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To all Mrs. McHenry and Tammy, who continuously puts the pressure on me to keep it good!!
Being awakened in the middle of the night was not cool, but Leroy was persistent in his attempt to shake Kimberly from her slumber. Kim was not an average sized girl at 5’7", 180, but Leroy who was a year behind his sister, was six feet two at two hundred and fifty pounds, so he could easily move her like this. Plus, he was her brother - a bit slow – but he was always very aware of Kim and her feelings. For some strange reason Kim was highly sensitive. Over the years, she had gotten better at controlling her sensitivity to people, but things that wouldn’t faze a normal person could send her into a fit of hysterical nauseating tears. Leroy, as large as he was, was very aware of all her emotions. Even when Kim tried to be strong about a situation which upset her, her brother was aware of what she was experiencing emotionally, internally.
Leroy was not a normal person. Physically he was a large brawny boy, and mentally he was definitely different from others. When he was denied oxygen at birth for almost three minutes, Leroy was brought into this world with a mother who only lived from one high to another almost starving her children to death, before the state took them away and put them in the guardianship of Uncle Charlie’s home, their mother’s step-brother.
"Kimmie come on," he insisted, rocking her harder.
Kimberly groggily sat up, but before she could adjust her eyes to the dark room, Leroy was yanking her out her bed and leading her out the bedroom to the upstairs hallway chute, which led straight down to the basement. He covered her mouth to stop any protest she was about to mutter about his rough treatment, to make her aware of the deep voices going on two floors below them.
"Now dat Kimmie got her license, I want you to get her a job at the home." This was Uncle Charlie speaking. "You said there’s a lot of rich old coots who’d love to get their hands on her." His Alabama accent stayed with him even though he had been in Detroit for almost thirty years.
A chill went down Kim’s back as she listened to her uncle and his friend, Willis Cox, talk about her like she was a cure-all for youth to old men.
Willis chuckled nastily. "Seeing as how she’s at an age of consent, you damn right. Them old farts won’t know what hit them. I gots six in mind she can pick from."
"Pick from?! Aw, she ain’t gonna have no choice in the matter. The richest fart will do."
There was a lot of cackling going on after that, but she didn’t need to hear anymore. Leroy followed her quietly back to her room and she waited until he closed the door behind him and turned on the bedside lamp before she attempted to speak.
"Thank you, Lee," she said stiffly.
"When I heard Willis ask about your school stuff, I knew I should come get you."
She nodded understanding. Leroy was not the brightest boy in the world, but when it came to her feelings or even other people’s feelings he was tuned in like a radio. She loved her brother very much and each would do anything for the other.
"Is Uncle Charlie gonna hurt you again?" he asked.
She corrected him. "Going to Leroy. Use proper English. Just because we grow up here, it doesn’t give us any excuse for bad grammar. Our father was a doctorate you know." Uncle Charlie loved to boast about how their father got his education and left their crack addict Momma for smarter women. To make Leroy feel better, Kim fabricated a story for her brother to make him think their father was some Doctor. The story certainly improved Leroy’s self esteem. Often she told Leroy, "Dummies don’t run in our family, Lee. If Daddy could get a college diploma you can get a diploma from regular school."
Leroy wanted to be just like his Daddy or at least the man Kimberly had fabricated. Her brother hadn’t put two-and-two together to figure out, Kimberly hadn’t been old enough to remember when her father had been around their family, since Kimberly was exactly a year older than her brother. From what she knew of their father, which Uncle Charles sometimes told her in a drunken stupor, her father had tried desperately to stay and support their mother, but she continued to sneak out and get high or just go out and party not caring about his feelings. Her father had been a possessive man and wanted to keep her mother on a tight leash or maybe he just loved their mother so much, he wanted her to do right by him and their children.
Sometimes Kimberly would make up things about their father putting him together from what she heard about him from Charlie and what she could only dream of a man she would want to be with. Even she would get confused when Leroy went on asking sprees about their father and his characteristics.
"He was real nice and thoughtful, Lee. He’d do the sweetest things for no reason at all. Everyone else thought he was a bad person, but he really wasn’t. He had a temper, but when he loved, he loved as fierce as that temper inside of him." For some reason, Kimberly had a feeling their father didn’t just abandoned them. She suspected their father probably didn’t know where they were. Charles always became angry when she tried to get information from him, whether he was drunk or not about their father, especially their father’s name. Charles had their mother’s things thrown out of storage because when their mother could no longer pay the fee because she was sniffing it up, Charles wasn’t going to spend his hard earned money "on some stupid junk."
When Leroy would ask for a description of their father, Kimberly would answer him with whatever she could imagine or what she wanted, "He’s tall, just like you with nice muscles; very nicely built." Yet, she had never seen a picture of their father so this was all lies, but it was all worth it when Kimberly would see that look of satisfaction and self-assurance on Leroy’s face.
At fifteen, Leroy asked her when he was sure Uncle Charles wasn’t around, "If I work at it, can I get me some muscles?"
"Sure," she encouraged him.
Leroy began a strenuous muscle building routine, even going so far as to fix up an old weight set in the backyard and work on it when he wasn’t doing anything else. With her assistance, he got a job removing bricks and concrete materials from different construction sites at a small demolition company after school, without Charles knowing. Kim had forged his work permit and lied to Charles saying Leroy needed to stay late at school because of his learning disability. Uncle Charles never cared, although Leroy’s impressive size began to make him uneasy.
Especially when Kimberly’s last "punishment" by Uncle Charles rendered her unconscious and when she came to, she found out Leroy had almost killed Uncle Charles with his bare hands. If Willis and a few more guys had not been present, Leroy would have done so.
"Yeah, I just wished our daddy had stayed around and helped Momma out so we could be a big happily family," Leroy continued, as Kimberly crawled back into her bed.
"Together, we are a happy family," she assured him taking his hand in her own. Their skin tones were the same caramel brown, but that would be the only similarity between the two of them. He had supposedly inherited his father’s brownish-red hair and big frame, while Kim was an exact image of her mother from past photographs with thick black short nape length hair in a feathery cut, big boned and very slanted chocolate eyes, that were very expressive.
"And Uncle Charlie never hurt me, he just wanted to make me understand that not listening to him would lead to pain. I should have followed his words and not my heart." Speaking about the last beating was painful. She should have never fallen in love with Eliah to begin with and none of the events following all of that would have happened. If anyone knew her, they knew she would never leave Leroy. Eliah didn’t understand this. He didn’t want anyone but her and if she wasn’t willing to let her brother loose, then he didn’t want her.
So be it, but there had been the baby. When Charlie found out Eliah didn’t have a penny to his name, he ordered her to abort the five month fetus. Kimberly couldn’t do that, but Charlie found a way to make her lose the baby anyway and break Kimberly’s ankle too. She had recovered from the miscarriage and the broken bone, but the pain of losing Eliah and the baby had been devastating.
Charlie knew this and insisted she start up her schooling again encouraging her to get her G.E.D., then go for her CNA so Willis could get her a position at the Henry Ford’s new nursing center for the elderly. Willis worked there as a janitor and what he couldn’t steal, he tried to find ways to get.
She had heard them speaking a lot lately about the wealthy, who came there to live the rest of their lives then die. Willis noted a lot of times how the old men just wanted someone to care about them in their old age. These old men wanted someone to stay by their side until the last breath left their bodies and then the center turned all that money over to the government because most of the "old coots" died without a will or even an estate to leave it too. "It’s a darn shame these men can’t hand me a couple of million or so, yet the government just waits for them to die, then git it all. It ain’t fair," Willie had stated vehemently.
Charlie agreed heartily and he had found a way to get those men to give their money to him. He would use Kimberly just like he had used her before in other situations, except this time she knew it could be dangerous. And when the crap went down, she would be the one getting in trouble with the law and knowing Uncle Charlie, she would be forced to serve the time, which he probably should have gotten.
All her life, her uncle used Kimberly in order to get things because Uncle Charlie didn’t believe in real work. Anything to get a buck was his motto, which is why she never questioned why Uncle Charles adopted them instead of allowing the state to put them in a foster home. First, it was to get the supplemental aid the state provided Charles for keeping them in his home until Kimberly turned eighteen. Charles was still receiving some kind of disability supplement for Leroy, even though her brother was nineteen, and would continue to receive supplements until Leroy died or Charles miraculously decided to allow Kimberly to become guardian. Kimberly knew hell would freeze before Charles would allow someone else to get their hands on that money.
Charlie was capable of doing a lot of things (except working at a real job) and getting to more money was his ultimate goal. He would do anything to get his hands on a lot of money and like he said, ‘the fatter the wallet the better the fart.’
Another chill went down her back.
"I’ll make sure Uncle Charlie won’t hurt you none, Kimmie," Leroy vowed.
Her mind was deeply absorbed in the present situation Uncle Charles was planning, she forgot to correct Leroy’s bad English. "He won’t," she assured her brother.
He bawled up his meaty fist. "I’ll make sure he won’t touch you again!"
She hugged him tightly. "Please don’t threaten like that Lee. It scares me and Uncle Charlie said if you hit him again, he’d make sure you get put in a home and never see me again. Do you want that?"
Leroy was in a quandary. Protecting his sister was number one in his life, but if he weren’t around who would protect her? Kimberly was the best sister in the world and a very good-hearted person. She was sweeter than the morning dew and beautiful than any rose. Just cause she was a little overweight didn’t mean anything. If you looked passed all her physical faults one saw a diamond in the rough. He could see it, but he couldn’t understand why no one else saw it and called her all types of names. He had been protecting her since they were babies and he would continue to protect her until they died, unless some man came into Kimberly’s life who really cared and loved her. Once that happened, Leroy could take a break from protecting, but of course start it all over again when Kimberly had children.
"Please Leroy. Promise you won’t hit Uncle Charlie again or they’ll take you away from me," she pleaded with him.
Reluctantly, holding her very close, he grudgingly said, "I promise, but it’ll be hard Kimmie. He makes me so mad when he yells at you."
"He yells at you too."
"But that’s just to call me stupid. It don’t hurt me none, but when he yells at you, it hurts you so much. I can feel you hurting in me and I don’t like that at all."
Her brother was so wonderful. She kissed his cheek and promised, "I’m going to get us out of here. Now that I got my license I can work anywhere. We can leave Uncle Charlie, but we have to save."
"I’ve been putting away the money like you told me too, but I’m running out of hiding places, Kimberly. He keeps tearing the house up and not telling us what he is doing next."
Uncle Charles would constantly change the house around every few months or so. To earn money, he did home repairs and loved to experiment on things around the house. His latest project was the basement. He was adding rooms and sorts. When Leroy was home he would assist Uncle Charles, but most times Willis was around and Charles would much rather prefer to be in his friend’s company even though Leroy never minded to work hard.
"I know and you keep hiding our stuff really good, Lee, because when it’s time to go, I want to get out of here like the wind in the night."
He giggled. "Like the wind in the night." Leroy liked when his sister used descriptive terms to give him an understanding of what to do or what was going on. She always tried to make things easier for him to understand and he loved her very much for it.
The John Kronk boxing center was almost filled to capacity, but Jaelen Gates’ mind was oblivious to the world around him as he creamed the punching bag harder and harder, wishing it was his father’s face.
Jaelen Gates enhanced the force as he connected his fist more and more with the bag to combat the demons he called his never-ending temper. He was angry and releasing his energy on the punching bag felt almost a little better. Stupid rules! Stupid contract! His father was crazy! Was he supposed to remain abstinent? How the hell otherwise do you prevent unplanned pregnancies? Only date sterilized women?
"Hitting it just a little harder might help," a sultry voice said behind him.
He turned with sweat drenching from his tight muscled body to look at the black eyes filled with mirth. Of course, she would find it funny. Any man in misery and Onyx Heart found it hilarious.
"You shouldn’t be in here," he growled. Any other person might think twice about making fun of him or even trying to engage in conversation with him in his dark mood. Onyx was no ordinary person. Just looking at her exuding strength and arrogance, as she stood akimbo smirking again, clearly told anyone she didn’t care what kind of mood anyone was in. She was here and didn’t give a damn if no one wanted her here.
"As if they could stop me?" She raised a black brow in amusement. "In any case, I was summoned by your father."
"Oh really? Does he have more restrictions? I can’t eat now?"
She snorted at his cynicism. "I don’t get paid to take this abuse, Jae. He has his reasons. When a man lays down the law like that, he is trying to make up for his past mistakes."
"By making me pay for them!" he screeched angrily. Jaelen was past the point of caring what attention Onyx and he drew. He knew Onyx alone drew enough by her dark beauty. "Fuck that! You are not about to stand here and try to make sense out that man’s insanity. This is all that is. Insane!"
She didn’t look the least bit affected by his yelling, but he certainly got everyone else’s attention. Folding her arms over her chest, she leaned against the wall near the punching bag. "I am only an ear for you, Jaelen."
"You are one of his paid gooneys. Why should I even be talking to you?" he sneered.
"Because I’m your friend too. Now are you going to talk about it or hit that bag until you find the right woman."
"There is no right woman for me, Onyx, and you know it."
"Well if you’re going to be pessimistic about it then of course you won’t find her. Rest assured there are women out there who will put up with your foul disposition. Do you know in the past three years you have not once cracked a smile?" she asked teasingly.
His frown worsened. "There is nothing fucking funny."
"And you curse worse than a sailor." Her eyes rolled heavenwards in playful defeat.
"If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you sound like a bitchy house wife."
"God forbid that to happen to me." She moved up to him and gently pushed him out the way. "And if you’re going to hit the bag," she said, moving her fist up in a defensive position. "You need to follow through with your whole body." Quick as lightening she hit the bag with enough force to puncture the leather casing. Some sand blasted out almost getting in his eyes.
He knew Onyx was nothing to play with. Standing at only five-feet-four-inches, she could take a man out triple times her size with her bare hands. She was black belted in several martial arts techniques and was a military expert on hand-to-hand combat. Weaponry was her second skill, but she didn’t need a gun. She was swift and when she came at you, you’d better just surrender before she struck first. They’d been friends since he was seventeen and enrolled in the army. She was a year older, but already teaching classes to the new recruits. Many guys thought she was full of shit, but she wasn’t. Just because she looked like she weighed one hundred thirty, her punches could knock a man breathless or even kill him if she hit him in the right place. With the pitch black hair always tied up in a pony tail, a lithe figure, dark chocolate skin, and those shadowy pupils that looked anyone in the eye and showed no fear, Onyx lived up to her name.
Presently, she was out of the army and ran a security/detective agency with her brother, Lethal Heart. He was another force to be reckoned with, but Jaelen got along with him just fine once Lethal understood Jaelen and his sister were just friends. Lethal was even meaner than Jaelen. That was pretty mean, but this was why Jaelen hit it off with Onyx so well. She knew how to placate her brother and Jaelen very well, especially when their tempers were above the normal level. Onyx would dare them to find humor.
She was on this mission now, although punching his only relief sour was not helping him either, which meant he had no call to be angry and she was tired of standing there trying to placate out his anger, but just wanted him to stop being angry.
Jaelen couldn’t remember not being angry in his life and he knew it was a downfall especially in a relationship. He was good at his father’s body distribution business. Detroit was a city where citizens took care of themselves very well sparing no expense. His father had cornered the distribution market in hair care to salons and boutiques. Jaelen had boosted their own line in this past year to a million dollars in profit and it was looking positive for the rest of this year.
Yet, his father had too many incidences with women in the past that wanted to take him for his business and his hard earned money. Jaelen’s mother, Yvonne Stewart, had been one of them. She had purposely gotten herself pregnant with child to give Maxwell’s wallet a hard time. It was all she was interested in from the get-go. Soon as the test results had come in that Jaelen was really Maxwell’s son, Maxwell had a vasectomy performed on him at the age of twenty-five so women could not blame him for impregnating them.
Maxwell paid aplenty to Yvonne, but he steered Jaelen over to his side once the boy turned eighteen. All Jaelen’s life, he had lived with his father telling him that sex was great, but only needed "to be shared with the woman you plan on being with for the rest of your life, because all these other tramps giving it away are nothing but money hungry whores. They’d do anything to get a piece of the business and their paws in your wallet."
Jaelen had been careful all his life. He lost his virginity at a late seventeen yet all his carefulness still didn’t pay off when ten months ago, Monica Williams, a good friend of his approached him to let him know she was four months pregnant. When Maxwell found this out, he hit the roof. He went absolutely ballistic.
It was Onyx who found out the truth to Monica’s deception. She was hired to find out the truth and catch Monica in a lie. Six months ago, she recorded Monica at the Bloomfield Hills Country Club admitting to her sister, Jennifer, the baby she was carrying wasn’t Jaelen’s, but Rogert Lampkin’s, an ex-best friend of Jaelen’s. Since Jaelen was worth more and "cuter", Monica decided the paternity would belong to Jaelen. Maxwell had a blood test done on the child immediately after it was born a month ago, which proved that by ninety-nine percent the child was not Jaelen’s
Still Maxwell set down rules for his son and put a clause on Jaelen’s ownership of the company. His father decided to divide up the shares of Gates Distribution giving Jaelen forty-percent ownership. He could collect on the fifty-percent ownership that was put aside to be routed back into the company only if he did not have a child out of wedlock from an unplanned pregnancy before marriage. In the event a wedlock child or children did surface while he was single the off spring(s) would receive the fifty-percent ownership profit and control of the company at eighteen years of age. Ten percent of the company’s stock would stay apart of Maxwell’s estate until his death when this would go to Jaelen. Any legitimate children could claim the profit of the stock in a trust given to them at their twenty-first birthday.
This measure was taken by Maxwell to make sure Jaelen didn’t sow his oats too plentiful because he knew his son cared a lot about the company and had seen the devastation "Baby Momma’s" could wreck upon a business and a man’s bank accounts.
Onyx wasn’t done verbally lashing him. She was piqued he allowed Maxwell’s decision to affect him so much. "I agree your old man’s as loony as a bird. He’s been so screwed over with baby momma drama it’s affected his decision to act reasonably in this situation. You’re an angry asshole who can’t accept Max is going to do anything and everything to make sure you don’t make the same mistake he made. Get over it, Jae! He’s not going to change and all you can do is adjust. Use a condom. Hell! Use two for all I care. It don’t make a damn difference, but you will not let this menial shit fuck up my day. Get it?!"
This was a "mean-it" tip: Meaning she was passed trying to coax him out of his anger. He had pissed her off and she hated being pissed off.
"He’s still a crazy asshole," he grumbled obdurately.
"Well, you’re an angry asshole and I still love you."
His frown disappeared. "You love me?"
"Shut up." Playfully, she pushed him and walked away. His weird sense of humor seemed to always surface at the wrong time.
He punched the bag one more time forgetting Onyx had destroyed it and cursed as the sand this time successfully got in his eyes. Damn women! All of them! They were making his life miserable!!
After washing the sand from his marble brown eyes, he took a nice long shower. Shaving his head bald had been a great advantage for him. Usually he wore eight cornrows straight back to his nape. Onyx said when he wore his hair like that it reminded her of D’Angelo, the singer especially since he also sported a goatee and a light mustache on his face at all times. This was one of Detroit’s hottest summers and he hated sweating in his hair. Anyone could tell he was a meticulous person. He kept a neat appearance and distaste filth, on or around his presence.
Onyx called it anal and a way to get women to look the other way. Once she told him, "If you weren’t so damn ornery and anal, you’d be a great guy, Jae."
Jaelen wasn’t trying to be a great guy. He just wanted to be left alone. Of course he had needs, every man did, but emotional attachments to the opposite sex was a turn off for him. He didn’t want to be with just one woman. Jaelen never believed just one woman could satisfy his needs. That would be impossible. Like Onyx said, who would want someone as ornery and anal as he was?
Chapter 3
Checking his temperature, she frowned worriedly. Kimberly had somehow grown close to Wescott Hawthorne, a sixty-eight year old elderly man with Native American/African blood. He was so kind to her at times, she would just cry when she was alone at night knowing she was only gaining his affections because Charles and Willis wanted his money.
It had taken six months in all to get West (which she fondly called him "Big Chief) to propose marriage, yet she lied to Charles and told him Wescott wanted to procreate after the marriage. Even then his health was failing, but Kimberly lied to Charles about the severity of West’s health. The elderly man sincerely wanted to marry her and she wanted to grant him his wish. They had become great friends and losing him would be terrible for her. Along with his failing health, was his inability to procreate, but that didn’t faze Kimberly. She didn’t care about the money. Only about Wescott. They married on her eighteenth birthday in a nice private ceremony at the nursing home chapel where they had met. Kimberly had been working there for two months before the courtship started seriously.
During the courtship, she continued to work, but after the wedding she quit to take care of him personally, while she continued her studies to become a registered nursing assistant. They stayed at his St. Clair Shore home until a month after marrying when his conditioned worsened and he was taken to St. John’s hospital near Detroit. Tonight was one of the worse nights for him. An infection had taken hold of his only good lung and was slowly making him deteriorate into nothing. His massive shape had been reduced to bones in a few short months and she worried she wouldn’t be able to spend any more time with her husband.
He would love how she would read him stories and laugh at his jokes. She had heard Willis tell Charlie, Wescott’s net worth in cash on-hand was seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars. In addition to this, a nice million-dollar estate with the two million dollar home in St. Clair Shore, a yacht and two percent stock in Traverse Bay Casino in Traverse City had just been inherited from an uncle that had passed away earlier in the year.
"Hello, Sweet Butterfly," he weakly rasped, opening his old brown eyes.
"Hello my chief," she teased back to make him feel better. His nickname for her always made her blush whenever he said it. "How do you feel?"
"Not as bad as I probably look. You stop that worrying." He knew this by her furrowed brow.
She couldn’t help, but to worry and fret. Seeing him like this was not good for her sensitive emotions. "Promise me something," he asked, when he was able to draw another breath. The cancer had spread fast in his lungs and the doctor told them he had no more than two months to live.
"Anything, Wescott. Anything," she said, through sobs she was desperately trying to hold back.
"You won’t let my nephew get his hands on my money," he whispered.
He had never discussed a nephew before and this news shocked her. "W-What nephew?"
Wescott was starting to fade away exhausted by this little reality. "You can’t let Junior get my money. T-Take me to your home, sweet butterfly right away."
She had to get up close to him and put her ear to his lips to hear him with his withering voice being so low. "Why?"
"I’ve told the doctors I want to be released to my wife. Make it so." He was too weak to speak anymore.
Kimberly didn’t know what else to do, but call Charles. An hour later, Charles had Wescott’s release papers for the morning if his symptoms improved and took the credit card Kimberly found in Wescott’s personal possessions.
By the time Kimberly came home with Wescott in the morning, Charles had set up the room. Wescott was feeling much better, but still very weak. Charles purposely made himself scarce because he did not want the man to sense how much power Charles had over Kimberly.
After feeding her husband, she sat by his side. "I know I’m going to die, Kim, but you must go to the Livonia Sperm Center. There, I have left samples of my sperm in the event I ran out of time. Go there and show our marriage certificate and get them to impregnate you. It’s the only true way you will hold on to my estate. Junior is not really watching out for my death, but I can guarantee he’ll be looking me up in a couple of years. I have placed him with a tidy sum that should last for these two years. This should give you more than enough time to carry our child in the event some of the sperm doesn’t work."
She started to protest, but he shook his head, which brook no refusal.
"Tomorrow, Kimberly go there," he insisted. "I don’t have much time. My spirit grows weak every minute."
She wiped the sweat off his now pale skin. When she had met him he had been a tanned brown. He was considered a light African American male to anyone who didn’t know his heritage well. His Indian blood showed in his light brown skin tone. He looked about a good 6’2", but Kim had never seen him stand. The wavy soft light dark cocoa hair blended in nicely with his soft brown eyes. She had seen the pictures of Wescott when he was young and he had been a very nice looking young man strapping and very handsome.
In most of the pictures he had worn no facial hair, but in the photo’s where he did have facial hair she thought he looked rather cruel and strangely dangerous, yet very exciting. If she had known him then she didn’t think she could have been attracted to him because he looked so threatening even when he smiled in some of the pictures. Kimberly would have feared him. She knew some people just looked mean and couldn’t help it, but they weren’t really. Wescott certainly wasn’t. He was kind, sweet, and gentle.
"Promise butterfly, you’ll do it," he insisted seeing her reluctance.
"Maybe I don’t deserve so much, West. Maybe he-"
He cut her off. "Kimberly," She knew this was a serious talk when he used her whole first name, "Trust me when I say Junior is a spiteful, greedy boy. He takes and takes, but won’t give. He’s a possessive maniac and he doesn’t deserve one dime of my money after squandering and gambling away his own inheritance from my brother’s death. Will you be my dutiful wife and do as I say?" When she still hesitated he seemed to read her thoughts. Taking her palms into his frail bony hands, he held them as tightly as a little baby would hold on. "For whatever reason you married me, Kimberly, I do appreciate you making my last days very happy. I wish I could have met you sooner and then I would have heeded the dangers of what smoking would do to me and want to live longer. You’ve given me so much time and so many good memories to last me an entire lifetime even if I have only known you seven months."
Reluctantly, she made the promised knowing she would do everything in her power to keep it. Kimberly didn’t like to break promises. "I’ll do my best, West, now get some rest," she ordered, kissing his forehead.
He relaxed knowing she wouldn’t break her word. "Read to me, love. Your voice soothes my pains that no medicine can."
She blushed at the warm compliment and found his favorite book, Wuthering Heights.
In the middle of the night, Wescott died in his sleep still holding her hand. She cried until the early morning light. This was even worse than losing the baby and Elijah in her life. She wondered how far she would sink in this world before better days would come her way. Would she be forever doomed to be heartbroken, weary, and sad? Would some man come to her and allow her to rest her weary head on his shoulders for once in her life and be strong enough to carry her through the worst times of her life? There had to be a silver lining to her dark cloud of life. If she waited and prayed, maybe it would come to her.
She just hoped the silver lining would come soon.
****
Charles helped her the morning after Wescott’s passing to go to the funeral home to make the arrangements. Charles instructed the funeral director not to post any obituary. The family would take care of that. He had absolutely no intentions of placing any obituary at all, but the funeral director didn’t know this and honored the request. After an exhausting morning, her uncle took her to the Livonia Sperm Center with Willis driving and then waiting in the car, while Charlie went in with her.
After waiting for an hour, they met with Ms. Collins, the supervisor in charge of the center. The entire facility had just gone through renovations from a fire and many samples were lost or misplaced. After searching for three hours, Ms. Collins came back with grievous news.
Wescott’s samples had been likely part of the damaged samples, but they could not be sure because some of the samples record’s were damaged as well and the process was taking longer than usual to match what was there and what was not there.
"When will you know?" Charlie demanded to know, striking a fist on the edge of the supervisor’s desk impatiently.
Ms. Collins looked clearly uncomfortable answering her uncle. Her eyes drifted briefly over to Kimberly who stayed quiet, almost disgusted about this whole situation, but her fear in Uncle Charlie and his impatience in this whole matter was very evident to anyone who saw her right now.
"We don’t know. Call me in a few weeks and maybe then I’ll have some knowledge of what is going on," Ms. Collins answered, trying to snootily disregard Charles.
Her uncle grumbled under his breath as he turned away from Ms. Collins, "And you call yourself a supervisor."
Kimberly was looking rather hopeful knowing they hadn’t found anything because she wanted the entire scam to end now that Wescott was gone. She didn’t want to be deceitful anymore.
"Get your coat on and let’s get the fuck out of here," Charles barked, preparing to leave out the door.
Charlie had warned Kimberly not to divulge of Wescott’s death to anyone. Continuing to say he was still serious ill could float with a lot of people. The less people knew of it, the less chance the news had of reaching the nephew’s ears. No doubt he was probably as greedy as Charlie. Before leaving the director’s office, Kimberly swiped up the woman’s personal business card while Charlie had his back to her. Ms. Collins saw her, and only winked. She stuffed the card into her pocket before Charlie turned around to wonder why wasn’t she following him out. Bowing her head, avoiding eye contact, Kimberly mumbled a "good day" to Ms. Collins and quickly spirited herself out the office while Charlie followed.
Willis was eagerly waiting for them. Kimberly was glad to sit in the back seat away from the both of them. Sometimes Willis gave her the creeps by the way his creepy large dark brown eyes looked at her from head to toe all the time hungrily.
Charlie let Willis know what was going on as soon as Willis started heading home. Willis wasn’t too happy like Charles about the news the supervisor had given them.
"We might end up startin’ all over again, but we won’t be doing it at the same place. I got some other friends at other old folks homes who won’t mind getting a cut of the deal," Willis said eagerly.
Sharing wasn’t in Charles language and he shook his head sharply. "We ain’t about to start over with another fart. I can’t wait that damn long, but I know we ain’t gonna be gitting our hands on anything properly if she ain’t got no baby. We start spending like we want to and I think that nephew’ll be alerted to someone’s spending his uncles money. We gots to make sure Kim’s got legal claim or the nephew’ll get his greedy ass hands on my money." It was amazing how Charlie claimed the money as his so easily. "If he didn’t fall ill so soon after she got married I’d get her to fuck him, shit."
"So what’cha gonna do?" Willis asked.
"Let me think," Charles said grumbled.
This terrified Kimberly the most. Whenever Uncle Charles had to seriously rack his brain with an idea, anything could come about. Anything that would definitely mean Kimberly was going to hate what he had thought up.
"I got it!" he suddenly exclaimed turning around looking at her and giving her a murky sneer. "I shoulda done dis a long time ago."
"What?!" Willis asked excited.
Charles cackled wickedly facing the front again. "Let’s get on home. We gots lots to do in very little time."
Checking his Rolex for the third time, he impatiently drummed his fingers annoyingly on the table of Fishbone’s restaurant. On Friday night, the restaurant in downtown Detroit was packed. He’d made reservations a week ago for Onyx’s birthday.
Onyx was half and hour late.
His cell phone went off. "Yes!" he answered with a growl.
Loud music played in the background and Onyx yelled back, "Get your ass down to club 2-K. I’m being detained in an emergency shift change and when I get done I want to see you." She hollered out the directions, then hung up.
This was ridiculous. The woman could be exasperating. No doubt she was caught up in an assignment that was running over and decided to involve him in on the fun. Whether he came or not it wouldn’t matter, but she must really want to see him if she initially demanded for him to make dinner reservations for her birthday then demanded for him to come to the club. She knew he was leaving for Canada for one week on a forced vacation his father was making him take.
Getting into his red BMW Z3 Roadster convertible he decided to meet Onyx at the club.
****
An hour later, Onyx was still at the club. She had stopped waiting for him to show up. Too bad. She had really wanted to speak with him before he left on his vacation. She would miss him whether he believed her or not. The ornery cuss.
Her brother came up beside her as she watched the club scene through a quiet raised booth in the back with one-sided mirrors. "Happy Birthday."
"Yeah, I guess," she mumbled.
"What’s got your panties in a bunch?"
"You know I don’t wear underwear," she snipped. Not once since his appearance beside her had she looked at him. Her black eyes stayed right on the crowd, which danced below her. "Did my replacement get here or are you the replacement?"
"Yeah. Pete’s here. Thanks for standing in on short notice until I could find someone."
Bouncing was just a small section of their agency and Lethal was trying to phase this section out, but there were well paying clients who demanded only Heart’s Agency.
Onyx sighed wistfully and looked seriously at her bullock brother. They were like night and day in sizes, but they knew in each of their own way they possessed a dangerous skill, which could be considered deadly to any human being. Lethal was two years ahead of his sister at thirty-five, but she didn’t care. Having a big brother was like having an unconditional friend in her life. No one could tell her anything bad about him, even if he was always bitching about something. They both possessed the dark looks. Lethal was just bigger and exuded muscles at six feet six, three hundred fifty pounds. His nickname at the gym they owned together also with a friend was called, "Trunk," because he reminded people of a thick tree stump with thick branches for arms and colossal thighs to hold up the tight body.
Yet, as large as he was and as angry as he could become, he would never harm a hair on his sister’s head. She was the world to him and he wouldn’t allow anyone else to do anything to her. Yet, Onyx was very capable of defending herself.
"Fine, now I can go home and sleep."
"The party’s just started out there. Aren’t you going to enjoy yourself?"
"I don’t feel like socializing."
"Onnie, what the hell is the problem?" He could tell she was piqued about something.
Onyx decided if anything, Lethal could keep a secret. "I was planning on a very nice birthday with a friend who promptly stood me up."
"Very nice as in what? And who is this friend?"
"Very nice as in getting my grove on and the friend is none of your business."
"Onyx," he warned in a very brotherly tone, which meant he was demanding to know.
She rolled her eyes heavenwards. "I might as well tell you since you’re going to bother me to death about this matter." Pausing a brief second to take in his criticism, she mumbled, "Jae."
"Excuse me?" he exclaimed. "I know I didn’t hear Jaelen Gates’ name come out your mouth. I thought you guys were platonic." He gave her a cold glare. "Onnie have you been lying to me about your relationship with this twerp? I swear I’ll break every bone in his body if he hurt you."
"Oh yeah, right. No man could possibly do that to me," she huffed superciliously. "And you won’t hurt anything on Jaelen." Onyx decided to start from the beginning. "Ever since his father’s decree, he’s been pent up like a bomb about to burst. I know he’s been abstaining just out of spite and Max knows this, which is why he forced Jae to go on vacation. He thought it would do him some good, but I know all that boy needs is some relief and he’ll be back to his old grouchiness instead of this new touchiness. He glares, growls, barks, you name it, and he's doing it more and more each day. He’s a time bomb."
"Let me get this straight. You were going to give Jaelen some bootie to get him in a good mood? Sister, if bootie would cure that boy’s cantankerous disposition, he’d need a quadruple dose in order to get rid of that foul monkey he carries around his back."
"Look at whose talking about somebody’s moods. You’ve got nerve." She poked him in the chest. "And who’s to say I wasn’t needing some bootie too and he was the only one at bat."
"You? Onyx, I want to say not speaking as a brother, you’ve got men lining up to spend one night with you. You’re much too fine to give it away to an obnoxious cuss like that. Plus, you know you’d only mess up a great friendship."
She sighed knowing he was right. "Well it was good he didn’t show up. He was probably so pissed at me for dissing him for dinner tonight he flew right away to Canada when I didn’t show up." She giggled to herself. "I can just see him now grumbling about women and some people having the nerve to stand him up."
"So are you going to party tonight?" he asked.
She still shook her head. "I’m horny as a toad big brother." Onyx was never shy about what she wanted. "I think I’ll go find myself a bootie call and settle down for the night."
"Take care of yourself," he warned.
"You should be saying take care of whoever I chose."
Lethal couldn’t fault his sister and her sex drive. She was a passionate sort. Not promiscuous, but when she did get into her moods, she did have one who wanted to please her orally and she’d just leave him once she got her rocks off. She had told her brother this one night in confidence and Lethal had even met the timid young man who seemed to worship his sister.
Onyx had her quirks, but she was still his sister and he couldn’t fault her.
The rough shaking was pulling her out of a very deep slumber. Kimberly groaned thinking it was Leroy again in the middle of the night. She had just gotten to sleep after being up for three straight days and her body felt like lead weight. Trying to ignore the shaking, she dropped back into the darkness and serenity of sleepy land. Suddenly a hard whack on her leg slammed her awake abruptly and her eyes shot open because her pupils couldn’t focus. There was light coming from the hallway to light the room, but she couldn’t find out who had hit her.
"Lee?" she asked, trying to look around and cursing her eyes for not focusing immediately.
"Git your ass up," Charles growled. His voice was coming from the foot of the bed and at that point her vision came in loud and clear. He was standing akimbo. Willis was now at the door flipping on the light to her room. She groaned again as her eyes were forced to refocus due to the lighting change.
Uncle Charles never made night visits to a room. Once you were asleep at night any dealings with him for that day were over until the morning. "Where’s Leroy?" she asked, to give herself some time to fully take in the situation.
"Leroy ain’t gonna be waking up for a long while, little girlie," Willis sneered.
Looking at her uncle’s scrawny friend who was so dark he looked purple with the lights on, she didn’t like that lecherous look in his eyes. Moving her eyes slowly to Uncle Charles, she asked, "What did you do to Leroy?"
"We gave him a little extra to eat at dinner time, so he won’t be interrupting what I gots to do to you."
Fear arose quickly in her rich dark chocolate eyes. "What are you going to do to me?"
Sadie Thompson chose that time to come into the room. She was Uncle Charles’ girlfriend for six years, but on the side she was also a prostitute when she needed a little money. "Charlie, I’m all done with getting those clothes off with the scissors and I didn’t even cut him none." Sadie was a big woman at five-eight, two-hundred sixty pounds, but she thought she was more beautiful than Eartha Kitt, which she looked as old as. She never told anyone her true age. She wore mounds of makeup all the time. Kimberly was inclined to believe the woman slept in make up because in all the years she had known Sadie, the older woman was never without it. Her hair was always in Goddess Braids bunched up on her head in a crown like fashion. Sometimes it was blonde, most times it was a mixture of black, gray, and blonde. "Did you tell her?"
"Tell me what?" Kimberly demanded to know, terrified for her life.
"Dammit, I was gitting ready too, ‘till you interrupted us," Charles sneered at Sadie.
"It ain’t my fault you too damn slow. What’s so hard to tell a girl she’s gotta a good fuck waitin’ downstairs?"
"Get the fuck out!" Charles ordered her.
Sadie stormed out the room shouting more curses.
"What does she mean, Uncle?" Kimberly asked warily. "What have you done?"
"You and I both know you need to get a baby between your legs."
Kimberly noticed he was holding Wescott’s photo album of pictures when he was younger and in his heyday tightly to his side. "I ain’t got any more time to explain the matter. Sadie’s here to help you, but I did what had to be done."
She shook her head. "I don’t understand."
"Get your ass out of bed," he ordered.
Slowly she stood up and reached for her robe while putting on her shoes.
"You don’t need none of that! Get your ass in the basement." He grabbed her arm and pushed her towards the door. They passed by Leroy’s room. Even in the hallway she could hear his loud snoring and knew what Charles and Willis said were true because Leroy was usually a light sleeper.
"Everything is simple. You go down there, get yourself a baby and it’ll be all over before you know it. No ones the wiser and no ones gots to know."
She stopped at the top of the basement stairs. "I don’t understand. How am I suppose to get a baby by Wescott if he’s dead and his sample is gone?"
"I found someone who looks just like the old dude when he was younger. Not exactly like him, but had that look about him when he was a young cat." He grabbed her arm and dragged her down the basement. She had come down here last Saturday, and knew instantly they had been back down there since then to rebuild. Where there had been open space, there was a large room built with a door. The walls were thick and she could tell a bathroom was inside from the attached sewage line on the side of it. Charles continued to speak. "It don’t look like nothings wrong with him. We destroyed his car so there wouldn’t be any trace of it."
"It was a beauty!" Willis whistled.
"Yeah, but I bet the young cat is making payments for the rest of his life. You ain’t got to worry none about what he gots to say about you gitting the job done ‘cause when it’s all over, he won’t have nothing to say anymore." He stopped in front of the door with a small one-way mirror. "You have the option of listen to him rattle on, but you can cover his mouth."
She gasped as a red glow was filtering the room and an unconscious man was strapped down on a full size mattress. There were four poles sticking out the ground with holes at the top of them. On his wrist and ankles were handcuffs and the other ends of the cuffs were looped through the top of the poles sticking out the ground. He was splayed wide with his arms reaching off the side of bed and his long legs coming off the bottom of the bed. Matter of fact, four handcuffs was used because it looked as if Charlie had misjudged the reach of the potential victim’s ankles. "He’s tied down?! You tied a stranger to a dirty mattress so he could get me pregnant? How am I going to do that?"
For the first time in her life, she saw Charles blush. Sadie had followed them down. "Didn’t that other buck teach you anything?" she asked gaudily.
"Teach me to rape a poor innocent man. Do you know we could go to jail, Uncle Charles?" she asked angrily. This was insane. "Who’s going to take care of Leroy if both of us are behind bars for kidnapping."
"That’s why you gonna go in there straddle him until he pops his cork up in your pouch and do it until I feel like you’ve got a child up in you."
His description was gross and she bristled. "I won’t. I’m going to the police myself and tell them you’ve done this," she threatened, only thinking of Leroy’s well being and not hers
Before she could blink, his fist slammed into the side of her face by her ear knocking her to the ground. The steel toe of his boot kicked her right in the chest, knocking the breath from her body.
Sadie came to her side using her own body as a shield against Charlie’s rage. "You gonna kill her, stupid!"
Willis was trying his best to hold Charles back, but her uncle was much larger than the skinny friend. Charles was of medium height with a beer belly and strong enough to probably throw Willis out of his way if he really wanted to.
"You stupid bitch. I’ll kill you if you threaten me like that again!" Charles screamed.
Sadie tried to help her, arise, but Kimberly winced and then almost passed out from the pain in her right shoulder, which hit the ground in her fall and now was out of joint. Sadie could see the joint sticking out awkwardly and carefully helped Kimberly to her feet.
Willis opened the door with a key and Kimberly stopped allowing Sadie to help her doing her best to snatch away without hurting herself more.
"If you don’t do it," Charlie sneered, "I’m going to send Leroy to a god awful place and you’ll never see him again for the rest of his life. They’ll fill him up with drugs till he won’t know what time of the day it is."
The tears welled up in her eyes and began to roll down her soft cheeks. "No! Please, Uncle Charles, don’t do it." Her shoulder was forgotten and she concentrated on her concern for her brother.
"Then get in that room and when Leroy wants to know what’s going on you’d better make up something good cause next time that boy even looks like he’s gonna take a swing at me I’m gonna shoot him."
A large sob escaped her lips. "Oh Jesus, he’s just a baby."
"Then get your ass in there!" he bellowed. "The sooner you get a baby in your belly, the sooner we can all put this behind us"
"I-I can’t do anything! I’m on my period."
Sadie hand shot to her crouch to feel the thick pad. "She’s right, Charlie."
"Then might as well make yourself comfortable with him cause you ain’t leaving till I know for sure a baby’s in your stomach." His patience was short and he shoved her in the room and shut the door locking it immediately.
She scratched and clawed at the door screaming for mercy with her one good limb, begging her uncle or Sadie – even Willis – to open the door. The window was just a mirror, but she could just imagine them all laughing at her.
Turning her back to the door leaning against it, she slowly sank to the floor against the wall next to the door. She cried for Leroy to save her repeatedly until exhaustion over took her and she fell asleep.
****
Pain pounded repeatedly in his temple as he slowly ebbed to reality.
He realized after a while the red glow wasn’t his vision, but the lighting in the room.
Abruptly after this, he realized he was chained. CHAINED!! To some sort of bed. What the hell was going on? He tried to move his arms, but they were held taunt by handcuffs. Looking down at his feet his eyes widened in shock. He was naked. NAKED! What the fuck?! Who the hell would bind and gag him?
Please don’t tell him this was some sick Stephen King novel and some crazed maniac would stand above him with a machete and slice him to death. He desperately tried to break free but the handcuffs were tight and the poles seemed cemented in the ground somehow. Damn!
Looking about the room, in front of him was a bathroom with shower curtains to pull for privacy. Beside the toilet was a small sink.
The walls were clean and looked newly constructed. One would think it was built especially for him, except for the double handcuffs at his ankles.
His eyes continued around the room until they stopped at what looked to be a head slumped against the wall lowered. He could just make out the head belonging to a female, but he couldn’t distinguish if she was dead, sleep, or unconscious and needed some type of medical attention. Whatever it was, he hoped she could help him out of this predicament.
Just as he was about to start mumbling at the top of his voice to awaken her, a door opened beside the female, which he had not noticed when he previously scanned the room and a large burly young male entered with a boyish face.
Jaelen pretended to be asleep again as the boy hurried into the room, set the tray he carried of warm food on the table beside the mattress, then quickly turn away to go to the female on the floor. Jaelen was a bit teed he was being entirely ignored as if the boy had seen a man chained naked everyday.
Didn’t anyone think it was strange? He wondered if Onyx realized he was missing? He wondered if anyone would notice he was missing? Of course not. Everyone would think he was in Canada for a least a week and wouldn’t get suspicious of his disappearance until a week and a half at least when he didn’t come back or answer his phone. If anyone knew Jaelen, they knew his cellular phone was his life and if he couldn’t be reached any other way, his private number would ring in his side pocket, no matter the time or day.
As big and rough as the young man seemed– with tender loving care, he gently caressed the top of the female’s head. A weak feminine voice softly called out something. Her head never moved.
The boy looked very worried as he kneeled down beside her. "Kimmie." He shook her arm.
She let out a piercing scream as reality slapped her hard. Holding her dislocated shoulder carefully she blocked Leroy from touching her. She looked up into his bleak deep brown eyes filled with concerned.
Immediately, she remembered Charlie’s words. "I-I’m fine," she lied, quickly reassuring her brother.
"No, you aren’t!" he said angrily.
Jaelen, who was listening, could tell the girl wasn’t a good liar too.
"Why did he do this, Kimmie?" Leroy reached to grab her, but she knocked his hands away.
"Don’t touch me, Leroy! I’m in a lot of pain," she ordered. Fighting the wave of pain, she assessed her situation and fought to control the bubbling hysterical tears that desperately wanted to spring from her eyes. "H-Help me to my feet," she ordered.
Jaelen could hear her voice quivering and wondered what was wrong with the woman.
The young man was amazingly attentive and Jaelen had to wonder about their relationship. The boy helped the young woman to her feet. She was dressed in a light nightgown of an undetermined color due to the red hue of the room. And she looked under thirty, but that was as much as he could discern unless he opened his eyes up all the way. Her nape length dark hair was combed back and loose. She seemed very tired and weak.
"I-I need your help, Lee," she said gripping his arm for support. "M-My shoulder is out of place. Remember that time when we were young and I fell out the tree and you had to put my shoulder in."
He nodded. "But I will hurt you, Kimmie," he worried.
She wanted to cry at his tenderness. "I-if you don’t, Lee it will hurt even more. Please, honey. I need this. Can you help me?"
Lee listened carefully to her instructions and her orders to ignore her whimpers of pain. Instantly, he put the bone in place. There was a loud popping noise once he did it and she almost collapsed from the searing agony pulsing through her shoulder, which shot through her whole right side of her body. Yet, instantly she could maneuver her right arm and heaved a sigh in relief.
Thanking her brother, she hugged him. "Is he upstairs?"
Leroy shook his head. "He’s gone. Sadie and Willis are in the kitchen. He said I could bring your dinner if I was good and didn’t do nothing, but stayed in my room." She knew Leroy hated staying in his room, but she was glad he loved her so much he would do this for her.
"You can’t stay long or they’ll get suspicious. Have you found a key yet?"
Disappointedly, he shook his head. "I’m sorry, Kimmie. I did mean to find it, but they always around and watching me."
She caressed his cheek trying to comfort him. "It’s okay, Lee. We’ll get out of this. Did you bring something for me to change into?"
He excitedly went out the room to return two seconds later with a bundle of towels and another gown.
"No clothes?" she asked.
"Sadie gave me this only. She wouldn’t let me bring anything and I’m to take your other stuff when I pick up dinner."
"What about him?"
"I’m suppose to help you with him."
"Good, because I don’t think I can handle him alone."
Jaelen knew they were discussing him even if he wasn’t looking at them.
Searching between the clothes, she saw there were no underwear and no feminine napkins, but douches and even some baby powder and lotion, which meant Sadie knew her flow had stopped. For a day she had gotten away with not doing what Charlie wanted done, but now…
Disgusted, she looked over at the bed, and then turned away from it before her nerves crumpled and she became a crying mass. She noted the chili on the tray by the mattress and an idea formed quickly. "Leroy, remember the medicine I told you never to go in my room and touch because it will make you sleepy and it might make you die?"
Leroy nodded.
"I need you to get that and put it in the chili. Just half a bottle should do, but don’t you dare eat a bowl."
"But I’m hungry," he whined.
"Leroy, don’t you dare! Promise?"
He nodded yet again.
The door opened suddenly and Sadie stepped in. "That’s enough visiting Leroy, Kimmie’s got work to do and we wouldn’t want to distract her, right girl? You got so much work to do."
Kimberly said nothing to Sadie, but turned back to Leroy. He could read her eyes and nodded once more before leaving. Being this close to her brother had its advantages.
When Leroy and Sadie were gone, she held the clothes tight to her chest and went to the makeshift bathroom pulling the curtains shut for some privacy.
By this time, Jaelen was incensed. Didn’t anyone find it strange to see a naked man lying on a bad chained like a runaway slave?
Just as the young woman finished behind the curtains the door opened again and the fat lady stepped in the room again.
"What do you want?" the young woman asked angrily, almost crying. Jaelen could hear a lot of frustration in the young woman’s voice.
Sadie could see Kimmie had been seriously crying and was glad Leroy had left the room when Sadie told him too, because the girl was on borderline hysterics. "I don’t know why you’re getting so hostile with me. It ain’t my fault you go on and let y’er husband die."
"I didn’t! He was ill way before he met me Sadie. I’m being hostile because you are apart of the horrible plot to take an innocent man, use him then kill him. Do you expect him to just perform as if everything is all right?"
Sadie narrowed her eyes to slits and bawled her fist. "You better make him perform, Ms High and Mighty or Charlie won’t be the only one smacking you around. Do whatever you have to get him. The quicker you get the job done the faster you’ll get out of this." Sadie moved over to the mattresses and looked down at the man who lay with his eyes closed. "Maybe after you’re done with him I can take him for a little ride before Charlie wastes him. He’s got potential."
The idea disgusted Jaelen and he couldn’t help, but allow his eyes to flash open to show his repugnance. Sadie cackled.
"Seems y'er new boyfriend’s been listening. This ain’t no dumb man."
Jaelen wasn’t sure if the first comment about "taking a ride" was said to really irk him or just test to see if he was listening.
"Get out!" Kimberly snapped. "Just get out." Her tone was indignant and definitely stressed.
Sadie just cackled some more as she left, but Jaelen felt the woman was eyeing him like a piece of juicy meat, she wanted to eat up. A vile chill went down his spine at the thought of that obese filthy looking woman trying to touch him.
Speaking of touching him, his piercing, marble-brown eyes shot over to the young woman at the end of the bed looking at him accusingly. She had the nerve to accuse him of spying! Wasn’t she a trip?!
"That wasn’t nice!" she exclaimed, dramatically folding her arms protectively over her chest.
His eyes slanted cruelly and instantly Kimberly was aware why Charlie choose the man. His eyes alone could sear her with heat. He had that callous look about him just as West’s old pictures had been.
She couldn’t do this! Not with his eyes pinning her.
Giving him her back, she looked desperately around for something. She had to do this. For Leroy’s sake she had to do this. There was no choice in the matter. Charlie would hurt her and send Leroy away. Picking up the nearest towel she turned back to him holding the towel behind her and slowly walking around the bed. Her heart pounded faster as she moved close to him as if he could get up and attack her.
Without that meanness about him, he would actually be quite handsome. Matter of fact, he looked devastating, even with the frown.
He strained at his bondage, but she only shook her head and put her free hand on his chest. "Stop," she pleaded. "You’re going to hurt yourself."
He ignored her pleas and continued until he tired.
She stepped back and watched mesmerized at the power and strength he utilized to free himself. All the fighting in the world wouldn’t free him, but even when blood began to run down his arms, he still didn’t stop until he was purely exhausted. A sheen of sweat had started all over his body.
"Are you done?" she asked simply.
He only glared at her angrily, blaming all the tiredness and damage on her, she figured because he had no one else to blame.
This she could understand, yet she still didn’t like the ruthless look of him. It made her nervous and she couldn’t do anything when her nerves were too highly involved.
‘Get this over with Kimberly,’ she told herself.
"All right mister, I don’t know how to explain this, but since you were eaves dropping you probably have some idea what I have to do."
He looked even more angrily confused. His brow frowned even harder and the cool room suddenly seemed much warmer to her.
She couldn’t take it anymore and threw the extra large towel over his face in a hurry and watched as he again strained to throw it off. The black linen was much too thick and large to remove by just shaking his head, but she figured again he was only doing this to show his resistance to the entire ordeal. She had a lot of resistance to this situation as well, but she had no choice. Yet, neither did he. She almost admired his fight and wished she could take some of it and put it inside of herself.
He fatigued again and she watched amazed at the sweat, which now covered his entire body. Her hand again went to his chest and he stilled becoming taunt.
"You must understand," she barely whispered. "I must do this. They will hurt me if I don’t." Kimberly gave into the temptation of letting her hands run down to the rippled belly and was amazed at how the muscles tightened under her contact. "You are beautiful," she said breathlessly. She blushed to herself not believing she had said this truth out loud, but then feeling a little bit braver once she had confessed this. She liked how he made her feel; the strength and courage he seemed to radiate and how she could absorb his power.
Slowly, her hands moved over the perfect pectorals and Kimberly smiled as the muscles pumped and twitched under her fingers. Her exploration moved on to the broad shoulders.
"Eliah never looked like this." She flushed again even though her words would never be revealed to anyone since Charles would take care of him afterwards. "What a waste."
To compare him to her ex-love had been cruel to Eliah. This man couldn’t help that he was a black Adonis from head to foot and could put almost any other man to shame.
As long as she was taking advantage of this situation, she decided to familiarize herself with the rest of his gorgeous body. The more she studied it, the more she found herself needing the touch of his skin against her palms.
His body recoiled from her touch and she was glad his eyes were covered because she didn’t know if she could take those hard, piercing browns glaring and hurting her filled with disgust.
Kimberly had a man – A beautiful man – there to control and take some pleasure (even if it was only visually because she didn’t think the physical act of sex was too enjoy).
She remembered Eliah’s kisses had been pleasant and his touching her chest had also been stimulating, but the actual act of "lovemaking" – if one wanted to deem it as such – had much to be desired.
Initially, she thought it was because it was her first time. In Kimberly’s mind, she thought a woman is supposed to have a horrible feeling for her first time.
She remembered every second.
Eliah had begun by kissing her. Nice pleasant kissing, which was deeply satisfying, then his hands fondled her breast and she sighed relaxing and allowing him to move in between her legs feeling his hardness pressed against her.
"Oh Kim, I just can’t wait!" he said suddenly and then he pushed her legs open wider and the most jolting pain shot through her groin. The pain subsided, but in all her life Kimberly had never felt so detached with something concerning her body. Just watching him panting and feeling as though heaven had come to earth made her a bit frustrated because she though she was supposed to feel like that too.
Kimberly figured a woman couldn’t possibly enjoy her first time because there was so much going on at one time – physically and emotionally – yet when the second time she allowed Eliah to "do it," he did the exact same thing. It was as if it was the first time all over again and she was further disappointed when she looked at the clock afterwards to note the dissatisfying routine had lasted no more than fifteen minutes.
Of course, he was allowed to do this over and over again because she began to feel maybe she wasn’t suppose to enjoy it. Maybe women really did fake it to the partners they loved and this was the sacrifice they had to make to be with a man.
Yet, she had to wonder why afterwards she felt a need…a strong need – as if something was unfinished.
In any case, they must have been doing something right because the desired effect was achieved. By the sixteenth time – yes she actually counted – she was positive that between the eighth and eleventh time she had conceived somewhere between there.
Actually, in all, Eliah had "done it" twenty-nine times before he left her.
Jaelen could feel her hesitancy and he prayed this meant she would stop. The damn towel covered his eyes well and he was furious at her for making him endure the tortuous fear of "what-is-going-to-happen-next?"
Kimberly wondered a moment how was she suppose to accomplish her feat, but once she had spied on Willis and Charles watching an adult movie and thought it was hilarious to see the woman straddling the man like riding a horse.
She pushed the thought of remembering how the woman looked as if she enjoyed it, because of course anyone would when they were being paid to do it.
Moving on the other side of the bed, she saw a thick leather strap with a buckle on the floor, attached under the bottom of the bed. Her quick thinking skills immediately kicked in and she realized why Charles had this. It looked as if he’d intertwined several leather belts together to accomplish spanning the length he needed. She placed the metal end buckle on the bed beside his stomach and he jumped from the coldness.
He was doing his best not to be afraid, but she could understand his wariness. Quickly, moving back to the original side where she was facing the door, she grabbed the leather with the appropriate holes and kneeled on the bed. He scooted away as best he could and Kimberly felt a little offended.
Abhorrence of her touching him had not occurred to her, but he did. Hastily, she yanked the buckle over his waist and looped the leather through almost too tightly, receiving a little pleasure from hearing him moan from the squeeze. He then realized exactly what she had done.
The fight in him kicked back in fast and he bucked around so hard she was knocked from the bed on her bottom. It was her turn to wince.
"It won’t do you any good," she told him, rubbing her bottom as she stood. He tried even harder to get released. "I like this no better than you."
His head turned sharply to her voice and she could just imagine those cold brown eyes glaring daggers at her. Yes, covering his face had been a very good idea.
Shuddering nervously at the thought of seeing his face, she forced her mind to other things – like the task at hand.
Slowly, she leaned over his body with her back facing away from his head. She knew that if she sat on his legs he would easily be able to dislodge her again and throw her to the floor. Yet, since the buckle was around his waist, it was made difficult to knock her off when she turned this way.
Jaelen could feel her heat on his stomach. She felt about one hundred sixty to seventy pounds, yet her thighs were very strong and gripped him as he struggled to fight. Suddenly, he went deathly still. Warm long soft fingers grasped his manhood and held him. He could sense a nativity in her touch. No, she couldn’t be that innocent to what she was doing. The woman looked about twenty-five. Not particularly ugly, but nothing to say she was a beauty queen. On the heavy side if one asked him. Yet, Jaelen had been so picky about women lately he couldn’t really count on his eyes to discern if she was just really ugly or not.
Kimberly heard him grunt and almost apologized for squeezing too hard or maybe it was when her nail had flicked around the tip. Gripping the soft member firmly, she was a bit fascinated by its velvety smoothness. With her other hand she rubbed the thick muscular thigh to see if he felt like this all over, but he didn’t. There was brown hair covering his smooth chocolate skin and she was also amazed to note he took excellent care of his feet and nails.
Usually when she saw men’s feet they were horrendous, but this man had excellent grooming habits. Her eyes moved back to the member and her curiosity peeked to the large orbs underneath, nestled between his legs. Rubbing the tip of her fingers over the skin of them, she was amazed to see they were cool to the touch and thought it was absolutely astounding how hot his body felt, yet this small spheres were not affected. She had studied the human body in school and until now, never believed a word the teacher said.
Her eyes shifted back to the silky shaft, which had grown in her hands and she smiled knowing he was only becoming like this from her touch. There was power behind this knowledge that was close to feeling as if she had conquered the world. The shaft was a beautifully sculptured piece of dark flesh coming alive under her contact and she had to wonder how was she to accomplish her task.
She didn’t remember Eliah being like this. Although she never had a chance to touch him like she was touching this stranger.
When would she know when he was ready? He didn’t feel that he had come to his full potential, but even at this stage he seemed rather large.
Gasping, she chuckled because she could feel his heartbeat surging and then actually see the veins appearing on the side of the now semi-hard member. The growth startled her into dropping it and her chocolate eyes were amazed at how the flesh didn’t lay right back down, but pointed straight at her groin as if it knew where it was suppose to be. Kimberly figured that was the signal to let her know it was time.
Picking it up by the bibulous tip, she could see the blood pulsing under the velvety skin.
Becoming even more comfortable with the now fully hardened member, by using both her hands, she gently scooped up the inflexible shaft, which pulsed even harder in her fingers. Kimberly felt a surge of exhilaration flowing through her, loving how it seemed to not care he didn’t want her, but defied his control and answered to her contact.
The man groaned in defeat as she praised the flesh for doing what she wanted it to by caressing her fingers across the pinnacle and delightedly chuckled as it swelled even more. Amazing! Had Eliah been this long and thick?
She could grasp this stranger with both her fist and still have room at the bottom for almost another hand and his circumference was substantial whereas her fingers could barely tighten around him.
Releasing him suddenly, she pulled up her gown and positioned herself over him. She squeezed her eyes tight as she guided the swollen head at her dry opening and moaned painfully as she allowed her weight to lower herself on to him.
Tears swelled in her eyes, but she refused to let him hear her cry. She allowed several tears to fall from her chin to his thighs before she used her arms to wipe her face. The pain was so bad and her soft innards molded against his appendage like a tight fitting glove. She didn’t stop until she was almost fully impaled on him and she couldn’t take any more.
Jaelen felt the wetness on this thigh. His body was so alert right now; he could feel her own heartbeat racing inside of her through his contact with her. He wanted to know what the hell she was crying for, but that was neither here nor there. He cursed his traitorous flesh for responding so eagerly to her menstruation. Being celibate for so long had made him highly sexually sensitive and his control weaken.
Kimberly wiped more tears away, which blocked her vision, gripped her thighs securely against his and began to move up and down. She could feel more and more moisture enveloping around his firmness inside of her and the aching subsided as she slowly moved upon his body. Closing her eyes again, she pushed away all thoughts out her head and concentrated on what she was doing, focusing on the "pleasant sensations" now building within of her stomach, then she felt a throbbing reverberating from him and knew this to be him releasing.
Disappointedly she stopped her motions and moved away when she was sure he was done. His body was still stiff and she smiled to herself seeing the sheen of sweat covering his chest when she looked back at it and heaving as if he’d done a lot of work. ‘How could he be tired when she had really done all the work?’ she wondered in amusement. ‘Too bad, when he is going to die.’ She would have like to known more about him and if he knew what was suppose to happen after those "pleasant sensations."
Going to the sink she soaped the washcloth in the warm water and returned to the bed with a bowl left under the sink. Unbuckling the strap first, she let the belt fall to the floor. He was still rather tense, but she had done this many times to restrained patients and cleaning them came natural to her. This also gave her a chance to examine how the flesh began to soften and almost go to sleep.
He heard her chuckle again and he allowed himself to relax even though he was spitting mad. He couldn’t believe what had happened. Nor could he believe it was happening to him. They intended to steal a child literally from him to claim his fortune, then kill him and no one would be the wiser.
Would they take his body to this villa in Canada and leave him there? Was he in Canada?
Damn! Not knowing his fate was making him even angrier and he prayed with every bit of his heart somehow, some way he would get out of there.
Once she was done cleaning him, she helped him relieve his bladder after she emptied out the bowl. She could tell he was embarrassed, but she remained distance from his feeling. Just as she was done with him and was about to begin on herself, Uncle Charlie came in carrying a sleeping bag under one arm. Sadie was standing at the door.
Charles looked pleased with her and she had no doubt he had been watching. He laid the sleeping bag on the hard cold cement floor.
"Lay down. We wouldn’t want too much spilling out," he said, as he laid out the sleeping bag beside the mattress.
She obeyed laying and keeping her eyes from meeting Charles. She was upset and mad. This was crazy and she wanted to say so, but knew being by Charles feet would be murderous to speak. Sadie picked up her old clothes and Kimberly saw her go in the garbage and remove the box where she had put the douche in.
"Should I take the towel?" Sadie asked.
Jaelen recognized that female’s voice and shuddered remembering what she had said earlier. The male voice must be of "Charlie," who they were speaking of earlier, he concluded.
He tried to remember anyone named Charles, but nothing came to mind. No one Jaelen, who was close to him and be privy to his whereabouts, would do something so deceitful. He wished he could see something…anything! Where was the young lady? Why wasn’t she speaking?
"No," Charles said. "Leave it." He looked down at Kimberly, who avoided looking at him. "Don’t move! You ain’t through with him. I’ll be back in the morning and you can do it a couple of more times before I go burn the old boy up like I did his car." He walked out the room.
Sadie followed and Kimberly listened for the door to lock, then she heard both go up the stairs and into the kitchen which had a squeaky plank next to the clock, which was located near the entrance of kitchen leading to the living room. The lights were still on and she knew what she had to do.
Getting up, she took the towel off his face and went to the bathroom. Jaelen’s eyes readjusted to the room’s red lighting to find her, digging though a small plastic trashcan in the bathroom area.
Kimberly triumphantly pulled out the other douche bottle. Sadie had not realized her mistake by giving Kimberly a twin pack. Looking over at the stranger who saw her holding the bottle, she nodded her triumph at him, and then closed the curtains, to hurry up and clean up.
Jaelen knew what the bottle was and wondered if after all of this, her trying not to get pregnant really set well with him. Any other woman would have gone with this plan, yet this young woman wanted no part of him. He almost didn’t like that feeling inside of him.
After using the bottle she wrapped it in tissue to hide it well. Coming from behind the curtains, she settled in the sleeping bag and laid down. She’d been listening intently to the upstairs footsteps and none of them sounded like Leroy’s.
Pretending sleep, she heard some footsteps heading over toward the squeaky plank, and then coming down the steps. There was silence, then the lights overhead went off and the footsteps started back up the steps again, and over the squeaky plank.
Jumping up when she heard nothing, she felt her way over in the darkness to the bed.
Jaelen recoiled from her touch. She hushed him sharply. He cringed as her fingers felt up his arm.
Snarling upset, she said, "I have to find a way to get you released. I am not going through that again and I have no doubt after they drink and smoke till daybreak they’ll be down here to watch again. So you will have to put up with me touching you, sir."
He was almost insulted. Not only from her tone of voice, but the fact she had not enjoyed herself when he should be the one suffering. Had the wetness on his thighs been tears? Yes! She had been wiping her face when she’d gotten up, he remembered.
Had he hurt her? Why would she be so against doing "that again?" He really wanted to ask her so many questions. What had they called her? Kimmie? Was that her name? Or was it Kimberly?
"You have to groan or moan if I’m hurting you. I have no intentions of taking off your gag and listen to your mouth. It’s probably as cruel as your eyes." The last sentence she had muttered more to herself, but he had heard it from her being so close. She tugged on his arm, but gave up when it felt as if he wasn’t even trying to help her in the least bit.
"Where are you Leroy?" she asked herself out loud in frustration.
Stumbling to the sleeping bag, she prayed Leroy would come through before they came back. She hated being here and she hated this man’s presence. He was awful to be around. Even in the dark, where she couldn’t see those knife-like, brown eyes glaring at her. Yet, she could still feel the coldness about him.
Jaelen strained to hear in the darkness and he was positive he heard crying. What the hell did she have to cry about now? He was the one strapped to a dirty old mattress and forced to have sex, which he still couldn’t believe had happened to him. He was starving because he hadn’t eaten when he was at the restaurant. He was also the one who was going to get burned up in the morning like his car. Damn, he loved that car.
Still she cried – a horrible sobbing he was sure had her shaking. This went on for a while until he fell asleep, hoping they would wake him before they set the bed on fire.
Someone nudged her and she opened her eyes slowly dreading to see Uncle Charlie, but it wasn’t. The person standing above her was a site she praised the Lord for.
Hugging her brother, she pushed her tears out her eyes so she could see his wonderful face. His hands were filled with so much stuff.
"Where’s everyone?" she asked Leroy.
"Charlie and Sadie had a fight before he ate and he hasn’t come back, but you know he never misses Matlock early in the morning.
"What time is it?" Kimberly asked worriedly. Charles was known to leave, stay out all night, but he always came home by the time Matlock ran on his favorite cable channel at five in the morning.
Leroy showed her his watch, which read twenty minutes after four.
She sighed and took the clothes he handed her. "Did you get a key?" she questioned.
"Only Willis’ car keys. I couldn’t find any keys to these handcuffs, Kim."
"Go upstairs and get the clock off the wall in the kitchen. I have an idea on something else, while I look around for something to get these cuffs off," she ordered, as she began throwing off her gown and putting on the pants and T-shirt Leroy had brought her. After putting on some sandals, she looked at the bed, which she had her back to while she dressed. He was awakened and looking very curious. She wondered how long he had been awake, but didn’t bother to question him. Instead, she went out the room and looked around the basement for tools, which could assist them in getting the man free.
Leroy had come back with the clock and at that same moment, Kimberly found a sledgehammer. They exchanged items.
"Start at his feet and see if you can knock the pole free." While he started, she went to the head of the bed and took his hand. The back of the analog clock, which had the date flip to today’s date, had a smooth surfaced. The clock was stopped because Leroy had unplugged it in order to get it off the wall.
She pressed his hand on the back of the smooth surface then quickly took it back up to the kitchen and replaced it on the wall, but didn’t plug it back in knowing Charles wouldn’t notice it because he’d be too intent on getting the basement cleaned up. When she returned, Leroy had freed one leg and was working on the next leg. Her brother’s powerful body went into each hit.
"Get on the bed and hold his other leg, Kim. Pull it taunt to hold the pole steady. This might help in breaking the second one sooner," Leroy suggested.
When she crawled on the bed this time, the stranger didn’t cringed she noticed. He must be realizing they were trying to help him.
With her back to him, Jaelen found the position familiar and cursed his manhood for also remembering the moment. Just as Leroy hit the steel pole with the sledgehammer, she gasped feeling the slight hardness under her buttock. She looked back at him accusingly and he tried desperately to look innocent.
She turned away hiding her blush and encouraging her brother to hurry up.
Leroy broke the second pole in ten hits. She crawled off the bed hurriedly and leaned over to hold his arm doing everything possible not to make eye contact with the stranger. She had a feeling he wanted her to look at him, but she refused to do so. Not after that embarrassing moment. The sledgehammer needed almost twenty strokes to break the pole and its handle also broke at the same time.
Leroy took the head of the hammer and tried to pound at the last cuff, but the metal didn’t dent a little. "We aren’t going to make it," Leroy said hopelessly, seeing it was a quarter to five.
"Yes we are!" she said determinedly.
"This poles really cemented in, Kimmie," her brother disputed.
"We have to try. They will kill him, Leroy."
"But at least we won’t be here."
This was true, but she wasn’t going to have the death of this stranger on her conscious. "It’s the right thing to do, Leroy."
Leroy gave the metal his best hits, but nothing happened.
She whined angrily and huffed. Holding his arm tightly, she looked at Leroy intently. "Do something, Leroy. We don’t have much time."
Leroy looked at the man who didn’t look scared, but worried and they both looked at Kim who looked only at Leroy. Because she was close to him and what her eyes were suggesting, Leroy knew he couldn’t protect her if she was in that position, but he needed her to distract the stranger, which she seemed to be doing by leaning over him.
Before Jaelen realized their intentions severe pain shot through his hand, then his arm and he wished he could die. Without thought, he swung his free hand in the direction of the pain striking the first object his fist came into contact with.
Kimberly didn’t see his other hand coming, but her nose felt the pain as she was hurled off the bed by the force of his punch.
Leroy pulled his hand free of the cuff then went over to his sister who had blood all over her face and chest by now. He grabbed the gown and handed it to her.
Kimberly was crying, but calmed herself down and felt for any breakage. There was none and then she calmed her brother. "I’m fine," she said, with a plugged nose pulling the gown over to catch the blood still coming out. It sounded as if she had a cold.
"You’re bleeding!" he exclaimed, then turned to the bed ready to do more damage to the stranger.
Kimberly jumped up in her brother’s way, knowing Leroy was about to attack the man. "He didn’t mean to Lee," she insisted, holding her brother back barely.
"Apologize!" Leroy demanded.
The stranger was clutching his broken thumb to his chest. He’d ripped the duck tape off his mouth already and was sitting up. "Hell no!" he snarled.
"He’s just upset, Leroy. Please!" she beseeched her brother. "We don’t have time."
Leroy stopped, feeling the insistence in Kimberly’s voice. He went over to the pile of clothes he had brought in and tossed the shirt and pants at the man’s lap. "I never forget," Leroy growled.
"Neither do I," the man sneered back, still holding his broken thumb.
"Come on, Lee," she ordered pulling on her brother’s thick arm until they were out the door and Leroy started up the stairs.
"Where the hell do you think you’re going?" The man asked, after putting on his pants and coming out the room grabbing a hold of her arm.
"Away from here and if you’re a smart man you’d do the same." She tried to wrench her arm away. "Let me go!"
"I won’t. Not till the police get here."
"You stupid man! He’ll be back any minute. By the time the police get here there won’t be a trace of you around. Now let me go. I won’t be here when he gets here."
"No!"
"Let me go, before Leroy hurts you!" she said.
"He won’t."
She stopped her struggling. This stranger didn’t know how crazy Leroy could get when he knew his sister was being hurt, but obviously she needed to make him see. Smiling wickedly, she said, "Just remember pay backs a bitch, mister." She looked up at Leroy who didn’t even need to be told and hauled off, punching the stranger in his nose.
He jerked her arm back, from the force of the punch and Kimberly heard the bone pop out of place again. Leroy caught her before she lost her balance and fell.
Blood shot out the man’s nose. "What the hell was that for?!" he yelled, now sounding like Kimberly with a cold.
"Get out of here, before he gets here," Kimberly warned again, as Leroy gently helped her up the stairs.
Jaelen didn’t want her to leave and it wasn’t just leaving here, but leaving his presence. He had a feeling if she did, he’d never see her again. His whole body ached and how he stood and moved around was sheer will. "You can’t leave!" His voice sounded so desperate and the tone peaked Kimberly’s attention.
Kimberly stopped almost at the top of the stairs. Looking back at the stranger she saw the intense look in his eyes. This had nothing to do with the police. This had something to do with what had happened between them. Keeping her wits about her, Kimberly met his eyes with a strength she had found within herself somehow. The cruelty was almost gone about him, yet there was something there that seemed…wanting. She didn’t know what he could want from her. "Our lives are in danger," she said slowly, hoping he understood. "He will do anything to make sure we are here to stay when he gets back. If I don’t leave now, I will never have this opportunity again in my life. Do I make myself clear?"
Jaelen understood, but he needed her for some strange reason. "Then come with me."
She shook her head. "He’ll find me and bring me back. I can’t involve anyone. It has to be just Leroy and me."
"What if there is a baby?"
His tone of disgust was evident and Kimberly remembered how her touch had sickened him. "Don’t worry," she said drawing on his cruelty. "I will make sure you won’t be the father of my first child. I want nothing from you and I certainly don’t want to deal with you any more by having your child."
Jaelen’s chest felt strange. He’d never taken harsh words like this before. Usually they went in one ear and out the other, but he didn’t like her speaking cruel. It…hurt him. "You don’t mean that."
"I do!" she sneered. "Leave me alone."
His callousness returned like a drawn weapon. "I’ll find you and make you pay."
"You finding me is the least of my worries, I fear Charles more than you."
Leroy helped her up the stairs quickly. She looked back at the stranger one last time. The harshness was there, yet with him standing there topless and the pants unbuttoned at the rim revealing the V of hair coming from his groin, she couldn’t help, but be affected by the sensuality he exuded, even with a broken nose.
"Leave, before he gets back," she warned, before stepping into the kitchen.
Willis was passed out in front of the television with the bowl of chili in his lap.
Leroy grabbed some bags he’d left at the door, before heading in the basement, and then helped her out the door to Willis’ white rusted Sundance. Leroy knew how to drive and he knew she was helpless with her shoulder out of joint.
He started up the car after helping her get situated and drove off. "Will he be all right, Kimmie?" he asked, a little worriedly.
"He’s a smart man. He’ll leave." Kimberly pushed the stranger out her mind and prayed they would never be in Charlie’s clutches ever again. She really didn’t care about the money, but knew they needed it in order to survive. "Did you pack my purse?" she asked.
Her brother nodded.
She would give the woman at the center a ring when they rested and see if she could assist in the process of finding her husband’s donation.
****
Jaelen grabbed the shirt and the pair of shoes left by the large boy and ran up the stairs, just as he heard the car pull away. Cursing, he put the shoes and shirt on. He was going to heed her words and leave. There was a man on the couch and he went over to him and searched his person until he found a wallet in the jacket pocket. The man didn’t awake and he remembered her telling her brother to do something to the chili earlier. Whatever the young man had used had certainly worked.
A car pulled up in the driveway just as Jaelen stuck the wallet his back pocket. His heart raced and he looked for an escape other than the front door. He found the back door and quietly opened it just as he heard the front door open.
Once he was outside, he ran around in the darkness staying close to the house until he was in the front of the house. He had to use the car to lean on to quiet his step, since it was parked real close to the house.
His legs were wobbly, but fear and determination to live made him run down the street. The handcuffs around his ankles were tucked in the side of the shoes to prevent them from rattling.
Jaelen didn’t stop until he was sure he’d run about ten miles from the house. He found a pay phone, positive he was in Detroit – somewhere because the area code on the phone read: 313. It felt like the Eastside, but it was so dark he wasn’t sure.
A tired voice answered the line and the computer operator asked, "Will you accept a collect call from Jaelen Gates?"
"Yes," Onyx said, coming awake filled with curiosity.
Before the operator left the line, he was screaming, "Help me, Onyx. Come get me now!"
SIX YEARS LATER
Onyx opened the doors to the federal courtroom. A lot had changed about her, but much of the same things she continued. The business she and her brother had started was fully loaded with cases. The security division was becoming a household name and the school for martial arts had a two-year waiting list. The siblings had involved themselves in help setting up the Detroit Public Schools with its first boot camp type charter school. They also provided self defense classes for free for young women when the rash of rapes had terrified many females and parents on their way to school in Detroit a couple of years ago.
She still continued to wear black representing her name well, but there was maturity about her. Being thirty years old, she hadn’t aged a day and continued to keep herself in excellent shape.
Her relationship with Jaelen had taken on a twist. After his "kidnapping" he changed becoming more distant and cold. He ran his father’s business with an iron hand and had begun small takeovers of beauty supply and shops around the city. He was preparing to open his own shop and supply store, which would feature on the first front level a full line of the Gates hair and body care line. In the back of the first level and the entire second level, he would have a beauty salon and body-care facility complete with massages, pedicures, mud bath treatments and more. He was still planning the third and basement levels, but he had ideas in mind.
Jaelen was on his way up in Detroit’s society. He was a bachelor and had firmly committed to being a scoundrel of the heart. He seemed unable to be caught. No woman seemed to catch his fancy and his affairs were merely for his pleasure alone, nothing else. Onyx had heard on many occasions of Jaelen finding pleasure in a woman’s arms, getting them all excited and ready for him, then leaving them wanting. It was as if he found some kind of sick pleasure hearing them beg for it and he would offer no release.
Onyx worried about his emotional state. He’d gone to a psychiatrist after the kidnapping for about two years. Sometimes, she would catch him pondering when he was alone and she had to wonder what he was thinking about. She wasn’t the only one who worried about Jaelen. His father, though greatly pleased by his son’s business-life, was highly irate with Jaelen’s personal life. Maxwell and Jaelen often argued consistently about Jaelen’s behavior toward women and his one-night affairs.
Maxwell was ready for grandchildren and ready for his son to find some type of happiness outside the office. He didn’t want Jaelen to be miserable like he had become in his old age.
Onyx eyes searched around the filled courtroom and found Maxwell sitting behind Jaelen, who sat behind the federal prosecutor’s desk. They were conversing privately, but broke it up when Onyx seated herself beside Maxwell.
Jaelen frowned at her curiously. She had been out of town for the past week and a half offering no support to his situation and now that she was back had chosen to sit beside his father instead of him. Onyx thought he had perfected the art of looking disgruntled all the time, but he always found new methods to frown in different ways . ‘Amazing,’ she thought, wondering were there any categories in the record books for the longest frown. Jaelen would hold it for six years. The man had yet to crack a smile in her presence, no matter how ridiculous she had gotten.
Maxwell leaned over to her to whisper, "You did it?"
She nodded; knowing Jaelen was straining to hear what they had to say to each other. Maxwell only spoke with Onyx when he wanted something. Onyx knew this, but didn’t care. Maxwell paid very well for her services.
She handed him an envelope and he hurriedly opened it to read.
"Does anyone else know what you’ve done?" he asked excitedly.
She shook her head and smiled. If Jaelen leaned back anymore the entire bench would fall back. "I only said I would do my best. No one knows it’s done. Everyone’s safe."
"How will you make them believe everyone’s safe?" Maxwell insisted.
Onyx patted her chest safely. "I have something to let them know." Don’t worry, Max. Are you going to take the letter to him?"
Maxwell was purely frustrated and excited. A state Jaelen had never seen his father in before.
Maxwell went to the prosecution table before the judge came in. Jaelen was dying to know what exactly this was all about, so he turned to Onyx who looked innocent and tight lipped.
"Don’t you even think about keeping something from me," he sneered.
She pursed her thin lips together stubbornly. "This is a need to know matter, Jaelen and personally you don’t need to know."
"I am the victim here. I deserve to know."
He’d been crying that for the past six years as if immediately she was suppose to be sympathetic to his situation, but she had heard it so much, it sounded like a broken record.
Smiling wickedly, she said, ‘We’re all victims, Jaelen, but at some point in our lives we must tell ourselves to get over it and go on with life."
"So bringing that son of a bitch to justice is wrong of me? I should have just let it all go?"
"Oh, no. Bringing him to trial was justice. Sending him to prison will be even better especially for your state of mind. You won’t be satisfied until this is over."
"It won’t be over until they are all behind bars."
"The other two are serving ten years for just helping."
Jaelen smirked proudly. Willis Johnson and Sadie Hutchinson were locked up for their participation in the kidnapping and raping of Jaelen Gates. The judge would have slapped five more years for the conspiracy to commit murder charge, but Sadie and Willis testified against Charles on his case.
"I’m not just talking about them," Jaelen said.
When Maxwell sat down, he looked at Jaelen with a "don’t-get-upset-look."
"What?!" Jaelen demanded to know.
"This morning the defense entered their list of witnesses for the bastard. She’s on this list."
"What?!" he screeched.
Onyx leaned forward to calm him. "Jaelen, this isn’t the time to lose your famous temper," she warned. "The prosecution couldn’t get her to say a word all week long, since she’s turned herself in." Charles was pleading not guilty and the defense would try to prove Charles had no idea what Sadie and Willis had done in his home.
"I’m not going to sit here and let her lie on the stand."
Maxwell huffed. "We all know her testimony, or whatever she says is key to his case. She could take the fall for him."
Onyx agreed. "He’d get off scott free and she’d serve the time. Her brother won’t be prosecuted because they said he was not competent to stand trial. He would go with Charles though.
Jaelen remembered her words. If she didn’t get away, she would never get away from him for the rest of her life. Charles had her and he was going to use her to his advantage and she would let him. Damn!
The judge entered the courtroom and the bailiff called the courtroom to order as everyone stood.
Onyx looked over at Charles, who was smirking triumphantly. She knew exactly what he was planning, but she had a few plans of her own. Sitting behind Jaelen was on purpose. His large frame gave her enough cover until she was ready to show herself.
This would be interesting. Onyx couldn’t wait to see the expression on everyone’s face when the trial started to go, as she knew it would. Just as the defense began its opening statement, Lethal sat beside her. She smiled up at her brother and he nodded back.
"I did it," Lethal said to her. She hadn’t told anyone what she had done, except Lethal. She could never keep a secret from him.
"What took so long?" she asked annoyed.
"I had to get the popcorn. This is going to be better than a movie."
Onyx almost chuckled as she looked to Maxwell and nodded. Maxwell moved over to the prosecution again to whisper something in his ear. The man nodded and Maxwell put a thumbs up signal to Onyx.
Jaelen glanced back at her with a "what-the-hell-is-going" on expression on his face.
"At this time, the defense would like to present its first witness, your honor," the defense attorney said. "We call to the stand, Mrs. Kimberly Parker Hawthorne."
Jaelen’s full attention followed the bailiff as he opened a small door by the jury stand and a slim woman entered the courtroom. He hadn’t seen her since that night and he immediately noticed a change. He looked away quickly to compose himself, but then looked in her direction as she was being seated and sworn. Her eyes were lowered to the ground and he could tell she had lost a lot of weight. He remembered her as being heavy built. Her five foot eight height seemed not so awkward anymore and she had come down from her size sixteen to a nicely, muscular-toned build, size twelve. Her hips seemed a little under, but he figured it was maturity. If she’d had any children, he couldn’t tell, but he desperately wanted to know.
The prosecution had hired Lethal to find her, but she had led him on a merry goose chase around the country for the past two years, then just last week out of the blue she turned herself in at the first precinct downtown with her brother. Leroy was then deemed incompetent to stand trial and the prosecution dropped its charges against Jaelen’s wishes.
She was denied visitors in jail and waited for trial. Every day Jaelen had read her guards reports, which only noted the inmate cried at night when she thought she was alone.
He often thought of the night she cried until he had fallen asleep and wondered if she cried for her brother now like she had done before or did she cry for some lost love who was not at her side.
Yet, Jaelen had to wonder why Kimberly was being called as the defenses witnesses. He wanted to ask, but he had a feeling if he waited a few moments he would find out soon enough.
She kept her eyes lowered as she was sworn in and pushed her nervousness and dread away. Kimberly knew he was out there. She could feel his eyes on her. ‘Don’t think about it,’ she told herself. ‘You are here and he’s over there. He can’t hurt you like he said he would.’
The defense began to ask to tell the court her name, then began to ask her a little bit about herself.
She wished she could have seen Jaelen’s face when she confessed, she was a medical therapist in Davenport, Ohio and that she had twin sons born two years after leaving Detroit. She knew this was key that she said this, so he wouldn’t think her twin boys were his.
The defense began to get to the important questions. He questioned first did she live with Charles during that year before Leroy and she left. She confessed truthfully that she had.
"Were you in the home of eighteen-seventy-five Westwood on the night of August seventh?"
She hesitated a bit, but said clearly into the microphone, "Yes, I was. I took a shower around eleven, then fell asleep while watching Jay Leno in my room."
"Do you know a Mr. Jaelen Gates?"
"I know of the family, but I cannot confess to having a personal knowledge of Mr. Jaelen Gates."
Jaelen gripped the bench, because his temper was about to explode. Lethal took out his popcorn and Onyx wondered if she should move a little around Jaelen, so Kimberly could see her.
"Did you see Jaelen Gates on the night of August seventh, Mrs. Hawthorne?"
There was a pregnant silence around the courtroom as Kimberly took a deep breath and slowly lifted her eyes until they met those cold, marbled browns glaring at her. With his eyes alone, he could touch her with a feeling she hadn’t felt in a long time. Fear. Even Charlie’s lawyer couldn’t scare her anymore. This man wanted to kill her and she could feel his hatred like the knife was already in her chest. As much as she wanted to, she couldn’t break the eye contact with him, but she knew she had to answer the question. Again she was facing this man, forced to do something she didn’t want to do. He wouldn’t understand, just as he didn’t understand the first time. SHE HAS NO CHOICE, her mind screamed at him, but she knew her thoughts even if she had voiced them would fall on deaf ears. He had one agenda. To get her.
Swallowing her fear, yet feeling it sink into her belly and make her body shudder, she licked her lips. Her mind reeled at what to do. She didn’t want to say the words they wanted her to say, so what could she do? Her brain reeled with thoughts until she thought it was losing blood flow the room began to spin. Her mouth had suddenly gone dry and her head began to hurt under the strain, but she wouldn’t break eye contact with him, as she leaned forward to the microphone and spoke clearly, "No, I didn’t."
"YOU BITCH!" Jaelen bellowed, jumping over the banister that separated the lawyer table. Three bailiff’s rushed forward to stop him as Jaelen fought to get towards her. "I’ll kill you, you lying bitch!"
Kimberly jumped out her seat and pressed herself against the far wall terrified and praying the three bailiffs, could hold him.
The judged banged her gavel for silence and order. "Mr. Cross, if you can’t control your party, I will dismissed this entire courtroom."
Lethal jumped over the banister and grabbed Jaelen out the clutches of the three bailiff’s who barely held him. "Calm the fuck down," Lethal muttered in Jaelen’s ear.
Jaelen allowed himself to be dragged to the back of the courtroom.
Kimberly was asked if she was all right, but she didn’t answer right away. Not until she was positive the larger man who had grabbed Jaelen had a secure hold on him, then her eyes moved over to black familiar orbs. She didn’t know what to say or do right then.
The judge asked again if she was okay.
"I-I need to go to the bathroom, your Honor. I-I don’t feel very well."
"We can dismiss for the day, if it would make you feel better."
Kimberly knew that was a bad idea. To go another day without seeing her children or Leroy was treacherous. "N-No, your Honor. I just need a small break."
The judge conceded. "Thirty minutes recess," she announced and banged her gavel.
Kimberly looked over at the seats to where she saw the familiar face, but she didn’t see the person any more. Jaelen was still at the back of the courtroom, glaring at her hard. She followed the bailiff out the courtroom to a private bathroom. Even though the bailiff was a female, she opted to stand outside to give Kimberly some privacy.
Kimberly wondered how could she find a way to see the mysterious person if she was escorted from room to room. Suddenly, the doors to the bathroom stall opened and a woman stepped out.
Kimberly was almost not sure if this was the same woman who had pretended to be a guard three days ago at the prison, but looking at those familiar, cold, raven eyes, she was positive this had to be the woman.
"We meet again," Kimberly said. She had so many questions, but since the woman was here and not where she thought her to be, if she had done what she promised it meant there was really no hope.
"They’re safe," Onyx said, once she saw the disappointment began to show on Kimberly’s face.
Kimberly brightened, but it was too good to be true. Nervously, not wanting the woman to think she doubted her, she asked, "How do I know they are safe?"
Onyx reached into her inside jacket pocket and pulled out three-baby booty’s. Upon handing them to Kimberly, the young woman gasped, as if she were seeing a pot of gold. Onyx had never seen something so touching, as the woman caressed each booty as if it were a precious gem, then she hugged Onyx who just stood there, not use to being hugged. Occasionally, Lethal would give her a noogie, but not this.
Kimberly apologized, seeing how uncomfortable the woman seemed. "I lost myself in the moment, ma’am."
"Onyx," she introduced herself. "They are all safe and you won’t have to lie any more." The disgust was evident in her voice.
"But I never did," Kimberly said.
Onyx had been about to open the door so the girl could leave out, but stopped. "What do you mean you didn’t? Jae said you raped him."
"The lawyer is the one who messed up. Like I said on the stand, I was awake until a little after eleven-thirty. Uncle Charlie didn’t wake me up until about twelve-thirty."
Onyx almost protested with the girl, until she realized what that meant. The lawyer had made the mistake, which couldn’t discredit Kimberly at all and made her still a good witness – now for the prosecution. "Let me talk to the lawyer. I think if things go right, you can see your babies and brother by tonight."
Kimberly smiled and almost wanted to hug the woman again, but suppressed her emotions enough to just nod. "Thank you, Ms. Onyx."
"Just Onyx, Mrs. Hawthorne. Good luck on the stand." This time she did open the door and Kimberly walked past her, out the bathroom. She told the guard immediately she wanted to see the judge in her chambers. There was a turn of events and she didn’t want to be the defense witness anymore.
Jaelen sat at the back of the courtroom, because the judge ordered him. He couldn’t help but become upset. Kimberly’s testimony would bank on proving all Jaelen had told the police was the truth.
By the time the police finally believed what he had to say, it had given Charles enough time to clean up the basement, wipe down all prints and removed anything that had to do with Jaelen’s imprisonment. When the police were finally given the warrant to search the house, there was nothing in the basement, but an empty room clean of everything, which Charles had told everyone he used as his new exercise room.
It was his word against everyone else and one shadow of a doubt would free Charles from all the charges the federal government was trying to pin against him, which were kidnapping, conspiracy to commit murder and rape.
His father had to plead for the judge not to fully dismiss Jaelen from the courtroom. This was the judge’s condition if he stayed. Maxwell also informed him the judge had suggested to the witness to have a personal protection order placed on him as well for her safety.
"Did she get it?"
"She said she didn’t need it. After today you would leave her alone. She was positive after she finished her testimony."
Jaelen snorted. "She’s that sure of herself."
"She called on the judge to the chambers. There’s been a turn of events Jaelen." Maxwell was giving him that "don’t-get-upset-look."
"What?!"
"She wants her testimony to be for the prosecution."
"So she can lie some more?" he sneered.
Onyx came into the courtroom. "They’re calling everyone to order. The judge is about to come in." She sat down beside Jaelen and assured Maxwell. "I’ll stay back here with him."
Jaelen snorted, "I don’t need babysitting."
"You do need control," Onyx snipped.
The courtroom again silenced as Kimberly entered from the back room to take the stand. Just as she came in the door, Charles was being told of her plea to the judge. He began to argue with the defense attorney. Their words became quite heated and everyone heard Charles when he said, "Don’t let that bitch take the stand, you stupid mother-"
The judge banged her gavel. "Mr. Hoffman, you will silence your client immediately or I will have him removed from the courtroom as well."
Kimberly sat down after she was re-sworn again. She kept her eyes away from the direction of where Jaelen sat now with Onyx by his side and Kimberly had to wonder had Onyx done this to help him? Whose side was she really on? That was neither here nor there, because Kimberly just cared her babies were safe, yet were they really? Had Onyx let him know she didn’t just have the twins? If Jaelen knew this already, he would have been trying to get to her sooner. No one had told her he had tried to visit her in jail, but how was she to be sure?
She could feel his eyes on her. His presence was so formidable, she couldn’t help but feel his eyes on her watching every move she made and every emotion she felt, which was very evident on her face. Did he see her nervousness? Kimberly decided she would not make eye contact with him, because she knew she wouldn’t be able to fight her feelings about now for him.
Onyx whispered to Jaelen, "They’re going to try and discredit her."
"She discredited herself by lying," he sneered under his breath.
Onyx didn’t comment, positive Kimberly had not done all this to be discredited. The young woman was a quick thinker and would redeem herself soon enough. The only question left was, if Jaelen was forgiving enough to hear what she had to say.
Once the courtroom settled down again the defense stepped to Kimberly now on the attack. Onyx could tell just from the man’s akimbo stance in front of Kimberly, who seemed ready to defend her actions.
"Mrs. Hawthorne, you stated earlier you never met Mr. Gates at your home on August second?"
"Yes, sir, I met-"
"That will be all for this defense," he said cutting her off.
Kimberly narrowed her eyes and looked at up at the judge, "Your Honor I wasn’t done."
"Your Honor, the defense has nothing left to ask this witness and since she has not presented anything credible, I am asking for her dismissal."
"That really isn’t for you to decide," the judge asked, a bit amused. "You can’t discredit your own witness. You should have known before she stepped on this stand what she was going to say. It is up to the prosecution to discredit her."
"She is being a hostile witness."
"She is not, Mr. Hoffman. She has answered all of your questions."
"Correct, your Honor. and we wish nothing else this witness has to say go on the record."
Onyx knew if Kimberly couldn’t finish what she said they could easily discredit her.
Kimberly interjected, "Your Honor, I didn’t answer the last question fully because the defense didn’t ask the question correctly. I wouldn’t-"
Mr. Hoffman interrupted again. "There is no more for this witness to say, your Honor."
"Yes, there is," Kimberly disputed ready to become quite put out at this man. Now that her children were safe, she wasn’t afraid of his threats. Looking down at her hands, she squeezed the booties tight in her palm.
Jaelen saw her look down at her hands and his eyes caught sight of something in there. She held the objects preciously and he was curious to know what it was that gave her some sort of strength to carry on.
"No, you don’t," Charles said standing up glaring hard at Kimberly.
She could see the threat in his eyes, but she was far from worried and would have protested again, but a voice in the back of the courtroom said, "Yes, she does."
All eyes turned to Jaelen.
"Sit your ass down before I do it for you," he growled.
Even Onyx was shocked. This was not the Jaelen she knew.
The judge banged her gavel again, almost flipping it out of her hands. "Both of you shut up." Glaring at the defense, the judge said, " I must take into consideration the witness statement, Mr. Hoffman, and allow her to proceed. According to my papers, given to me, Mr. Gates was kidnapped on the night of August second, yet the police stated that Mr. Gates was held until the morning of August third. Meaning that if Mrs. Hawthorne fell asleep during Jay Leno, she could have been awakened later meaning the next morning. Since the question was not asked properly the witness does have the option to complete the answer."
"But, your Honor-"
"There’s no buts about it Mr. Hoffman. I understand that Mrs. Hawthorne may reveal information that may be detrimental to the defense, but no one told you to ask incorrect questions and at that point you gave Mrs. Hawthorne the opportunity if she so choose to offer information, which she does in order to answer your question correctly. The only way she can be stopped at this point is if Mr. Cross objects."
Everyone looked at the prosecution, who looked rather laid back and triumphant.
"No objections, your Honor," Mr. Cross said.
Mr. Hoffman did not look pleased at all and stormed back to his chair to argue again quietly with Charles.
"Mrs. Hawthorne," the judge said. "You may continue on with your answer."
Kimberly had not heard one word the judge had said. She was a bit thrown off track because her eyes were locked with those deep solid marbles soon as he came to her defense against Charles. There was that look again she remembered from the stairway of that morning. She then began to remember when he had stood there with his pants unbuttoned, no shirt, and a broken nose.
"Mrs. Hawthorne," the judge called again.
Kimberly broke the moment and looked at the judge. "Y-Yes, your Honor?" she asked flustered.
"You may continue with your answer."
She was too disconcerted to think straight. "Please repeat the defense question."
The clerk typist repeated, "Mrs. Hawthorne, you stated earlier you never met Mr. Gates at your home on August second?"
Kimberly took a moment to gather her wits and then begin to finish answering the question. "Yes, I met Mr. Gates on the morning of August third when my Uncle Charles awoke me a little past one in the morning to go down to the basement with Willis and him where I was taken to a specially built room. Mr. Gates was handcuffed to a mattress on the floor and I was threatened to rape him or risk never seeing my brother again."
The judge smiled a little bit more amused. "Since there are no questions from the defense, I am turning the witness over to the prosecution."
Mr. Cross stood, as he asked his first question. "How are you sure it was one o’clock, Mrs. Hawthorne?"
"We walked by the clock in the kitchen and I checked the time."
"Can you tell the court what happened after were threatened?"
Kimberly began to relive that night to the crowded court, keeping her eyes on Mr. Cross. By the end of an hour, she had finished leaving out only the embarrassing detail of Jaelen becoming aroused when she was trying to help him become free and Leroy punching Jaelen in the nose."
"You stated you put the clock back on the wall after putting Mr. Gates prints against it?"
She nodded. "If you check the police pictures you will see there is a clock in the kitchen and the time and date has stopped."
"Your Honor, that would be federal evidence number twelve."
There was shuffling of papers. Onyx was passed a folder by Maxwell and opened the folder. Jaelen eagerly looked over also.
"If you check the clock on the wall and look a little below it, you will see the clock is not plugged in. Leroy took this off the wall for me. I took Mr. Gates hand and pressed it on the back of the clock to show he had been there at that time and place."
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