenanigans. I had to think, and fast. I thought maybe I could try Dawn; she always seemed to be the level-headed one out of the group. I was glad I saw her car was sitting outside of her house. I walked up to the door and rang the bell. I could hear her shuffling to the door, and I knew she was peeping through the peephole. 
 
   “Hey, Dawn. It’s me, Eric. May I please speak with you? When she opened the door, she had a look of hatred in her eyes. 
 
   “Sorry, I showed up unexpected, but I figured you were my only resort.”
 
   “Well, Eric, I don’t see how you thought I would give you any information.”
 
   “Dawn, listen, I tried contacting Cyn, and of course, you know she changed her number, plus she moved. She made some pretty strong accusations against me, and I need to get in contact with her. Can you relay a messages to her for me? Let her know I’m looking to hear from her. Tell her my number is still the same.” I thanked her and walked away. I turned around, “By the way, tell her I didn’t forget the fact she slapped me, either.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 18
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   Eric had the audacity to show up at my damn house, looking for my help. If he had any sense, he wouldn’t be searching for Cyn. She went completely ham on his ass, but I peeped his little friend, sitting up there all smug. He didn’t even flinch during the commotion between Eric and Cyn. Compared to those pictures that Cyn received and from what I saw of his appearance at the café, he looked a little frail. I texted to warn Cyn that Eric was looking for her, and her response was, Good let him bring that ass my way. I didn’t stay on the phone long with Cyn, but I made sure she knew to be safe.
 
   I was busy preparing dinner for my hubby, since he was returning from his business trip. I knew he wanted a homecooked meal. This time he went to NYC, scouting some new players who needed representation. I was upset that I couldn’t make this trip. You never knew who you would meet in his line of work. He traveled all over, scouting new basketball players. I remember meeting Carmelo Anthony and his wife, LaLa. Meeting Carmelo was a dream of mine because I was a true fan. I also had the pleasure of  meeting the great Dr. Julius Erving with his fine ass, plus Shannon Brown and his wife, Monica, last year when he was traded to the Miami Heat. I really enjoyed meeting Monica because she was one of my favorite singers. I was so proud of my husband and all of his accomplishments. As a reward, I planned a little romantic welcome home dinner for him. I made a lasagna, salad, and french bread. I couldn’t wait for him to walk through that door because a sister was horny. This pregnancy had me all over the place. One minute I was crying or laughing, the next I wanted be held or did not touched, and I was eating everything in sight. My last doctor’s visit, I learned that I had gained ten pounds, and we’re only at October. This was crazy. 
 
   My hubby sent me a text, saying that his plane had just landed. Just reading his text made me cream in my panties. I couldn’t wait for him to walk through that door. Dinner might have to wait. I had an emergency going on here. I couldn’t even gap my legs wide enough to fit my damn vibrator up in there. This shit was ridiculous. I hurried upstairs to shower and get all fresh and clean for my boo when he got home. The food was still warm, the wine was chilling, the music was in rotation, and all I needed to do was light the candles. Walking pass the mirror, I couldn’t believe how big I was getting. Everyone was always saying how beautiful I looked, but hell, I couldn’t see it as I stood in the mirror, examining my features. I felt the tears coming on, but I refused to let these damn pregnancy hormones get in the way of my dick time. Coming down the steps, I could hear Ant entering the house. I was so happy, I almost broke my neck, trying to get to him. He dropped his bags to greet me, but instead of kissing me, he started rubbing my stomach. 
 
   “Daddy’s home!” I stood there with my hands on my hips like, Really, Ant?
 
   “Aww, come here, baby, you know I miss you, too. You’re all I thought about. Come give daddy some suga.” He started palming my ass and kissing all over my neck and face. “Damn, woman! Look what you done!” he teased, as he grabbed his rock hard penis.” He tried to scoop me up and carry me over to the couch. 
 
   “Ant, you better not drop me!” was all I could say. 
 
    Once he laid me on the couch, he stood over me, taking in my body. “You know, babe, you are so beautiful to me. I’m so blessed to have you in my life. You make me happy and you complete me.” He bent down to kiss me as I wrapped my arms around his neck. I pulled him in more and took hold of his bottom lip as I sucked on it. The kiss we shared was so intense and passionate that it sent a tingling sensation right up my coochie. With every kiss and touch he gave me, I felt as if I were in ecstasy. He started licking and nibbling on my earlobes, which drove me crazier. 
 
   “Baby, just relax and let me please you,” he told me. I laid back as he had his way with me. I felt as if I had gone to the moon, the stars, and back. As he made his way down to my honey pot, I melted away. I was so wet and horny that I screamed out, “Ant, please, baby! Let me just feel you.” He lifted my legs up, placing them on his shoulders, as he gently guided his way into my pot of honey. 
 
   First, he rubbed the head around slowly as he looked into my eyes. I was able to see all of the love and passion he had for me. Ant was my everything, and I knew I was his. He slowly pushed his way through my sugar walls, going in and out as he delivered deep long strokes. “How does that feel?” he asked.
 
    “Like heaven,” I answered back. I could feel the tears escaping down my face as he made love to me. 
 
   “Are you sure I’m not hurting you?”
 
    “Baby, this I’m sure of” He was touching places in me that had my body screaming and craving every stroke. I never felt so loved and wanted. Every since high school, I knew that what we felt was the kind of thing that lasted forever. I screamed out his name as I exploded, riding the waves of love. He kissed away my tears and whispered, “I love you, Dawn.” When we were done, I felt so energetic as if I could float from the couch to the kitchen.
 
   After our love making, we got washed up and sat down for dinner. Usher was playing in the background while the candles flickered. 
 
   “How was your trip?” I asked. He informed me that there were three new players who he had his eye on. There was talk in getting them signed with the Sixers, the Celtics, and the Bucks. I looked over and caught a glimpse of my husband and couldn’t help but think, Damn, this man is the epitome of just pure sexiness!, and his swag just made my kitty wet. The mood was just euphoric, and I was looking to spend the rest of the night in my husband’s arms. 
 
   “Babe, dinner was delicious. Maybe I should go away a little more often if I’m going to come home to sex and a delicious meal like this.”
 
   “I wanted to show you how much you were missed and needed.” 
 
   “Well, take your little sexy ass in the living room and pick out a movie. I’m going to put the food away and clean up the kitchen.” It wasn’t long before sleep took over my body. I didn’t even hear Ant come into the living room. I could feel him scoop me up, attempting to carry my fat ass up the steps. He placed me in the bed and took off my slippers and kissed me on the forehead. 
 
   That night I slept like a baby and was happy to have my man home.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 19
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe this bastard had the nerve to call my phone, let alone text me. Did he forget what his ass did? There was no remorse, no empathy, or anything. He left a message on my phone about Cyn approaching him the restaurant. Like I gave a fuck about that! However, I knew that just like Eric, I wanted answering, and quick. All I could remember was her shouting, “How could you do this behind my back?” So, I knew there was no denying the accusations. She claimed there were pictures. I didn’t recall pictures being taken. Someone had some serious explaining to do; somebody was going to pay dearly for fucking me over. Eric was going down, and I was going to enjoy taking that ass on a trip to hell and back. See, what he didn’t know was I had cameras installed some months ago. There was someone stalking me, so I had them placed outside of my home, with the hopes of catching the pervert. The day he raped me was all caught on camera, and his ass was going to regret it. I locked the tape away in my safe until the time came to collect. I couldn’t wait to bring him to his knees and for his world to crumble right before his eyes. He picked the wrong woman to fuck over. I wanted to be the one to wipe that smug look right off of his face. 
 
   I was still recuperating at my parents home, and I enjoyed the time with my babies, but I had to get myself together because my mother was starting to work my nerves. She started with her questions again, and at times, my father would tell her to let me breathe. She would pick an argument with him, or at least try, anyway. He would just walk away, leaving her standing there steaming hot. My mom was worse than the police. She was determined to get answers, and I was more determined to get away from her. While relaxing in the tub, I felt that it was finally time for me to get back to my life. Being here with my babies, and waking up to their smiling faces, made me realize it was time to put some of my plans into motion. 
 
   When everyone was finally in bed and asleep, I decided to leave. I had outstayed my welcome. Walking into the house bought back some memories, but I wasn’t about to let that hold me back. I started cleaning up. By the time I was finished, I was so exhausted, all I wanted was my bed. After showering and changing sheets, I lied in the bed. I said my prayers because with what I was about to do, I was going to need strength and mercy. Revenge was the path I was heading down, and anyone in my way was about to feel my wrath, and it was going to take all of God’s grace and mercy to see me through. Within no time, I was sound asleep. I woke to this banging noise at my front door. I looked over it was 8:30am, and I knew somebody had lost their damn mind. There had better been a fire, or somebody better had died because they were going to wish they were dead when I answered the door. 
 
   “Who the hell is that, banging at my damn door?” I yelled. By the time I got down to the door, I swung it open. I didn’t give a thought as to who it could’ve been nor did I care at that moment.
 
   “So, you just up and leave without saying anything to your father or me? Let alone you daughters, who I left crying because you weren’t there. You know, you’re a very selfish ass bitch. I have held my tongue for years because I wanted to see how long it would take you to get a clue, but since I see you are out just for yourself, I’m going to let you know, you either get yourself together for the girls, or I will cut off all communication from you until you have your life in order. I’ve watched you walk in and out of these kids’ lives for years now. You’re doing more damage than you know by showing up when it’s convenient enough for you. I don’t know what you got going on in your life, but whatever it is, my grandbabies are better off with me, anyway. I just want you to know that your lies are starting to unravel. I’ve known for sometime now that your ass wasn’t working. Whatever you were doing is the reason your ass landed in the hospital. I’m not sure how Cynthia plays a role in it, but, Marcy, it’s time for you to grow up and take care of your responsibility. Your father and I aren’t getting any younger, so it’s time to play your position!” She spoke her piece and walked straight out of my front door, slamming it on her way out. 
 
   It had been three days since my mom came over here, calling herself setting me straight. Something she said sunk in, but I couldn’t believe she called me a bitch. My mom never came at me like that, ever. Now, had that been any other woman out here talking to me reckless, I would have kicked their ass! I knew I had to get my shit in order because it was time. I’d been busy job hunting and out on interviews. I had the knowledge and education, but I had no real skills or experience. I didn’t bother calling Dawn about that job offer. I hadn’t heard from her since the incident, so I knew exactly where her loyalty was—with Cyn. 
 
   Tonight a bitch was headed out to get her freak on. It felt as if it had been forever since I had some good sex. After being released from the hospital, Mike and Kiki were constantly on my mind. Mike would call from time to time, and he even sent me a bouquet of flowers. So, tonight I decided to head over their place for some fun. I was long overdue, and my body felt as if it had been through detox. It was in desperate need of attention. I had on this hot pink mini skirt with a black and pink corset I got from Victoria Secret’s. I threw on some black six-inch heels with pink trimming. My hair was pulled up into a messy bun. As I pulled up to their house, I looked in the mirror to make sure my makeup was on fleek, and I knew I was looking sexy from head to toe. I must say, I hadn’t lost my touch. As I sashayed up the walkway, the door eased open and there stood Kiki, looking sexy in her navy blue, see-through baby doll gown. She looked delicious. You could see the imprint of her pussy, which made my mouth water. You could see that her nipples were pierced, and I just wanted to feel them up. She was wearing the hell out of that negligee. She stepped forward, taking my hand as she lead me in the house. 
 
   I followed her, never taking my lustful eyes off of her banging ass body. As she turned around, she kissed me softly on the lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth. My panties instantly got wet. My body reacted in a way that I wasn’t expecting it to. I never felt any attraction towards a woman, but Kiki sure was working her magic. Kiki walked ahead of me, guiding me by the hand to what appeared to be a den that she had turned into a playroom. I looked around, taking in the view of mirrors on the ceiling, the whips, the handcuffs, the vibrators, the blindfolds, and what looked to be a nine-inch strap-on all laid out on the table. She reached for the remote and dimmed the lights while R. Kelly played in the background. She began walking around, sizing me up as she took in my body. She grabbed another remote, and up out of the floor came a pole. She began doing this little dance number to Sexy Me, and I couldn’t help the sudden urge I had to touch her body. 
 
   “I’ve been thinking about you since our last encounter. I couldn’t seem to get your scent and taste of strawberries off of my mind. I hope you don’t mind starting without Mike. He’s gonna be a little late. There was some kind of emergency with one of his patients.”
 
   “No, I don’t mind at all,” I replied, trying to remain calm as my pussy felt as if it were on fire. “I was hoping you’d say that because I want you all to myself.”
 
   This night was turning out to be very interesting. No Mike to interrupt our little tryst. It was perfect, and I had been fantasizing about Kiki, and finally, my dream was coming true. 
 
   “I plan to make you mine if just for one night,” she told me, as she slowly started undoing my corset. Taking my breasts out and looking at them, as she licked her lips. “Mmm, I gonna enjoy feasting upon your succulent titties.” She started licking simultaneously around my nipples, as she inserted two fingers inside of my pleasure chest. I kicked off my shoes as she pushed me gently onto the bed. She crawled her way in between my legs as she stared seductively into my eyes. The way she looked at me sent chills up my spine, making my pussy pulsate. 
 
   “Just lay back and relax,” she instructed. I did as she requested, as I lost sight of her when her head disappeared. She started French kissing my vagina while rubbing her fingers across my clit oh so gently. She started moving the tip of her tongue in and out of my dripping canal as if it were a penis. My legs began quivering as I received the best mind blowing orgasm ever. She kept rotating between kissing and fucking me with her tongue, never giving up on the pleasuring she was delivering my way. I never experienced such mind blowing orgasms back-to-back in my life. And just to think a woman was the one who bought this pleasure to me. 
 
   When she came up for air, she licked my pussy juice off of her lips as if it were the best thing she had ever tasted. My body continued to shake with aftershocks. She whispered, “Damn, you taste just like strawberries. Tell me, am I the first woman you’ve ever been with?” 
 
   “Yes,” I responded, by nodding my head. 
 
   “Well, I’m going to show you how I can do you better than any man ever could. Now, get on all fours, and stick your ass out for me. Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you.” I got down on all fours, sticking my ass out as she ate me out like it was her last supper. She began fingering my pussy as she tongue-fucked in my ass. What came out my mouth next surprised me. “Yes, Kiki! That feels good right there, don’t stop!” I had never called out another woman’s name while having sex. I couldn’t believe I was being orally pleasured by this gorgeous, sexy ass woman. The way she was handling my body made me want to sample her. Once she was finished, I laid flat on my stomach. She gripped me from behind, placing her arms around me and grinding on my ass. She was whispering sweet, sexy things in my ear, and her voice was pushing me over the edge. I finally found my voice after crying out so much from all of the orgasms I was having. 
 
   “Kiki, let me taste you?” I finally insisted. 
 
   “Are you sure that you’re ready for that?”
 
   “Yes!” I cried. She got up, smacking me across the ass before going into the bathroom. She returned in no time, walking over to the bed. Just the way she walked made me want her. Her walk was made up of sexiness and confidence, and it turned me on. When it came time to please her, I might have been an amateur, but I knew my tongue game was on point. I always had the men calling out my name and coming back for more. When I heard her screaming out my name, it gave me all of the confidence I needed to take that ass over the edge. Hearing her moaning was a sure sign I was doing something right. I couldn’t seem to get enough of her taste. She tasted very fruity. She had this one orgasm that made her soak up the sheets. She started moving up the bed, and I got cocky and pulled her ass back towards me. I was licking and sucking until I was sure I tortured her enough. I heard the door creep open behind me, and I knew it was Mike. He didn’t even bother us. He just took a seat on the chaise, enjoying the view. It wasn’t long before he was pulling out his penis and stroking it as he watched us please one another. After a while, he slowly walked over and stood behind me, placing a condom on before taking me from behind. He was digging my back out while delivering those nice, long deep strokes. I was still enjoying Kiki buffet style. This seemed to go on all night, and I ended up staying over, but I knew I was not getting any sleep. By the time we were finished, the sun was coming up. We were all drained and worn out.
 
   When I finally left, I was well satisfied and happy. I couldn’t say I was an amatuer anymore. We fucked, sucked, and licked all night long. I couldn’t even recall how many orgasms I had because after number three, I lost count. I couldn’t wait to get home and take a nice long bath and jump into bed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 20
 
   Eric
 
    
 
   I still hadn’t seen or heard from Cyn. This bitch had ignored my request, and Dre’s weak ass had been blowing my phone up non-stop, leaving voicemails and messages. I’d been so busy trying to keep my job intact. I’d been doing research, so I could put this appeal hearing together and came across some very pertinent information. I discovered that the officers who arrested Carter were rogue cops. They were known for planting incriminating evidence and taking bribes. They had been taking cut-backs for years, but they weren’t very smart. They left a money trail that was bound to put them behind bars for a long time. This was good news to my client’s ears, and I was sure some of the other inmates would capitalize off of this information. Carter had already served whatever time he was given for corrupting the mind of a minor, as well as for the other charges he was handed for violating Dawn. So, it was a good chance that Carter Barnes would be released soon. The hearing was to begin within the next week, and he was pleased with the news. He asked me to do a side job for him in locating Dawn and her family. He paid me an extra 50K. Little did he know, I didn’t have to go far to locate them. I soon had a package delivered to him with all of the information he needed. 
 
   As I sat in my office, there was a knock at my office door. It was Diane with a package addressed to me. When she handed me the package, she looked back at me seductively before closing the door. We had been playing office tag, meaning I was tagging that ass every night for the past month since I started working this case. She was helping me to release some pent up stress I had been dealing with lately. I looked the large envelope over, seeing that it had no returning address. When I opened envelope, I couldn’t believe the contents that were inside. It was several pictures of Dre, Marcy, and I in some very compromising sexual positions. “Fucking bitch!” I yelled, as I threw the envelope across the floor. A piece of paper had fallen out and it read: 
 
   So, this is why I couldn’t get your ass to commit; you were too busy fucking my best friend behind my back. Plus, you like ramming men up the ass. So, is this why you would get mad when I turned down anal sex? You fucking butt fairy. Let this be a warning, stay away from me and my friends. If you come anywhere near us, I will expose your ass. You will lose that precious job you oh so love. If you see me on the streets, you better cross to the other side and not even look my way. You nasty, sick, triffling ass bastard. 
 
    
 
   P.S. Don’t try anything slick because I have extra copies. 
 
   Cynthia.
 
    
 
   This bitch thought it was safe to blackmail me? She don’t know about my dark side. I could eat her little ass for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and spit her out. We met after I reformed myself. I was the type of nigga you didn’t fuck with. I would crush her little world. “I am about to take this bitch down!” I yelled, while pounding on my desk. Diane came rushing into the office, looking confused.  
 
   “Mr. Greyson, is everything all right?”
 
   “Get out of my office, and close my damn door!” Where the fuck could she have gotten those pictures from?, I thought  to myself. Whoever sent her these pictures was good as dead when I got through with them. I started wondering if that little bitch Marcy had something to do with this. She was always jealous of Cyn with her vindictive, conniving, sneaky ass. If that witch had these pictures taken and sent them to Cyn, I was going to make sure she never saw her kids again. And it better not have been Dre’s little bitch ass either, or he would regret the day he laid eyes on me. They didn’t know that I was the wrong motherfucker to cross. I was known to take action and ask questions later whenever necessary. I walked over to cabinet and poured me a drink. I was starting to feel suffocated in this damn office, as if the walls were closing in on me. I needed to get out of here. I had someone to destroy, I just didn’t know who. All three of them would pay, and anyone else who got in my damn way. I snatched up my briefcase, placing the envelope and files inside. I left out the office with Diane sitting behind her desk with red eyes.  I guess her little feelings were hurt. See, this is what I didn’t have time for weak individuals. I just walked out of the office, getting on the elevator not and I didn’t look back. I knew once I called her later, she would be right there to please me. I couldn’t get enough of her juicy, plump ass. She was very submissive and never questioned me. She always catered to my needs and never bitched about taking it up the ass.
 
   On my way home, I got a call from Carter. He wanted me to come up to the prison. He had something to discuss with me that wasn’t related to the case. I could only imagine what he had planned. I assured him that I would be there Thursday. Making it home, I pulled into my garage and shut off the engine. I let the doors down and entered through the basement door. I stopped at the bar and poured me a double shot of Cuevo to relax. I loosened my tie and took off my jacket as I sat down, thinking of my next move. I sat back to read over some text messages I had received. There were quite a few from Dre, who still begged to see me, and two from Diane, apologizing for upsetting me earlier. She wanted to come over and prepare dinner for me, but I had something else in mind. I wanted to release my tension another way. I went up to change my clothes and headed to the club in search of a new candidate with a nice, tight ass. I had to quench this thirst I grown accustomed to.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 21
 
   Dawn
 
   New Years’ Eve
 
   Tonight was my mother’s wedding day, and my last job before going out on maternity leave. I found an assistant, Amanda, to overlook the business for me while I was out. When I got to the hotel, Amanda had the reception hall on point. The decorations, the cake, and the food were all looking amazing. I couldn’t have been happier than this moment as if it were my wedding day. When I walked into the room, I could see that my mother was a nervous wreck, but my grandma had everything under control. Everyone was here and accounted for, looking beautiful in their gowns. The photographer captured my mother’s big day as she got prepared to become Mrs. Julia Saunders. I was happy that my makeup hadn’t been applied yet because I couldn’t stop crying. My mom looked so amazing, from her hair to her makeup. I was glad that we amended our relationship and that I could be a part of her big day.
 
   I received a call from the hotel manager; there seemed to be an issue that needed my attention. I informed the manager that I would be down in a few minutes to address the issue. As I made my way out of the room, I reassured my mom that I would return after checking on the reception area. My sister attempted to calm her down, so that I could take care of everything. While walking to the elevator, I felt someone approaching me from behind. Before I could turn around, everything got fuzzy and dark. 
 
   “Man, you never told me she was pregnant!” 
 
   “That shouldn’t be no real issue; they said pregnant pussy is the best.” 
 
   “Well, it’s time I get my beautiful guest back to the house and make sure she’s comfortable and well-rested for our reconnection.” 
 
   “Boy, she looking sexy and all grown up after all these years.”
 
   “Well, I think this is where I make my exit.”
 
   “Just remember I’m going to need you to keep your ears and eyes open for me because I’m just getting started. Oh, you just make to deliver this and I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When I came to, I felt dizzy and sick to my stomach. I started looking around, taking in my surroundings. I had no idea where I could be. All I knew was I woke up in a king-size bed with my clothes still intact. There were flowers all around the room. In the corner sat a fifty-inch flat screen television. There also were bottles of water placed on the nightstand with a note attached to them. 
 
   Can’t wait to for us to get reacquainted. 
 
   I balled up the note, barely making my way to the door banging and screaming, “Is there anyone out there? Help me!” I started feeling sick to my stomach, hoping there was nothing wrong with the baby. 
 
   “Hey! Does anyone hear me out there?” In walked this big, burly looking man who gave me the creeps. He looked to be about two hundred and seventy-five pounds, with this cut on the left side of his face that extended from his under his eye down to his cheek. He wore what looked to be a butler uniform of some sort. 
 
   “Well, I’m glad to see you finally woke up.” He was carrying a tray of food, which smelled good, and he placed it on the table. 
 
   “No sense in screaming, can’t nobody hear you,” he informed me.
 
   “Please help me, I’m not feeling well. I think there’s something wrong with my baby.” 
 
   “Don’t worry your pretty little head. I believe they used too much chloroform when they knocked you out, but you and your baby will be just fine, he said. “Why don’t you just sit down and enjoy the food I prepared for you? That should help”
 
   “Where the hell am I?” I yelled. “I need to get out of here! This evening happens to be my mother’s wedding day.” 
 
   “Well, pretty lady, doesn’t look like you will be in attendance for those nuptials.” He showed me a news clipping, where it revealed that the wedding was cancelled due to me being missing. “Now, why don’t you go ahead and sit down. I prepared something for you and the baby to eat. You know, you have keep your strength up for the baby.” I looked down at the tray and slapped it to the floor. I became furious once I read the article. 
 
   “Look, I don’t know who you are, but I demand you let me get back to my family!” I said, through the tears. 
 
   “Well, that wasn’t nice of you. it took me half the morning to put all this together for you.”
 
   “Does it look like I care? I want out of here, and now!”
 
   There was a light knock at the door, and the man just turned around after picking the mess up and walked out of the door without saying another word. I ran to the door, trying the knob, and of course, the damn door was locked. I started crying harder because I wanted my husband. I knew everyone was worried about me. I wasn’t sure why I was here, but I prayed that someone heard my cries. I began feeling lightheaded and frustrated because I couldn’t picture who could have gone through all of this trouble to kidnap me. I started praying hard that my prayers didn’t go unanswered and that someone would find me and rescue me. I was pretty sure that wasn’t going to happen, though. I had no idea what time of day it was, how long I had been knocked out, or who could have been behind this. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Man, you sure got a feisty one in there! Bitch knocked the food on the damn floor after I slaved over that damn stove, preparing such a tasty meal.” 
 
   “Yeah, I heard her giving you the business in there. I think I’ll make her sweat it out before I make my presence known. Just make sure she eats something. I want to make sure she is well-rested and that her strength is up before I have a chance to sample that pussy. Make sure not one little hair on her head is out of place, or that’s your ass, do I make myself clear? Now make sure she eats. I’m out!”
 
   There was a knock at the door and the monstrous man reappeared, this time with a big bowl of fruit. My stomach was hurting, and the baby was kicking and moving around all crazy. 
 
   “I come in peace, little lady. How about a bowl of fruit? Is there anything else I can get for you at this moment?” 
 
   “Yes, how about you let me go?” I said. “My family has got to be worried sick about my disappearance.”
 
   “Well, little lady, it seems I don’t hold your future in the palm of my hands.”
 
   “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I asked. 
 
   “You will get all the answers to your questions soon. Just eat up, and I will try to prepare you something more to eat. I will be back later, so make yourself comfortable,” he said, walking towards the door. “By the way, there is a closet full of clothes, so you might want to shower and get changed.” After he left, my mind began to race, but I needed to feed my little one, so I picked through the bowl of fruit because I was truly starving. I sat on the bed, reading over the article that he showed me earlier in regards to my mother’s wedding. I knew my husband was tearing up the city looking for me. My family had made all attempts to get any information possible leading to my whereabouts. I sat there, rubbing my stomach and talking to AJ because I knew he could sense stress I was under. This was soothing to me, and it helped to calm AJ because he was kicking and moving as if to say, “Hey, mom! I’m here, you got me!” I decided to take a shower and to think of an escape plan, but who the hell was I fooling; my fat ass could barely get down a flight of steps without feeling out of breath. Oh, God. I just wanted to go home. 
 
   “God, please hear my cries!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 22
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   Today is my grand opening, and I wasn’t in a celebratory mood. These last couple of days had been crazy. Everybody had been stressed out since Dawn went missing. There hadn’t been any word, and we all had been losing our minds. I hadn’t been eating or sleeping much because she was all I had. She had been like a sister to me since high school. Anthony had been going crazy, and we’d all been worried about her grandmother. 
 
   “Don’t worry about me because the God I serve will watch over Dawn and the baby,” she told us. I was truly trying to stay positive. The cops still had no answers, or clues, as to what could have happened. The last thing anyone could remember was her heading down to the banquet room to handle some issues. The manager informed us that she never made a call to Dawn about any issues regarding the wedding. It was hard to believe that my best friend could have just disappeared, and nobody had any real answers as to how or why. The wedding had been postponed until Dawn was back safe and sound. That whole day was a nightmare. The detectives had questioned everyone for hours. Mysteriously, there was a glitch with the camera system. At the time of Dawn’s disappearance, there was at least an hour gap with no recording. Whatever happened to Dawn wasn’t just an accident; it was deliberate. Nobody had any idea who could have wanted to harm Dawn. I’d never known Dawn to have any enemies; she was always that person you could turn to for anything. We were a bunch of confused individuals, trying to understand what could have happened to her. Here it was she was almost ix months pregnant, and she was nowhere to be found. Where could she be?
 
   I hadn’t heard from Jonathan since the day of the wedding. He dropped me off at home and called maybe once or twice. He had been acting strange and distant lately. I’d tried calling him, but I would always get his voicemail. With Dawn missing, I had nobody to turn to. Emotionally and mentally, I was drained. I just didn’t have enough fight in me anymore. I wasn’t eating or getting enough rest. This Grand Opening just wasn’t going to be the same with Dawn missing. Sitting here on the bed, my phone rang, startling the shit out of me. Every time it rang, I damn near jumped out my skin. Before I could answer the phone, the caller hung up. I looked at the screen to see that it was Ms. Julia calling this time. She didn’t bother leaving a message, but she immediately called back. My hands started shaking as I picked up the phone because I didn’t know what to expect once I answered it. 
 
   “Hello, Ms. Julia, is everything all right?” There was long pause at first, and when Ms. Julia began to talk, it sent chills up my spine. I could hear it all in her voice that she had been crying. She went on to say that a letter was left in the doorway at Dawn’s house. The letter said that there was no need in searching for Dawn. She was in good hands and right where she belonged. Ms. Julia was on her way to check on Anthony; the police questioned all of us for hours, especially Anthony. They had him down at the headquarters for well over eight hours. Anthony was becoming very frustrated because there were no clues to his six-month pregnant wife’s whereabouts. I couldn’t help crying; I wanted my best friend back safe and sound. I sat on the phone with Ms. Julia for a few more minutes, debating whether or not if I should go through with the Grand Opening. I just wasn’t feeling it, but because I had the media, the Mayor of the City, and some other very important people attending, I just couldn’t cancel it.
 
   After finally getting myself together, I got out of the bed and headed towards the bathroom to take a shower. When I got in the shower, I let the water cascade down my body, washing away the tension and the pain I felt. I began to cry for Dawn, I cried for Jonathan. I cried because this was supposed to be a bittersweet moment for me, but I didn’t have anyone around to share my moment with. I still was puzzled by Jonathan’s abrupt behavior, and I just wasn’t in the mood to deal with it. As I walked back into my room, I could have sworn I heard the doorbell, but I wasn’t expecting any company, so I just proceeded into my walk-in closet to pick out my outfit. I decided on the cream and gold Dolce and Gabana dress, along with my four-inch peep-toe shoes. Once I got dressed, I went into the bathroom to add the finishing touches. I applied my makeup, which only consisted of lipgloss, eyeshadow, and mascara. I wasn’t one to wear a lot of makeup because I rocked the natural look. I added some accessories and made sure to wear the diamond-encrusted heart necklace that Jonathan bought me. I treasured this necklace. I stood there, thinking about how much I missed his presence and the way he made me feel, especially sexually. He knew my body and all of the right moves to please me. I felt a tear as it escaped down my face, but I was determined not to cry anymore. I wasn’t sure how likely that was because I hadn’t even gotten through the whole day yet. When I got back into my room, my phone chirped, alerting me to a text message. It was from Jonathan. 
 
    
 
   It read:
 
    
 
   I know I’ve been MIA but I had some family issues that needed my immediate attention. I just wanted to wish you good luck on your Grand Opening. I promise to make it up to you very soon. 
 
    
 
   PS. I love you knock ’em dead. I hope you like the little gift I sent you.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Well, the Grand Opening was very eventful. I made it through without actually breaking down. As I got ready to leave, there was a package left on the porch, and I assumed this was what Jonathan had been talking about. I couldn’t hold back the tears because when I opened one of the boxes, there appeared to be a gold charm bracelet. The first few charms were a realtor sign, a heart, and a “#1”.  There were also two dozens roses and a card attached that read, I’m proud of you. I may not be there in body, but I’m there in spirit. Love Jonathan. I wasn’t sure how I felt about Jonathan and his absence, but he sure was trying to make up for it with all of these gifts. I just wish I had him or Dawn here for moral support. 
 
   Throughout the day, I experienced a sense of loneliness, and I prayed that God got me through this day with minimal to no crying. The ribbon-cutting ceremony and the speech the Mayor delivered were both beautiful. And of course, the news reporters and other well-wishers were there. Let’s just say, I was glad when this whole day was over with. All I wanted to do was get home. The office would open first thing Monday morning for business, and hopefully, I would be in better shape for my first day. I had gotten a phone call from Ms. Julia, apologizing for not being there. I let her know that under no circumstances did she need to apologize. I knew that she had enough going on with Dawn being missing. I informed her that she had nothing to worry about because her job was secure. It would all be waiting for her when she was ready to come in. I thanked her for all of the support she provided me, from decorating all the way up to everything she did for the Grand Opening. 
 
   When she called, she also told me of the suspicions she had about Carter Barnes being released from jail and how he could’ve been behind Dawn’s kidnapping. Just knowing all that he had put Dawn through when she was younger, and to now kidnap her, I prayed that her and the baby were doing just fine.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 23
 
   Anthony
 
    
 
   I’d been going through hell, wondering about the whereabouts of my wife and my unborn child. The letter that was placed in the doorway really had me puzzled. I’d had my ears to the streets. Some of my boys were out, beating the pavements and searching high and low for any information about the nigga who kidnapped my wife. I didn’t want any stones unturned until my wife was back home safe, where she belonged. I hadn’t slept since this whole fiasco happened. Whoever the motherfucker was who kidnapped her had a price on head, and I wasn’t sleeping until he was brought in front of me. He had me fucked up, talking about she was in good hands where she belonged. The Philadelphia Police Department was worthless, too; they couldn’t even find a damn clue if it was starring them in the face. All they could say was that they were working on the case and that I wasn’t to try taking matters into my own hands. I couldn’t believe these motherfuckers interrogated me for damn near eight hours. They searched the house and my office, as if I had something to do with Dawn’s disappearance. I kept telling their asses that I had nothing to do with my wife disappearing, but as it goes, the spouse was always considered the first suspect. 
 
   Damn! I need my wife back here, and safe. My mother-in-law and Dawn’s sisters had no clue as to who could’ve been behind this. However, my mother-in-law always had this look of uncertainty. To me, it was as if she had something to hide. I put a tail on her because I wasn’t taking any chances. I would’ve hated to think Ms. Julia had something to do with Dawn’s kidnapping. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Mom, what’s wrong?” asked Camille. “You’ve been acting a little weird as of lately. I know Dawn being missing has you upset, but it’s as if you been hiding something.”
 
   “Cammie, I can’t be hundred percent sure, but I think Carter may be behind the kidnapping of your sister. With all of the planning for the wedding and working, I neglected to read my emails and check my voicemails. It seems that the District Attorney’s office had been trying to get in contact with me for the last past month or so. They wanted to inform me that Carter had been released due to a technicality. I just can’t help but think he’s the reason your sister is missing. Now, call it a coincidence, but what if he did kidnap Dawn? You read the note. It said she was in good hands where she belongs. Who else could be so devious and pull something off as such? We both know he had some type of obsession with Dawn.”
 
   “That could explain the black roses you got the day before the wedding, but mom, how could he know where you’re at? It’s been years, and you’ve moved several times.” 
 
   “Cammie, I have no idea, but the thought of Dawn being with him terrifies me. You haven’t even been in contact with anyone from the hood, have you? Cammie, this whole thing has me freaked out!” 
 
   “Well, you have to inform the Police and Anthony as to what you know thus far.” 
 
   “You know the police is on some whole other shit. They keep dragging their feet. See, we’re not the rich type, and we’re not celebrities, so they moving at a snail’s pace. Plus, if I told Anthony, he might hurt someone, or better yet, he could get hurt himself. I just wish I hadn’t put Dawn through that madness. All of the changes I’ve tried my best to make, and here comes Satan himself, stirring up trouble!”
 
   “No time for us to fall apart; we gotta get Dawn home. Trust me when I say, Anthony can take care of himself. You know he’s gonna comb these streets, looking for Carter—if he is responsible for this. I wish Joe would have killed his ass back then. That would have been one less problem we had to worry about!” 
 
   “Don’t talk like, Cammie.” 
 
   “Mom, if you don’t call Anthony, then I will. Every minute we waste means the longer Dawn is with that deranged ass lunatic. I just hope he hasn’t hurt her or the baby. I would hate to think about that, mom. Let’s just have good thoughts because Carter will pay with his life.” 
 
   “Okay, Cammie. I’m taking your advice; I’m on my way to see Anthony now.” 
 
   “I can meet you at the house if you want while you talk with Anthony.” 
 
   “No, sweetheart, I will be okay on my own.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 24
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   “I’ve waited long enough; it’s time that my queen be reunited with her king. Carlos, I’m going need you to prepare a romantic dinner for two. Make sure you put a good menu together. Nothing is too good for my queen. A package should be arriving soon. I had a beautiful dress and shoes picked out for this long overdue reunion.” 
 
   “Man, it seems like you thought of everything. Hopefully, it’s well appreciated. Lil Momma has stubborn streak about her. She can be feisty at times.” 
 
   “You let me worry about that, you just get that meal ready. The festivities should start about 7:30pm. I’ll be there by 7pm. 
 
   “Okay, I’m about to serve her breakfast. She sure has an appetite I can tell you that,” grumbled Carlos. 
 
   “Al lright, I’ll be back later.” 
 
   “Okay, peace,” said Carter, as the call disconnected. 
 
   There was a knock at the door, and Carlos stuck his head in a little to see if I was up. 
 
   “Good morning, Miss Dawn. I have your breakfast here for you. How are you and the little one doing this morning?” 
 
   “Good morning, Carlos,” I responded. I know you’re wondering how I can be so friendly with him. Well, truth be told, I’ve come to terms with this whole fucked up situation. I’m not giving up because I will escape. He let me roam around this big ass house, which is well-guarded, but I’ve been using that little bit of freedom to plan my escape. 
 
   “Well, I’ve made you some waffles, bacon, cheese eggs, and cut up some fresh fruit for you, along with a glass of apple juice. I’m gonna leave you to eat. If you need anything else, just press the call button.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Carlos, is everything set for tonight?”
 
   “Have I ever let you down?”
 
   “Man, I need for everything to be on point. This is the night I reveal myself to my queen. I should be there within the hour. Did her packages arrive on time?” 
 
   “Yes, I’ll have Sylvia take them in to her. You know, she’s starting to loosen up, you may just have that chance you’ve been dreaming of.” 
 
   “Oh, nigga, best believe tonight will be a night she never forgets!” 
 
   “All right man, I get up with you later. It seems as though I waited my whole life to be with this girl. Back in the day, I had my share of girls, but there was something about Dawn that ignited a fire within me. Now, her momma is going to pay for setting me up and taking me away from Dawn, and that bitch ass nigga she married; his days are numbered, too!” I remember him from back in the day. He was from what they called ‘down the Bottom’. All those niggas were pussies; they couldn’t fuck with us Southwest niggas. See, I was the big dog in the yard, and he was just small change to me. Once she finds out it’s me, I will win her over, and she will be my wife. And if she resists, I will keep her hidden until she changes her mind. I still don’t know what to do with her bastard child, but you can best believe, I won’t be taking care of another man’s child.” Carlos was more than just my butler, chef, and brother; he was also my personal doctor. I made sure he got his MD license. He knew what I expected of him when the time was near to deliver her baby. He was the only one I trusted with the matter. 
 
   Well, the time was almost here for me reveal myself to my queen. Before I left, I needed to make sure I had the diamond earrings and necklace that I bought for her. You know, they say diamonds are a girl’s best friend. Some would say I was buying her affection, but until I could get her to fall in love with me, there was no other way. There was a buzz at the intercom, letting me know Pedro was here.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   We arrived at the mansion, where Dawn was being held, and I could see her silhouette from the upstairs window. I couldn’t wait to see her in person. Sylvia was there to greet me at the door. 
 
   “Good evening, Mr. Barnes, your guest looks exquisite in her baby blue Vera Wang gown.” 
 
   “Sylvia, how is our houseguest doing?”
 
   “Well, the masseuse seems to put her in somewhat of a good mood. She was more relaxed when the hair stylist and makeup artist arrived.” 
 
   “Oh, okay. Well, I know the makeup artist couldn’t have done too much because she was already gorgeous.” 
 
   “At first, she was a little apprehensive and being stubborn, but after my little pep talk, she relaxed even more.” 
 
   “Well, Sylvia, I thank you for all your hard work and your effort these last couple of weeks. I heard she could be a handful, but tonight all that ends.” 
 
   “Well, Mr. Barnes, good luck,” she said, as she walked away.   
 
   I went to observe the area where our romantic dinner would be served, and I couldn’t have been more pleased with my brother, and Sylvia, for bringing this room to life with the candles, the music, and the musicians who would be serenading us throughout the night. The food smelled delicious; I could tell my brother put his foot in it. I walked into the kitchen, where I found my brother putting the final touches to tonight’s meal. 
 
   “Hey, bruh. How’s it coming along? You got it smelling good up in this piece. I really appreciate this. I knew I could count on you and Sylvia to come through for me.” 
 
   “No need, man, you know I’m a hopeless romantic. Hopefully, Lil Momma appreciate all of the trouble you went through to have this wonderful evening for her.” 
 
   “Yeah, well, we will soon find out.” I called out to Sylvia to bring our guest of honor downstairs while I lit the candles and Carlos place the appetizers on the dining room table. I could hear Dawn and Sylvia coming down the steps and approaching the dining room. I waited in the kitchen area before making my entrance. 
 
   While Carlos was seating Dawn, I heard her ask, “Why is the table set for two? And what’s up with all these candles and this music?” That’s when I made my entrance. When Dawn looked up, she fainted. Carlos rushed to her side to make sure she was okay, while Sylvia poured her a glass of water. When she came to, I was standing closer to the table. 
 
   “Dawn are you all right?” I asked. 
 
   “No, I’m not all right. So, you’re the reason I’m here?” she asked. She just kept question after question coming. “When did you get out? Why did you have me kidnapped? What the hell were you thinking? You know my husband will find me, right?” 
 
   “Well, to answer your questions, I’ve been out for almost a month, due to a technicality. I was thinking I needed to have the one who got away back where she belongs. See, I fantasized and dreamed about you. And fuck your husband.” 
 
   “No, Carter, it’s fuck you. What kind of sick individual falls for an even-year old? You must have forgotten that you almost raped me. So, what did you think was going to happen when I saw you? Did you actually think I was going to fall for you? 
 
   “I don’t need a reminder. I sat for fifteen years behind bars because your mom thought it was cool to set me up.” 
 
   “You know, Carter, you’re sick to think you’re gonna be able to keep me here. I guess you didn’t get the memo that I’m good, and pregnant. What did you think you could do with me and my unborn child?” I told her to let me worry about that. She got up from the table and tried to charge at me. I blocked her right hand as she tried to slap me. I took her in my arms to restraint her. Even though she was fighting me, it sure felt good to hold her. She yelled, “Let me go, Carter! Just let me go, I promise to not bring charges against you, but my family is another story. I’m sure I could talk them out of any retaliating against you. Just please let me go!” she yelled. Sylvia came over towards Dawn and took her by the arms, leading her back upstairs. All I could hear her screaming. This night wasn’t going the way I planned it, and I felt defeated and left out without even talking to my brother. 
 
   “Hey, bruh, what do you expect me to do with all this food?” 
 
   “I don’t know, and I could care less!” I hollered, and disappeared out the front door. I didn’t even alert Pedro that I was ready to leave. I just got in the car and drove off. 
 
   “Man, this is too much food to go to waste, and plus, I slaved over this stove half the day!” Carlos called down to the gatehouse and told the guys to come up to the main house. Hopefully, Carter would be oky. He knew that had to have been a blow to his ego. Hopefully, Sylvia could get Lil Momma to calm down. 
 
   I would hate to give her a sedative, Carlos thought.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 25
 
   Eric
 
    
 
   I’ve been feeling a little under the weather lately. I was hoping I wasn’t coming down with the flu. I had one more case to finish, so I hoped the meds would work. Right now, I was experiencing headaches, the sweats, and a sore throat. I made an appointment to get in to see the doctor. I wasn’t one to run to the doctors for every little ailment, though. I’d been feeling drained and tired as of lately, and it was hard for me get out of bed. My appointment was for 1pm, so I still had some time to rest. I called in and told Diane to cancel all of my appointments for the day, and I would call in later to let her know about the rest of the week. She had been over to the house, cooking and taking care of me. I appreciated her efforts in looking out for me, but she was becoming too clingy and kept asking questions about us moving in together. Maybe I was missing something, but I didn’t recall telling her we were a couple. Yeah, she came over from time to time and gave me some ass, and I mean that literally, and she knew how to give decent head. However, I hadn’t even been in the mood for her. Whatever was going on was making me weak. 
 
   When I arrived at the doctor’s, I signed in and waited to be called to the back. I never liked waiting to be seen by anyone. I just wanted to get in and out. After making several trips up to the receptionist’s desk, it was explained to me that because I called in for a sick visit, I had to wait to be seen. After waiting close to an hour, I started to leave until I heard the nurse call my name. 
 
   “Mr. Greyson, sorry for the long wait. Please follow me. I’m gonna need to weigh you, and take your temperature and your blood pressure.” As I got up on the scale, I started feeling weaker. I informed the nurse that I felt feverish and cold. She hurried up and got me into a room. Once she put me in a room, she wrote down my vitals. She began looking over my file and started asking me a series of questions. The one question that caught me off guard was if the Health Department had gotten in contact with me. She must have caught a glimpse of my face because I had no idea what she could have been talking about. 
 
   “Umm, excuse me, but why would the Health Department need to contact me?” 
 
   “Hold on, Mr. Greyson,” she said, “let me get the doctor in here,” and she walked out of the room. I was puzzled because I needed answers, and now. In walked this short bald-headed doctor, who introduced himself as Dr. Walker. 
 
   “Mr. Greyson, let me apologize for the long wait. I understand you have some questions, and I will try to answer to the best of my ability. Now, do you happen to someone name Andre Williamson?” 
 
   “Yes, I do. What is this all about Dr. Walker?” 
 
   “Well, we’re gonna need to run some tests on you and take your blood.” 
 
   “Will someone please tell me what the hell is going on?” I demanded. I became irritated because I wasn’t getting any answers. Like what did my knowing Dre have to do with why the Health Department wanted to see me. Then it dawned on me. I stood up off of the exam table, and my legs got wobbly. 
 
   “Mr. Greyson, please calm down. Mr. Williamson was seen here over seven months ago in the ER department. At the time, it was bought up that he named you as a person he had come into recent contact with sexually. Now, because of the nature of his visit, we need to take some blood and test you for HIV.” 
 
   “Hold the fuck up, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I don’t have no damn HIV!” 
 
   “Well, that’s why we want to have some blood work done to verify just that. It will only take close to twenty minutes for the results to come. So, if you could please follow the nurse here to the lab, we can know exactly what the next steps are.” I felt a headache coming on because this punk ass knew for seven months that he had HIV, and he let me hit that ass raw, plus he wrapped his raggedy ass mouth around my manhood. I swear, I was ready to beat the brakes off of his ass. He better not have passed that shit on to me. 
 
   “Mr. Greyson, please roll your sleeve up,” the nurse instructed. She took some alcohol pads and cleaned off the area where she was going to take some blood. When she was done, she placed a band-aid on the area. She directed me back to the room to wait for my results and to consult with the doctor. After sitting in the room, lost in my thoughts, the doctor walked in, and his whole demeanor was different from earlier. 
 
   “Well, Mr. Greyson, I hate to inform you, but it seems you tested positive for HIV.” Before I knew it, I jumped off of the exam table, and with what little strength I had, I took my frustration out on the little table and the chair. The doctor got scared because thought he might have been my next target. He tried to calm me down, but I wasn’t hearing him. This punk ass fairy infected me with HIV, and he was destined to die once I got my hands on him. After having my temper tantrum, the doctor handed me a sheet of paper, so I could list all of the names and the addresses of the people I came come into recent contact with sexually. I couldn’t even fucking think straight, and I was on some whole other level. I had the “Fuck it” attitude. I took the paper and began writing down names, and the one name I hated listing was Cyn’s. After I listed everyone’s name, the doctor asked me what pharmacy I wanted to use, so he could send my prescriptions there. He prescribed some iron pills, stool softener, vitamin C, and other meds I would need to take for the HIV. As I sat there, I could feel my blood boiling; all I saw was red. I was ready to lay hands on somebody, mainly Dre. I called his phone while I sat, waiting for my results to come back and got no answer. My next stop was to show up at his house and his job. 
 
   I would not rest until this motherfucker was dead.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 26
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   How could this bastard think kidnapping me would bring us together? I wasn’t sure what the hell he was smoking or drinking, but he needed to just say no. How could you develop feelings for an eleven-year old? At the time of the incident, he was nineteen years old and had already served time in prison, only to be released and go back in, but my mind and body were failing me because when his ass stepped in that dining room, my pussy got instantly wet. I couldn’t believe how good-looking he had gotten after all of these years. It seemed his look and swag had gotten better with time, but I knew that was just my hormones talking. After being so used to sexing Ant on a regular basis, my body just reacted. Oh lord, please forgive me, I felt as if I were cheating on Ant. Oh, what I would do to be wrapped in his arms right now. 
 
   I turned on the news to see if they made anymore mention of me. As soon as I tuned in, there was story on Cyn’s Grand Opening. Tears just began to fall down my face because I was supposed to be there, supporting my best friend. I surely missed her, but as I continued to watch the news, there was no further mention of my disappearance. I started rubbing my stomach and talking to AJ because that was the only person I could turn to. I had to get my thoughts together because I had to figure out how to get the hell out of here. The only thing I came up with was to give into Carter. At least that gave me a better chance of escaping. I rang for Carlos, and it took him fifteen minutes to appear. 
 
   “Carlos, can you do me a favor? You think you can get a message to Carter for me?” I asked. 
 
   “What would you like for me to relay to him?” 
 
   “Well, I know last night didn’t go the way he hoped it would, and I would like to apologize to him. So, could you see if he would come over, so we could talk?” 
 
   “I can try, but his ego was truly bruised.” 
 
   “Also, Carlos, could you fix a little spread for us?” 
 
   “Well, Lil Momma, your wish is my command. Did you have something in mind?” 
 
   “No, I’m sure you can throw something good together. I’m counting on you.” 
 
   “All right, I will get right on that for you.” 
 
   “Thank you, Carlos.” Now, I just had to think of a plan as to make Carter fall for me. Even though I didn’t think that would take much effort. First, I needed to start off with something sexy to wear, something that would catch his attention, and then next, I needed get him to trust me. At this point, I was willing to do whatever, but I didn’t want to draw any suspicion, either. I got up and walked over to the walk-in closet to try to find something that said, I’m-sorry-let’s-give-this-another-try. I hoped Ant would forgive me, but whatever happened, it was all for him.
 
   After taking a relaxing bath, I got dressed in this grey, short maxi dress. I put on a little eyeshadow and some lipgloss, making sure my lips were popping. I wore some grey flats, and the finishing touches were my earrings and a necklace. I must say, Carter really had good taste when he picked out my wardrobe. There was a soft knock at the door. 
 
   “Come in,” I said. It was Sylvia coming to escort me downstairs. This was something I hated, being escorted around the house. I wasn’t permitted free range of the house. Certain areas of the mansion I had been in, but it felt as if there were always someone watching my every move. This would be a minor setback, but where there’s a will, there’s a way. First, I had to have Carter eating out of my hands. When I got to the dining area, it was set up very nicely. Nothing like last night, but it would do for what I was trying to put in motion. I sat in the living room, waiting for Carter’s arrival. I didn’t have to wait long because he appeared in the doorway of the living room in a pair of True Religion jeans and a beige and brown Polo shirt, with a fresh pair of Timbs. He looked good with the diamond earring in his left ear, the diamond-encrusted cross chain, and a Rolex watch. 
 
   “So, Ms. Dawn, to what do I owe this honor? I was totally surprised when Carlos called me you requested for me to come over.”
 
   “Yes, I just wanted to apologize for my behavior last night. I wasn’t too appreciative for what you had tried to do. So, tonight, I wanted to make it up to you, if you let me.”
 
   “Well, you did have a nigga feeling some kind of way, but I do accept your apology.” Carlos came in and announced that dinner was ready. I got up and followed Carlos and Carter into the dining room. Carter pulled out my chair for me, and we sat down to enjoy the scrumptious meal Carlos had prepared.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 27
 
   Marcy
 
    
 
   Yes! Looks like your girl got the job. I was so ecstatic. I wanted to go out this evening and celebrate. I was to start my new position as an administrative assistant, which was just another name for Secretary in a few days. I was going to have to get used to getting up early in the morning, but it was a start to my new beginning. The salary wasn’t much, but I would have to make the best of it. I was trying to make a great impression for when I had to go before the judge to fight for custody of my daughters. I knew my mother would put up a fight because that was just her nature. She loved to be in control, and even though she bitched about how much time I didn’t spend with the girls, how much money I spent on them, or how much of a poor role model I was, she loved that I went to her and my father and asked them to care for the girls. It was time that I show her that I was ready to take my rightful place in my daughters’ lives. I had changed my diet, I wasn’t going out as much, and I had cut out some of my “extracurricular” activities, as I liked to call it. My last encounter with Kiki and Mike that night was two weeks ago. I couldn’t say that my body hadn’t been craving for some sexual attention, though. I couldn’t seem to shake the thought of Kiki touching, tasting, and feeling all over my body. I even got aroused just thinking about how sweet she tasted and smelled. I had the urge to go over to her place after she called and said she had to have me again. I fought the urge, and I was quite shocked that I didn’t give in. I had to think of my daughters now. My wants and my needs finally needed to take the back seat for now. 
 
   I was sitting here, watching the news, and I saw Cyn’s face on the news. I turned up the volume on the television, and there was an interview of her Grand Opening. I couldn’t help but feel a little envious of her because she had finally made her dream of owning her own business come true. I could see that she was under a lot pressure because she wore it all over face. I could always tell when she felt stressed out because she got these little wrinkles across her forehead. I knew not having Dawn there was hard for her, too. Even I was worried about Dawn, despite the fact that she turned her back on me. I cared very much about her and her well-being. I could tell Anthony and her family were going through hell not knowing her whereabouts, but I prayed God bought her and her unborn child home safe and sound.
 
   The doorbell rang, but I wasn’t expecting anyone. When I got to the door, I peeked through the peephole and there stood this woman and a man. I opened the door, and they flashed their badges and introduced themselves. I invited them in because I was curious as to why workers from Health Department would be at my door. Inspector Brown stated that they were there because they were given my name as being involved with Eric Greyson and Andre Williamson. They needed to get a blood sample from me because both Eric and Andre had been tested and the results came back positive for HIV. Luckily, I was sitting down because my ass would have hit the damn floor. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I started crying uncontrollably. I screamed and yelled, but it was my own fault because this was the life I had chosen, and now, I was finally paying the price for it. Inspector Davis walked over and tried to console me, but I was inconsolable. All of these thoughts ran through my mind. 
 
   “Ms. Crawford, please calm down. If you let us get a blood sample, we can have the results back in twenty minutes.” I rolled up my sleeves, so Inspector Brown could draw some blood. Just my luck when I finally wanted to turn my life around, even when I was always careful to use a condom. I just keep mumbling to no one in particular.
 
   The result came back negative, but I had to check in six months from now to get tested again. Oh, how I could of kissed both of the inspectors because I dodged a huge bullet. I fell on my knees and thanked God over and over. Now, I had the proof I needed that Eric was nothing more than a down low brother. And now that I looked back, it was his ass that day at the mall with Dre. Oh, this gave me all of the ammunition I needed to take his ass down! He tried to ruin me by raping me. I hoped he didn’t think I had forgotten about that night. I was gonna love bringing the great Eric Greyson down. See, I had all of the proof I need right here, the summary sheet that I took from the Inspector’s folder. There was no denying now that he liked to fuck men up the ass.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 28
 
   Cynthia
 
    
 
   The Mayor’s Ball was coming up in two weeks, and during my Grand Opening, he invited me to attend. Everybody who was somebody was going to be there. Even though I wasn’t in a festive mood, I promised the Mayor I would be in attendance. Jonathan finally came around, and the evening we shared was explosive. That night he showed up at my front door, I wasn’t sure if I should have been upset or glad to see him, but when he flashed that smile with those dimples, I couldn’t help but be happy. The only thing was, I wasn’t the only one happy; it felt as if my pussy was leaking like a broke pipe. He came through the door, sweeping me off of my feet. He placed a kiss on my face that made me feel as if I were going to pass out. He kissed me with so much passion that I just instantly started tearing away at his clothes. I couldn’t wait to get him inside of me. 
 
   When we made it upstairs to my bedroom, it didn’t take him long before he found solace in between my legs. He took pleasure in devouring my pussy. With every lick he delivered, I couldn’t seem to hold back the explosive orgasm that was building up within me. He must have known I was at that point because he was so far up inside of me that it felt as though he were inside of my stomach. I missed the closeness of him, and I showed it by fucking him back. We went at it for three hours because every time he released himself, he was right back up. When we were done, Jonathan noticed we hadn’t used a condom. I was too fucking tired and sexually satisfied to worry about some damn condom. I just wrapped my legs around him and fell asleep. 
 
   I woke up to the doorbell ringing. When I looked over at the clock, I noticed it was 11:15am. Jonathan was stilling sleeping, and I hated the fact that I had to get outo of the bed. Whoever it was wasn’t going away. When I opened the door, there stood a man and a woman.
 
   “Yes, how could I help you?” I asked. 
 
   “Are you Ms. Cynthia Reid?” 
 
   “Yes, I am.” 
 
   “Well, Ms. Reid, may we please come in?” I stepped to the side to allow them entrance. 
 
   “Please have a seat. Would you like anything to drink?” I offered. They both said no. “Well, okay. What can I do for you then?” 
 
   “We’re here because your name was giving as being sexually linked to an Eric Greyson.” 
 
   “Yes, we were involved. We broke up over seven months ago. So, what does my acquaintance have to do with why you are here?” 
 
   “Like I said, Ms. Crawford, your name was given, and it seems that Mr. Greyson ha tested positive for HIV.” 
 
   “Please say that again because I’m not sure I heard you right.” 
 
   “Mr. Greyson gave us your name because he said you both were sexually linked.” 
 
   “Oh, my God this has got to be a bad dream! So, you’re here because you think I may have it, too?” 
 
   “Yes.” 
 
   “Well, I was just at my doctor’s office recently, and I was tested for HIV and quite a few other STDs. So, my results came back negative. I hate that you wasted your time showing up here.” 
 
   “Well, Ms. Reid, I wouldn’t say it was time wasted. Just happy to know you were tested. Sorry we had to disturb you on this beautiful Saturday morning.” I got up and showed them to the door. I tried to hurry back upstairs before Jonathan got up because I wanted to snuggle up with him. When I reached the top of the stairs, I heard the shower running. There goes lying back in the bed, but I sure could start some trouble in the shower. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   I just got my invite from the Mayor’s office to the ball. I didn’t even waste any time responding back. This gave me a reason to shop for a gown at Bloomingdale’s. I still had some money in my bank account, and I just deposited my first paycheck. The medicine that I’d been taking was making feel as if I were getting back to myself. I had my days, but I wasn’t going to let this bullshit slow me down. I still had lives to destroy. I’ve been to Dre’s house and gotten no answer. I even sat outside a few nights to see if I would catch him coming in. He hadn’t even been at work. They said he had taken some time off.
 
   There was a knock at my office door. “Come in,” I said. In walked Diane, she had some mail in her hand. She handed me three envelopes. One was very decorative. I opened it, and it was an invitation to the Mayor’s Ball. I gave the envelope back to Diane and told her to fill out the response card for two. I also told her to go find a gown and handed her my platinum card. In addition, I told her to make sure she got something sexy. She ran around the desk and kissed me. I thought this would be a good way to pay her back for taking care of me when I couldn’t even take care of myself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 29
 
   Dawn
 
    
 
   My plan was coming together perfectly. I had Carter eating out from the palm of my hands. He showered me with gifts and romantic dinners prepared by Carlos. He made mention that he wanted to take me away. He asked if there wa somewhere special that I wanted to go. I told him that I had always wanted to go to Hawaii. 
 
   “Well, Lil Momma, your wish shall be granted.” I jumped up, making sure not to hit my protruding stomach and gave him a big hug and kiss. As I hugged him, I could feel his manhood getting rock hard. He tried on numerous occasions to have sex with me, but he would pull back and say not yet. Even though I felt as if I were betraying Ant, I was glad that I kept my hormones intact. As I went to sit back down, he got on the phone and barked demands at someone to make arrangements for our trip to Hawaii. I excused myself and made my way to the bathroom. I couldn’t seem to hide my excitement because this would be my way of escaping. When I returned to the room, he informed me that our trip would be set for next Thursday. He thought my excitement was for the trip, but little did he know, this had nothing to do with him. My plan was moving right along.
 
   “Damn, babe I can’t wait to get you away on one of those island. I’m going have my designer go out and get you some things for our trip. Hopefully, you’re up to traveling. How far long are you?” 
 
   “I’m seven and a half months, I should be all right,” I said. 
 
   “Okay, Lil Momma. Well, let me get out of here; I have some business to attend to, but I will stop back by later.” He bent down and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
 
   “Okay, see you later.” I had gotten a little more freedom to roam the house without someone shadowing over me. I walked into the kitchen and asked Carlos if he could prepare me a salad. I told him I would be upstairs. I made my way upstairs and got relaxed and started talking to AJ. He was moving around as if he knew something big was about to happen. “It won’t be long, baby,” I told him, “we’re almost home. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Hey Patricia, I’m gonna need you to go shopping for me. I’m taking my lady on a trip, and she’s going to need some outfits. Now, you already know she’s pregnant, but I’m still going to need some sexy outfits and a bathing suit for her. You know with me that money isn’t an issue. Just charge it to my account.” 
 
   I pulled up to Fibber’s Sport Bar for a meeting I had because it was time to tie up some loose ends. I met with my boy, James. I gave my name and was seat in the back. I ordered drinks while Pedro and I waited for James to arrive. I forgot to mention that Pedro was more than my driver; he’s one of my bodyguards, too. When I looked up, James was coming through the door. He slid into the booth and shook hands with us. The waitress returned with our drinks. James placed his order and the waitress was off again. We wasted no time getting down to business. I had James following Dawn’s mom because that bitch had to pay for her hand in setting me up to serve fifteen years in jail. I told him that I wanted her ass snatched and taken care of by next Thursday while I was away. That way I wouldn’t be considered a suspect in her killing. I also had him tailing her husband because his name was ringing bells in the street. It was said that he was looking for me, but it wasn’t too hard to find me. I wasn’t hiding, and if he really wanted to see me, he could set up a meeting because his people knew some of my people. 
 
   “He wasn’t too good at what he does,” I said to my audience. “This pussy don't want no real trouble!” We all laughed. We placed our orders for something to eat. We just sat back, making small talk until our food came. When we were finished, I paid the bill. We shook hands and went our separate ways.
 
   I felt good knowing that that little business would be handled while I was away. I also told James to off the hubby. 
 
   It was time to make Dawn mine for good.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 30
 
   Cynthia
 
   The Evening of the Mayor’s Ball
 
    
 
   It was like the award shows; people were getting out of their cars and their limos to walk the red carpet and have their pictures taken. I was sporting a red and black Donatella Versace dress, with some black Christian Louboutin shoes. Jonathan had on an all-black Calvin Klein two-piece suit. We were looking sharp. When we walked into the banquet room, it was wall-to-wall with people. I spotted the Mayor and his wife, and I made note to thank him later for inviting me. Jonathan grabbed us some champagne off of a tray as the hostess walked by. As I was standing there, enjoying my champagne and some h’orderves, I thought I heard a familiar voice. When I turned around, I came face to face with Eric. He stood there with some attractive woman on his arm, who seemed to be of mixed descent. 
 
   “Well, look who it is, Diane,” he said, with a smirk on his face. “It’s Ms. Cynthia Reid,” she gave him a perplexed look, as if to say, “Who is she?”
 
   “This is a very good friend of mine.” She extended her hand out, so I shook it. 
 
   “Hello, my name is Diane Anderson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He stood there, mugging Jonathan, but of course, Jonathan didn’t seem fazed at all. He knew who Eric was, so there were no introductions made. Jonathan grabbed me by the hand and led me away. I thanked him as we walked off. I could still feel Eric’s eyes on me, burning a hole in the back of my head. 
 
   “So, that was the infamous Eric Greyson.” 
 
   “Yeah, that’s the asshole. He better be glad I didn’t slap that smirk off his damn face. The nerve of him to even breathe the same air I’m breathing.”
 
   “Well, babe, you might not have to worry about him breathing your air too long. With his lifestyle he won’t make it.” 
 
   The rest of the night was very eventful. The food, the dancing, the mingling was all great, and I just enjoyed my time with my amazing, sexy man. Eric tried to approach me when I was coming out the ladies’ room, but as I told him in that note, he needed to stay away from me, or he would regret the day he met me. 
 
   “Bitch, I don’t take to kindly to threats!” he said, through gritted teeth. Jonathan must have spotted Eric as he approached me when I was coming out of the bathroom. When Jonathan walked up, Eric never heard him coming as he called me a bitch. 
 
   “That isn’t the way you should talk to a lady.” Eric turned around, and he was almost shy of three inches smaller than Jonathan. 
 
   “Man, I’m gonna need you to step the fuck back from me. See, this bitch-” and whap! Jonathan knocked the hell out of Eric. He never even saw it coming. I pulled Jonathan away before he commenced to whooping Eric’s ass. As we were leaving, I thought I saw Marcy standing in the background, observing the whole altercation. I knew that bitch didn’t want any trouble. As the limousine pulled up, Jonathan opened the door and we got in. As we were leaving, I could see Eric standing in front of hotel, looking around. I got a good laugh looking at him clearly trying to see if he could spot us. It served his ass right because I fully warned his ass. As I sat there relaxing my mind, I felt Jonathan’s hands inching up my gown. I looked over at him as he licked his lips. When I looked down, I could see his dick straining against his pants. 
 
   “Why don’t we have a little fun?” he said. He raised the partition to close us off from the driver and slid onto the floor in front of me. It was hard rejecting him when he looked so damn sexy. He pulled me close to the edge of the seat, and his head disappeared under my gown. All I could feel was his lips and his tongue. I could hear the slurping noise that drove me crazy. I tried to muffle my moans, but he told me to be as loud as I wanted to, since the driver couldn’t hear us. I felt as if I were off in an orbit somewhere because of the way he had me feeling. I was on Cloud Nine. The sensations he was sending through my body had my legs shaking uncontrollable. He just kept French kissing my pussy. The orgasms were just ripping through my body back-to-back. When he finished, he came up with pussy juice all over his face, mixed in with a little sweat. 
 
   “Now, that’s a dessert I didn’t mind having.” He reached up, and I just licked around his lips, making sure not to miss a spot. When I finally caught my breath, we were at my front door. I tried to straighten my dress and my hair out before he opened the door. I didn’t want it to seem obvious as to what had just happened in the back seat.
 
    “Jonathan, it looks like the driver has his work cut out for him.” He looked back at me and said, “Yeah, you’re so nasty!” and he started laughing. I couldn’t even look the driver in his face as he opened the door. 
 
   “Good night, Ms. Reid.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 31
 
   Anthony
 
    
 
   “Man, so you telling me nobody got news on this nigga’s whereabouts? So, what the hell am I paying you for? I needed some answers like yesterday.” 
 
   “Look, Ant, I have people all over, searching and keeping their ears opened.” 
 
   “Well, it doesn’t seem like you got your best people out there looking because this motherfucker’s head hasn’t been bought to me nor is my fucking wife here in my presence. Your people are just as worthless as these lazy ass Philly cops! Look, I want to know where this nigga is, his momma, his kids, his grandma or anyone who means anything to him by this time tomorrow. So, you and your crew have twenty-four hours to bring somebody to me!” Jahiem got up and walked out of Ant’s office; he was on his phone cursing somebody else out for not having any clues as to where Carter could be. Ant leaned his head back in his chair and placed a phone call to his brother, Raymond. When Raymond answered, he could tell his little brother was stressed out. 
 
   “Yo, bro. Wassup with you?” 
 
   “Man, these motherfuckers still haven’t come up with any news on this pussy ass nigga. My wife has been gone damn near a whole month. I can’t eat, sleep, or concentrate on shit. I need my wife home. I need to know that her and my baby are doing all right. Man, I’m going crazy over here. I need something to happen and soon.” 
 
   “Look here, you not gonna be any good to her when she comes home if you don’t take care of yourself. I’ll tell you what, let me put some of my people out there, and I can guarantee you either his whereabouts, or even better, that nigga himself in person. Bet! So, do yourself a favor and get some rest, and eat something, too.” They hung up the phone, and Ant felt somewhat better. 
 
   Before he could make it out of his office, his phone rang. He looked at the screen, and Camille’s number popped up. 
 
   “Hey, Camille what’s going on?” It sounded as if she had been crying. “Hello, Camille, are you there?” 
 
   “Yeah, Anthony, I’m sorry to be calling you, but have you heard from my mother?” 
 
   “I talked with her Tuesday evening when she came over to check on me. “Why, what’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
   “Well, she was supposed to meet up with Gerald for dinner last night, but, he didn’t think much of it because she was complaining of a headache, so he figured she fell asleep. So, this morning when he called he, he got no answer. He went over to the house, and it was ransacked. He said it looked as if there had been a struggle of some kind. There was even blood all over the place. So, he called the cops, and then he called me and Deja after. So, we’ve been here at her house, calling her cell phone and hoping she would answer or something. I know it sounds crazy, but what if Carter got to her? I told her to either come here or go to Gerald’s, but of course, she didn’t listen. Now she’s gone!” she wailed, breaking down in a heart-shattering cry. I told her I would be there in a few and disconnected the call. I wasn’t exactly sure what I could do, but I could show my support. I called my brother and told him to put a rush on it because now Dawn’s mom was missing. As I got in my Benz, my text alert went off. 
 
    
 
   It read: 
 
   Hey babe it’s me I need you to know me and AJ are doing okay, but I need you to be at the airport. If you haven’t figured it out, Carter was the one who kidnapped me and tonight we’re leaving for Hawaii. We’re supposed to be at the airport by 7:30. Babe please be there. Love Dawn
 
    
 
   I stopped the car and pulled over to read the text over again. I needed to contact Jahiem and Raymond because I was gonna need them to meet me out at the airport; that nigga wasn’t leaving on the trip. The next person I called was Camille to let her know that I heard from Dawn. She started throwing questions out there that I didn’t have the answers to, but I told her I was bringing my baby home. I drove back to my house and changed my gear and put on my bulletproof vest. I also made sure I had my two friends on my hip, Peggy and Sue, and extra clips because I planned to unload on that nigga. When I looked at the clock, it was 6:15pm, and I was heading back out of the door. This time, I got in my all-black Suburban. It had tinted windows and was fully load. I reached the airport in record time. I met up with my brother and Jahiem, and they already had the parking lots and the ramps covered. That bitch ass nigga was gonna catch it. I just told them to let their guys know to be careful and to make sure that nobody hit my wife. 
 
   I was posted up in the parking lot, facing the entrance and waiting for them to arrive. When I got word from one of Jahiem’s men that Carter’s Lexus was pulling up, I got ready. I got out of my truck and strolled over to where they were unloading the car. Carter took Dawn by the hand as he guided her out the jet. 
 
   “So, Mr. Carter we finally meet,” he seemed startled, but he quickly pulled Dawn in front of him as he pulled a nine millimeter from his waist. 
 
   “Look, why don’t you let my wife go and face me like a man?” 
 
   “Man, you got me chopped if you think for one second I’m letting you have wifey.” He placed the gun at Dawn’s side, and she yelled, “No, Carter! Think of my baby. 
 
   “Fuck that baby; it’s not mine!” he yelled back. He back away, not knowing exactly where to go. I could hear Raymond in my earpiece, telling me to stand down and let him think he was able to get away. Raymond had a clear shot of him, but, before I could move, Dawn made a sudden move, and all I heard was gunshots. I got behind the shuttle to make sure I didn’t get hit, but all I could think about was Dawn when I saw her hit the ground. There were still gunshots going off because, little did we know, Carter had his entourage in a truck not too far behind him. I ran over towards Dawn, trying to make sure she was all right when I saw blood leaking out of her side. I started yelling for someone to call an ambulance. As I cradled Dawn’s head in my lap, I told her to hang in there. Someone yelled that the ambulance was on their way. Security was coming from all over, but I zoned out and didn’t hear shit. It just felt as if I were down on the ground, holding Dawn’s head for a really long time. When they finally got there, they ran over and picked Dawn up off of the ground. 
 
   “Oh, shit! She’s pregnant. Sir, sir! Do you know who this is?” All I could do was nod my head. I finally opened my mouth and yelled, “That’s my wife! Please save her and my baby!” They place Dawn into the ambulance, and I hurried over and got in right behind them. As we pulled off, the driver turned the siren on, warning people to get out of the way. On our way to the hospital, Dawn coded twice. 
 
   “Please save her! Don’t let her die!” I cried. 
 
   “Sir, please sit back down, so we can work on your wife!” As the ambulance turned into the ER entrance, the monitor sounded again. 
 
   “We’re losing her!”
 
    
 
   TO BE CONTINUED…
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