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  Author's Note


Hey babes, just a quick note. This book is a work of FICTION. Any similarities to real people or events are unintentional and not meant to reflect real life. Please do not try the scenes and actions mentioned in this book. Many are illegal and some can be fatal. Autoereotic asphyxiation can be fatal, so please do not try this at home. 
The depictions of mental illness in this book are FICTION, please do not think that people with any of the aforementioned conditions act in this same way. It has been exaggerated for fictional purposes. If you think you may be struggling with your mental health, please seek out the help of a professional.
If you have feelings of harming yourself or ending your life, please seek out professional help.
Suicide hotlines:

988 Suicide and Crisis Lifeline- USA

Suicide Hotline 131114- AUS

Suicide Hotline 173- NZ

Suicide Hotline 0800 689 5652- UK








  
  Playlist


Click here to listen to the playlist on spotify or scan the code below.
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  Content Warning


This book was a work of healing for my own purposes and if it does not resonate with you, I apologize. Please scan the code or click the  link and read the content warnings. If you get triggered by this book, but did not read the warnings I do apologize, however you have been warned that there is some heavy content within this book. The scenes that contain triggering material are DETAILED, meaning this is on page depictions. Please continue at your own risk.
This book is meant for people who are ages of 18 and over. I DO NOT recommend anyone under the age of 18 to read the material covered in this book.
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For anyone who’s ever been taken advantage of or felt the sting of rejection. You may not have

been able to slash their tires or burn down their house, but now you can experience vicarious

retribution through the actions of Jolene Annalise Moore.

Reading can be a form of catharsis.
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Prologue


I wasn’t obsessive. There were no compulsions that went along with my feelings for them to be able to diagnose me OCD. I just loved, and felt really hard, and really deep. Borderline personality disorder one therapist said, but I never trusted that motherfucker enough to take anything he said seriously. I never really trusted any of them, for that matter. Never could when my mom was involved… 
An inability to regulate my emotions and form healthy relationships and bonds, thus leading to feelings of deep inadequacy and rage. 
That’s what they’d say. They’d call it BPD and try to pawn me off on some specialist so my mom could write it off to insurance. All the while, my mom was fucking the same shrinks and pocketing the insurance money that was reimbursed to her.
Did that make me the whore, or her?
Maybe it was just hyper-fixation. Whatever it was, I seemed to fall in love quickly and with every single piece of my beating heart. Then, if it didn’t work out, I ended up in a downward spiral, leading to an uncontrollable fit of rage that ended up with someone getting hurt. Sometimes, it was me, but mostly—it was them. 
I saw where the problem was. Truly, I did. It’s unhealthy, it lead to trauma for everyone involved and my mom trying to sleep her way out of me getting in trouble. Not that it was a hard thing for her to bring herself to do—pretty sure if she ever went to therapy, she’d be diagnosed a sex addict. And a whore. 
It had just been me and mom for years now. My dad left when I was young—maybe when I was six—but I don’t really remember because he was never home when they were together, anyways. Maybe they should have diagnosed me with Daddy issues. After he left, my mom had men in and out of the house all the time. Sometimes, the same man would come over for a bit, but mostly different men just rotated through the house like spinning doors in those fancy hotels in the city. One man stayed for a while, though. I think my mom loved him. I knew I did. He was the first stable thing in my life that I could ever remember at that point. My mom was a basket case; loved being high or drunk—and loved men. But Tim, he was great. He was stable. He was constant. 
Well, until he wasn’t. 
Tim was about 5 foot 9, so average height, had what we would now call a “dad bod”, was forty-five with salt and pepper hair, and had the most gorgeous green eyes. Eyes so green they looked like moss growing deep in the forest. The kind of moss that looked so soft you wanted to touch it. I loved looking into his eyes. He was big on eye contact, and I was more than happy to oblige. He seemed to really like that about me. 
Mom was always high or drunk, so even when she did make eye contact, her eyes were so glossy it was like looking into a mirror—all you could see were your own eyes reflected in her intoxicated haze. Me, on the other hand, I would look so deep into his eyes I’d get lost. I could see myself in the forest, surrounded by trees and shrubs, the deepest of greens because the sun can’t penetrate the canopy to dry the leaves out. It helped, really, getting lost in his eyes, so I could forget my absent mom, rumbling tummy, and my alcohol and weed-stenched house. Something about the pangs of hunger fighting with your nose being filled with the smell of petrified skunk drenched in rubbing alcohol, made you wanna get away from real life for a bit. 
Tim came around when I was ten. After having men come and go so frequently, I regarded him like I did the rest—a temporary house guest who was there for Mom, so I was meant to leave him alone. So when Tim kept showing up day after day, then month after month, I started treating him differently. I was always kind, of course, got them food and drinks when asked to, but never really had a conversation aside from basic pleasantries. 
After three straight months of Tim coming around almost every day, he started acting like he wanted to get to know me better. I obliged, excited to have someone interested in me, and started to let him in. He would ask me about friends, of which I had a few, due to my home life— I didn’t wanna bring kids to my dirty, smelly house. Other parents saw my mom and her lifestyle, so it’s not like I was invited to many family dinners at others’ homes, either. Tim would ask me about my hobbies, my likes, my dislikes, all sorts of things. At the time, I was really into drawing. I liked to draw nature scenes mostly, but would draw anything I could imagine. Once I met Tim, I found myself drawing more and more forest scenes, with trees, birds, rivers, and deer all mingling in the deep green of his eyes—I mean, the deep forest. 
The more I got to know Tim, the more I wanted him around. I told him so many times, which always made him smile so big I thought his face would crack open. It made my heart feel big, and bright, and I wanted to feel that more. So I talked to him frequently, telling him how much I liked him and enjoyed spending time with him. I told him he made the house a more enjoyable place to be and I liked that he helped me take care of Mom. He gave the best hugs, too. He would squeeze me so tight that I thought he would just pull me inside his own body. I really wanted that. Mom hadn’t hugged me in so long that I forgot what it felt like to be held, like really held. After a few more months, Tim was basically a permanent fixture in our home. Mom was still Mom, always looking for a way to leave the real world behind and feel “so fucking good and finally free of worries,” as she would tell me. But Tim, he was light, and bright, and kind, and helpful, and I loved him. I told him so one night when Mom passed out early. I told him I thought I loved him and that he made me feel like he really loved me, too. He told me that he did love me, that he wanted to show me how much he loved me later when he got Mom cleaned up and off the couch. 
So when I went to bed that night, I was so excited. What would this love look like? Would he snuggle me and tell me a bedtime story? Would he ask me to be his daughter? Would he tell me he was going to get Mom taken care of and clean so we could all be a family together? I couldn’t wait to hear what he had to say, to feel his love deep into the core of my being. I brushed my teeth, put on my favorite set of pajamas—the lavender purple ones with little white polka dots on the tank top and shorts—then cleaned up my room really quick before hopping into bed, waiting.
Tim came in about a half hour later. He said he had cleaned up the living room before getting Mom into bed and changing her clothes. He made sure to lay her on her side since she was extra wasted tonight, that he was worried she’d throw up in her sleep—something I had already learned to do on my own when Mom got like this, but I appreciated him thinking of her. He walked across the room and sat down on the corner of my bed. My sheets were pale yellow with little purple flowers on them. My comforter was a slate grey and had lost some of its plushness over the years, since it was my only blanket. 
I remember Tim pulling back the comforter and sliding into bed with me. I was so excited! Looks like it was going to be snuggles and a bedtime story for me. I had never had anyone do this for me ever in my whole ten years of life. 
“Look at me, Jolene. Let me see in your eyes how much you love me.” 
I loved that he called me by my full name—everyone else just called me Jo. The bullies at school used that nickname and called me Jo, the daughter of a hoe. Looking back now, that isn’t even insulting, but at the time, I hated it. So I looked at him. Stared him deep in his eyes and hoped the feeling in my heart—that warm feeling—was showing through my eyes. 
It must have been because he hugged me so tight I thought I’d burst like a balloon. Then he pulled me on top of him and kept hugging me. At first it felt good. I’d seen Mom snuggle guys like this, so I wasn’t thrown off by the change in position. It was the hardness I felt from between his legs that made me unsure. What was that? He didn’t seem concerned by it, so I just kept hugging him back. He started slowly stroking my back. It felt so nice and tickled on my spine a little. I liked that feeling so much, I told him to keep going because it felt so nice. He really seemed to like that because he let out a laugh that kind of sounded like a growl. 
Then he started tracing circles all over my back, down my sides, and onto my thighs. I’d never been tickled much before, so this sensation was so new to me, but it wasn’t bad like some people said when they hated being tickled. This felt soft and what I assumed love felt like. I nuzzled my head into his neck and said, “I love you so much and I hope you never ever leave us.” He must have really liked that because he grabbed my thighs hard and flipped me over so he was on top of me. His green eyes were a little different now, though. Somehow darker, like a green that almost wanted to be black, but you could just make out the green hue in it. 
Next thing I knew, his lips were on mine and his hands were all over me all at once. He was grabbing, and rubbing, and trying to move my clothes around. I knew some kids who kissed their parents on the lips, so I figured that’s what this was. Maybe he was going to ask me to be his daughter! He stuck his tongue in my mouth and I gasped. 
“It’s ok, we love each other,” he said. 
Ok, I thought to myself—it’s not like I knew what love was supposed to look like, anyways. 
“It’s ok,” Tim reassured me when he stuck his hand under my shirt. I hadn’t even had a period yet, so my breasts were still pretty small, but he seemed pleased. “It’s ok,” he comforted as his hand slid down my body and under the waistband of my shorts. “It’s all going to be ok, Jolene. You’re such a good girl,” he praised as he slid a finger between my legs. I let out a sharp gasp. I’d never had anything down there before. At the time, I didn’t even know anything about masturbation or sex yet—school hadn’t taught us, and Mom sure didn’t talk to me about stuff like that. Tim just kept repeating how good I was, so I relaxed in his hands. His fingers kept moving in and out and pinching other parts while that hard bulge between his legs was rubbing against me. But it was his lips on my ear whispering to me, saying how good I was, and how much he loved me, and how he always wanted to be with me that calmed me, reassuring me that everything was how it should be. Next thing I knew, he jumped from the bed, tore down his sweatpants, grabbed my comforter, and rubbed it over his dick as he groaned and shuddered. Panting, he wiped himself off, turned my comforter to a new position on top of me, then leaned over and pressed the sweetest kiss to my forehead. 
“Goodnight, my sweetest Jolene. You are so perfect and I know that you love me. Part of loving me means keeping this a secret, ok?” Of course, I agreed. This was the most human contact and love I’d felt, well, probably ever. I would never do anything to upset Tim and make him take his love away from me. “Good girl,” he crooned. Butterflies filled my tummy at his praise and I fell asleep, feeling full of love for what might have been the first time since Dad left.
These nightly visits kept on for another month. Then they escalated to him removing his pants and putting his bulging penis inside of me, where he would normally put his fingers. This really seemed to make him happy. I thought it hurt, it felt like my insides were ripping as he went in, but after I relaxed a little, it was at least bearable. That went on for probably another year. I was obsessed. I drew pictures of Tim and me in the woods together. I had started writing stories to go along with my drawings. They always revolved around Tim and me walking hand in hand in the woods, stopping to pick flowers or eat a picnic. I would write poems and love songs for him. I thought about him all day long, so much so my grades got even worse than they already were. I would dream about him at night. Every time I gave him a poem, or love song, or picture, his eyes would shine so brightly that I thought our love could light up even the darkest of nights—the nights where there were no stars and no moonlight. How amazing to feel such love. 
Then I turned twelve and everything changed. 
Two days after my twelfth birthday, I got my first period. How annoying, right? Mom was wasted and high as a kite. I ran out of the bathroom and told Tim I was bleeding and needed him to find me a pad. At least a couple girls at school started their periods around that time, so I knew what was going on already. Tim got me the pad, but when he gave it to me, he seemed upset with me. His green eyes didn’t look quite as deeply into mine as they normally did. That night, Tim came into my room and told me he wasn’t going to come snuggle me anymore. That my mom found out and was jealous, so he had to start snuggling her instead. I was devastated. I cried so hard, but Tim just walked out. He didn’t comfort me, didn’t tell me it was ok or that I was still his good girl. Nothing. Not a single thing from him. 
That night, I didn’t sleep. All I could think of was why he would want to stop snuggling all of a sudden. Mom had talked about us being so close and it being weird before, but he never seemed to care, so I didn’t think anything of it. And more than half the time, she slept on the couch, anyway. She never seemed to notice the following morning that Tim had snuggled me the night before. Did I do something wrong? Was there something I could have done better?
The next night, I crept out of my room and saw Mom still on the couch. I had heard someone go to her room and figured Tim took her in there, but he had to be alone if she was still on the couch. Perfect, I’ll have him all to myself and Mom will never know. So I crept in right as he was making his way into the bed. He was totally naked, which I thought was weird—did people actually sleep like that? As soon as he saw me, he looked angry. 
“What’re you doing in here, Jo?” 
Jo? Not Jolene?
“I came to see why you’re so mad at me. Did I do something wrong? I used to make you so happy, I have no idea what I did and want to fix it! I love you, and you love me, right?”
“Go to bed, Jo!” His voice boomed at me in a way I had never heard before. It made me jump a little. Why was he trying to scare me?
I ran over, jumped on top of him, and started pulling on the blanket that was over him. It was Mom’s favorite blanket, deep, dark black with stars and moons hand stitched into it. She told me once that her mom stitched the stars on when she was a little girl, and she’d had it ever since. It was the one thing in the house I knew for a fact she loved. 
Tim shoved me off of him and onto the floor. Why was he fighting this? Isn’t this what he liked, what he wanted? We’d been doing this in my bed for almost two whole years, every single night. I knew exactly what to do to cause the growling, and moaning, and shuddering he seemed to chase whenever he was with me. Why wouldn’t he let me do it? This is how we showed our love, right?
I tried again, jumping on him and pulling the blanket so hard it fell onto the ground next to the bed. I pulled my shorts over to the side and as I tried to sit on him again, but he wrapped his arms around my waist and jumped up from the bed. He grabbed me and dropped me to the ground before his voice boomed out through gritted teeth, “Get. Out. Jo. I can’t love you anymore! Go!”
I was seeing red. I was so angry and so confused. I felt rejected and unloved. I was shaking, my hands clenching and unclenching at my sides. My head hurt—I was so mad. I felt pressure building behind my eyes, but not the kind that brought tears. The kind that made you want to hurt something, like when the bullies shoved me down and kicked me at school calling me, “Jo, the daughter of a hoe”. 
As I started walking away, I saw the baseball bat Mom kept next to her door in case of intruders. I didn’t even know it was still there, I figured she’d moved it by now with Tim always here. 
Next thing I knew, I grabbed it and ran towards Tim, screaming, hitting him in the head and all over his body. I hit his knee and heard it crack. He fell to the ground and I brought the bat down onto the top of his head. I did it again, and again, and again. Blood splattered all over me, all over the walls, all over Mom’s blanket. I could taste it in my mouth as I realized I was still screaming. I kept bringing the bat down on his head until I heard Mom shout at me and rip the bat from my hands. I looked at her and saw she had some blood on her, also. I didn’t know when she got there or how much she saw. 
Looking down at Tim, I could see his head was bashed in and what might have been brains showing. His skull was definitely cracked open. He didn’t move, not even his chest. So I didn’t think he was breathing. I thought that he might be dead. I thought that I killed him. 
“Jo! What have you done? What are we going to do now? What if the neighbors heard this?” I could barely even register what Mom was saying. I heard her words, but they didn’t make sense. What did it matter? I now had no one who loved me anymore. I was alone. Again.
“Ok, ok, I’ve got it! I’ll say he was attacking me, or-or maybe you. And I had to b-beat him in self-defense. T-that’s what this looks like, right?” she slurred at me as she stumbled over herself. 
“I…I don’t know what happened.” 
I wonder if she thought I was talking about killing Tim, but what I really meant was I didn’t know what happened to make him stop loving me. I started sobbing again. I was shaking so hard I had to lay down. I thought I might throw up. 
The next few days passed in a blur. The cops came, Mom gave some story about how he was abusing her and she had to defend herself and me. Not sure how I got roped into her story. Maybe it made a better story when you’re defending your kid—as if that would ever actually happen. She slept with a bunch of the police force guys, so they already like her. Plus, they knew what kind of men come around, so a mean, abusive, intoxicated man in our house was not a stretch by any means. After a few days of police in and out, statements by her and a few by me, even though I didn’t remember actually saying anything at all to anyone, it was just Mom and I in the house.
“What the hell, Jo? Why would you kill him?”
“He didn’t love me anymore, Mom. I got mad and I don’t know, it just happened.’
“What the fuck does that mean?”
“He loved me and I loved him. He snuggled me every night and told me I was his good girl. I gave him all of my best artwork, and songs, and stories. I thought he was going to be my father! Then I got my period and he said he can’t love me anymore. I don’t understand!”
“EW! I can’t believe I was sleeping with a pedophile! And you! Falling in love with your rapist and groomer? There has got to be some medical term for that. Stockholm… something or another? What the fuck. Time for therapy for you, I guess. Jesus, how messed up can a kid be?”
Mom jumped up and ran to her room, slamming the door behind her. 
What’s a pedophile? What’s a groomer? Stockholm what? Is there something wrong with me? 
After all the shit went down with Tim, life changed drastically. And by that, I mean life changed drastically for me. Mom still drank and got high. She hated me even more once she realized her childhood blanket had been ruined and needed to be thrown out.
“That was the only thing I had left from my mom and you f-fucking r-ruined it!”
Nothing about killing Tim by then, or asking how I was after murdering someone. Just that I fucked up that stupid blanket that she loved more than her own child. I guess I should be diagnosed with Mommy issues, also. 
Anyways, after all of that, Mom went back to men coming in and out. None stayed too long—I guess she was scared I’d get attached again and kill them, or that they’d groom me. 
So for years, I went to therapy to talk about Tim. Some of the guys she brought home would end up in my bed like Tim did. None quite as sweet as him, but they all knew to call me a good girl, or tell me how special and sweet I was. It’s like they knew I would respond to love from them and feel comfortable, letting them do what they wanted. And really, as long as I felt loved, it was ok. 
Later on down the line, I learned about Tim being a pedophile, what grooming was, and that it wasn’t ok for older men to take advantage of me like that. But no matter how many times a therapist told me it was wrong, the love I felt could not be denied. How could they all be so good at faking it? So I became obsessed with love. As I hit high school, any guy who told me he loved me, I’d fuck him. Soon, word got around and all of the guys loved me—for a short time, at least. Then, instead of being the daughter of a hoe, I was the hoe. Not really witty, if you ask me, but whatever.
I dated and slept with guys all through high school. One’s name was Alek who had jet-back hair, so dark it almost looked blue in the sunlight. His eyes were blue, like the deepest parts of the ocean, and his skin was a permanent tan, even in the winter. He was smoking hot. All the girls wanted him, and they hated me even more when I got him. I’m still not totally sure how he ended up my boyfriend. I was fine just fucking dudes for a little love and attention, but he wanted to hang out, go on dates, and take me to his house. 
We held hands at school, kissed when we left each other, and sent cute text messages during class. He would tell me all the sweetest things and I was obsessed. 
I would text him constantly. At first, he would respond right away, but over time, it seemed like he would take forever to reply. What was he doing?
I would ask to come over, but he would say he had plans. What plans? With who? 
Over time, I would start showing up at his house unannounced or walk past his classes to see if he was in there. Why couldn’t he just reassure me and keep loving me like when we first started dating?
Finally, it got to be too much and he broke up with me. I was so sad. I cried in the bathroom and had to leave school early. Mom was pissed that she had to come pick me up, but they said my crying was distracting to others, even from the bathroom. The next day, I took a knife to his car, carved my name on the hood, then slashed all of his tires. In hindsight, carving my name was a mistake—clearly they knew who did it. Alek’s family didn’t press charges, but I was fined and ordered to do more therapy. Jokes on them—I was already going weekly and it wasn’t doing shit. 
There was another time I got obsessed with a boy who wasn’t even my boyfriend. We just fucked every single day for months. He was into some real kinky shit, and I liked it. I had never been held down in bed or choked. I was into it. It was kind of violent, but then he would say things like how good I felt or how I was taking him so well—that mix of violence and reassurance kindled something inside of me. My therapists always said this strange desire comes from my time being groomed by Tim. Everything always comes back to that asshole. He died, but he clearly isn’t gone from my life. It’s annoying, really. 
Anyways, this boy I was fucking, we would go at it day after day. I loved it, he said he did, too. Then one day, he said he didn’t wanna fuck me anymore because he wanted to date some other girl. Like what the fuck? That girl was a preppy cheerleader and would never be into the kind of sex he was into. I mean, she had big tits and a tight ass, but she was so vanilla. So I showed up at his house one night, broke all of the windows on the first floor of the house, then threw roadkill inside the house. This time, it couldn’t be traced back to me because I convinced my drunk hag of a mother that I was home with her, and she corroborated my alibi.
This continued through high school and into adulthood. I didn’t go to college because fuck that shit, and got a job with the state as a postal worker. On the weekends and holidays, I would frequent a bar downtown. It wasn’t a dive bar, but not so classy that all the stuck up assholes went there. It was a place for regular, middle and lower middle class people to meet, drink, and dance. 
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His Name Was Micah


That bar was where I met Micah. He looked like sex on legs. He was muscular, had a chiseled jawline, grayish-green eyes, smooth, tanned skin, and jet black hair. By this time in my life, I had learned what my assets were. I had curves in all the right places—thick hips and thighs that framed a juicy ass and a small waist that sloped up to generous sized tits. My stomach wasn’t flat by any means, but my weight carried in all the places that men like to squeeze. I also knew how to dress to accentuate these assets. High waisted leggings or skinny jeans, and low cut tops with lacy bras that could peek out of the top, enticing you to look closer.  
I had seen Micah at the bar many times and I wanted him badly. I could always tell when he noticed me, because he’d watch me like he was a predator and I was his next meal. So I decided to bide my time and go home with other men to really amp up his desire. The only thing men want more than the hottest girl in the room, is the hottest girl in the room when another man wants her, too. Then one night I walked in, saw him, and decided tonight was my night. His face told me all I needed to know—my plan worked. 
I noticed him when I first walked in, but then went right to the dance floor towards the first man who looked thirsty for a body to rub against. Micah noticed, just like I hoped. I was grinding all over this guy and he was hard as a rock behind me. Just as he was whispering about getting out of there, Micah jumped up and walked over, strutting like a man who knew what a woman needed, and cut in. The other dude was pissed, but I didn’t give a fuck. Micah was my target, anyways. 
“Fuck off,” he said to the guy behind me. Then he placed his hand on my lower back and led me to the bar. “Two tequila and sodas with lime, please.”
“How did you know I liked tequila?” I asked him.
“Oh, I can tell when I’m looking at a tequila kind of girl, and you, sweet thing, are a tequila girl.”
Sweet thing? Oh, I definitely like that…

      [image: image-placeholder]After a couple drinks and some basic introductions, we head back to the dance floor. They are playing some bangers tonight and I am putting on my best show for Micah. His hands are low on my waist as I wiggle my ass into his crotch with the beat. I reach behind to cup his hips. The next thing I know, he spins me to face him and slides his hands down my arms, grabbing my hands and placing them on his shoulders. He slides his thigh between my legs so I’m basically grinding my pussy on his leg. Fuck, if this is how it feels to grind on him while fully clothed, what will it feel like when were naked and fucking like animals?
Micah leans in close and whispers that he wants to get out of here, asking if I’d like to join him. “Yes, please,” I respond enthusiastically. Pushing our way through the crowd, hand in hand, we exit the club. We make our way to the parking lot a few blocks away where he leads me over to a black Toyota Camry with dark windows and sleek, silver wheels. Opening the passenger door, Micah guides me into the seat then closes the door behind me before making his way to the driver’s side. The seats are a black leather and the car smells like pine and sandalwood. I first smelled it on him when we were dancing. I’m starting to really love that smell. It only takes about fifteen minutes to get to Micah’s house. He lives in the suburbs, a nice little neighborhood with mature trees surrounding the houses on all sides. No chipped paint on the houses, nice cars in the driveways, tons of space and privacy from your neighbors—definitely a neighborhood of people who are living comfortably and take good care of their possessions. I like that. 
We pull into Micah’s driveway. His house is two stories with red brick, black shutters and trim, and a large porch in the front. 
The front door is black, along with the chairs and table on the front porch. Again, no chipped paint, no wear from the weather. Micah is well off and takes pride in his—and his house’s—appearance. Fucking hot. A real man with a real job and real responsibilities.
As we enter the house, I am greeted with gray walls and cabinets and a dark wood floor that runs the entire length of the first floor. I know, because I can see straight through to the back yard. There isn’t a single wall on the first floor aside from the ones on the exterior of the house. I do love an open floor plan. I can see the stairs off to the left, sort of behind the kitchen—if you can even say behind, as the kitchen is wide open.
“Go ahead and take off your shoes. You can leave them right here near the door, and you can hang your purse on the coat rack.” I do as he requests, admiring the sleek metal coat rack that has a slick leather jacket on one of the hangers. Fuck, I bet he looks delicious in that. 
After depositing my shoes and purse, Micah takes my hand and leads me into the kitchen area. 
“How about a night cap?” he asks with a flirty smirk on his face. His gorgeous face is accentuated in the lighting from pendant fixtures above the granite countertop island. Specks of silver flicker in the granite grab my attention before his words pull me back to him. His cheekbones look like they came straight out of a fantasy novel and his perfectly straight, white teeth must have cost a fortune in braces. 
It was an investment well made on his parents' part.
Grabbing two whisky glasses from the cabinet, he adds a large square ice cube and then pulls out the tequila. 
“Casamigos,” I say. “You have great taste.” 
“Well, I did come home with you, didn’t I?” Micah retorts, his grin stretching all the way across his face, teeth gleaming under the lights. He runs his tongue along his teeth and then his bottom lip.
Fuck, I can’t wait to bite that tongue, and those lips, for that matter. Maybe I'll even make him bleed for me…
“Here you go, sweet thing.” Micah breaks me from my thoughts, pushing my glass of tequila on the rocks to me across the island. 
“A toast, to new friends and hopefully a good fuck!” Micah exclaims, lifting his glass towards me.
“Well then,” I reply, “to new friends and good fucking!” I agree, clinking my glass to his. As soon as the glasses touch and sound out their chime, his eyes hood over and darken with hunger. 
He wants me. He wants to ravage me. And I am sure as shit going to let him.
Taking a sip of my drink, the alcohol burns on its way down, warming my throat and stomach. I love the feel of the burn, that’s why I don’t drink fruity little cocktails that cover the taste of the liquor. The burn fuels me, ignites something within me, makes me feel alive and excited. I’m no alcoholic—that was my mother and I already decided I wouldn’t be her. In fact, because of her, I definitely don’t want kids so I can’t fuck them up like she did me. 
It’s weird, but it's not, that we don’t speak the entire time we finish our drinks. His eyes rake over me, as if trying to see my body through my clothing. It makes me feel warm and goosebumps prickle over my skin. I’ve never had someone look at me like this. Like they want to devour me, claim me, own me. Once our glasses are empty, Micah lets out a guttural growl.
“Fuck, Jolene, I don’t know how else to say this: I want to take you into my bedroom, lay you down, worship your body, then sink my cock into you until you’re screaming my name so hard your vocal cords feel like they’re about to shred—and my name is the last thing they allow you to say.”
“Fuck. Lead the way then,” I respond, gesturing my arm toward his expansive open first floor. I am giddy after acquiring my prize and already feeling tingles between my thighs. 
Oh yes, Micah. I am ready for all of that.
“Good fucking girl, Jolene,” he says as he grabs my hand and immediately starts pulling me towards the stairs. Dropping my glass on the countertop, I let him drag me towards what I think will be the best night of my life.
Once we reach the bedroom, Micah slams the door behind us. His room is painted a dark charcoal gray, his curtains matching. They are open at the moment and I can see two large picture windows looking over the backyard, revealing dense woods behind his house. His furniture is a light gray wash—contrasting the darker gray walls. Glittering accents of gold décor are neatly placed around the room on bookshelves and side tables. Not too cluttered, but enough to reaffirm that he cares about the appearance of his home. It feels cozy, lived in, loved. 
But his bed. His bed is a California King size, metal, four-poster frame with sheer, white curtains tied up on all sides—this shit is straight out of a fairytale. His black, satin sheets are clean and pressed and waiting for me to lay on. So I do. I strip out of my dress slowly, taking my time and putting on a show for him. I drop the straps, then expose my breasts, then let the whole thing drop to the floor. I grab the waistband of my panties and let them fall to my ankles. His eyes eat me up with every movement I make. I can see his hunger, feel his want, crave his desire.
I lay down on his bed and wait, watching as he unbuttons his shirt, tossing it to the ground with abandon. He moves to his pants and rips them down his hips and legs, along with his boxers—wasting no time. His cock is large and thick, springing from his boxers and bouncing to hit his stomach before pointing right at me. I see a bead of precum already formed on his pink, swollen tip. 
Fuck. I wonder what he tastes like. Salty? Sweet? Both? Fuuuuck, I’m going to get him inside my mouth at some point.
Once Micah is naked, he takes a moment and stands before me at the edge of the bed. I’m laying on my back, looking up at him as his hands are on his hips, towering over me. I’d let this man explore every inch of me. 
“Jolene, you are so fucking beautiful. I cannot wait to see what that pussy feels like,” he says as he starts slowly stroking his throbbing cock. 
“Well then, get down here and find out,” I respond, reaching up and pinching my taut nipples between my forefinger and thumb. I give a little extra pull and let out a moan. With that, he lunges forward and lands on top of me, bracing himself with a hand on each side of my face so he doesn’t put all of his weight on me. 
What a gentleman.
Next thing I know, his lips are crashing onto mine, sucking the air out of my lungs. His lips are soft; they taste like tequila, soda, and lime. My favorite. So I drink his kiss in, and when he plunges his tongue into my mouth, I eagerly meet it with my own. I feel intoxicated, but not from liquor. Lust is what fills my mind and my body. I want him. Now. All of him inside all of me. His tongue, his cock, his love, his lust. I want Micah to fill me until I cannot take anymore. I want to be consumed by him, and I think he wants the same. The pressing of his long, hard dick against me confirms that. 
Micah runs a hand down my cheek to my collarbone, then lower to my breasts.
“These tits would look so good with piercings in them. So tight and perky, a little bling would be so fucking sexy on you,” Micah rasps, giving my hardened peak a little flick before pinching my nipple so hard I cry out. That sound seems to make him feral and he brings his teeth down to bite my breasts. As soon as the pain hits, he sucks and licks the tender spot. The pain is replaced with pleasure that surges through me, straight to my core.
“Fuck, yes!” I cry out, arching my back off the bed.
His mouth moves to my other nipple, sucking and nipping roughly, as his free hand finds my center. Taking two fingers, he slides them between my folds a couple of times before he plunges them into me. 
“You. Are. So. Fucking. Wet,” he growls out.
“Yes, Micah. Take me. Use me. Fuck me!” I grind out.
With those words, Micah lets out the most primal growl I have ever heard. His sounds alone could make me climax. Spreading my legs wide with his knees, he aligns his tip with my opening and then plunges into me, balls hitting my ass. 
“FUCK!” I scream out, my voice echoing in his room. 
Micah wastes no time thrusting into me, in and out, our wet sounds and panted breaths filling the room. He moves me to place my legs on top of his shoulders and I am screaming in a way I have never heard from myself before. This sound seems to encourage him even more.
“I am going to break you, Jolene. I hope you’re ready for this,” Micah growls in my ear. 
“Oh, I’m ready,” I respond between panted breaths.
And with that, Micah pushes my knees to my face and starts thrusting frantically into my pussy. The sounds of our bodies slapping together is enough to shove me towards the edge, my climax quickly building. Grabbing my tits, he rubs and nips at my nipples hungrily, as if he could bite them off and eat them like his favorite candy. 
“Fuck, Micah. Do that again!” I scream out, my vocal cords rubbing together, making my voice crack. So he does. 
Then Micah moves his hands to my shoulders and somehow finds a spot even deeper inside of me that feels like he’s under my belly button. Keeping his pace, fast and deep, I can feel the tingling of my orgasm rising from my toes and rapidly moving up my body. I know I’m about to explode at any second. As if my hasty and sharp breathing clues him into my impending release, he growls into my ear… 
“Let it go, sweet thing. Cum all over this cock.”
I scream out my climax. Trembling body, legs shaking, breath rapid, and fingers clawing into his biceps, I unleash a guttural moan that comes straight from the depths of my soul. I scream his name and let out a gush of wetness all over his cock and the pristine charcoal sheets, soaking the bed beneath us. Gasping for air, I lift my head and say, “Is that all you’ve got?”
“Oh, sweet thing, you don’t even know what I’ve got in store for you,” he says, flipping me over onto all fours and thrusting himself back inside me in one move. 
He grabs my hips and rams into me like he is going to rearrange my insides, and I am here for it. The feeling of his balls slapping against my sensitive clit from this angle has me quickly spiraling towards a second release. 
“Oh, Micah,” I moan, my orgasm crashing over me.
The next thing I know, he is groaning his release in a visceral sound of pleasure that vibrates my entire body. Hot streams of his cum shoot into me as his thrusts become erratic and his breathing labored. As he falls onto my back, I can feel Micah’s heart racing, matching the quickened pace of my own. My legs slide out from underneath me, unable to hold our weight any longer. As I splay out on my stomach on top of the dampened sheets, Micah pulls out of me and I gasp.
“Well, I guess we toasted to the right thing, because that was amazing,” I breathe out, still trying to slow my heart rate.
“Oh, you sweet little thing you. That was, indeed, fantastic. Give me a moment to drink some water and collect myself and we can go for round two. Unless you’re tired and need to head home, that is…” he replies, smirking flirtatiously and taking my already exhausted breath away. 
Fuck, this man is hot!
“Oh, I’m ready whenever you are.” 
With that, his lips find mine and his tongue wastes no time invading my mouth, swirling and dancing with my own. The kiss is quick, but lacks no passion, and I feel myself getting lightheaded with desire. Ripping himself away from me, as if it's the hardest thing to do, Micah makes his way out of the bedroom and I can hear his footsteps padding down the stairs.
Needing to clean up, I head into his ensuite bathroom. The same charcoal gray as the bedroom flows into the large master bath. Pearly white tiles cover the floor, all the way up to an oversized soaking tub next to a shower that is large enough for at least three people. 
“What the fuck does this man do for a living that has him so well off?” I mutter to myself and I wobble over to the toilet. After relieving myself and flushing, I make my way over to the sink and wash my hands. The white quartz countertop is completely empty, aside from the jet black metal hand soap dispenser. I wash my hands and find a towel hanging nearby to dry them. Aimlessly, I start opening the drawers in the vanity. 
I find his toothbrush, toothpaste, and floss in one, with the next holding a comb, some hair gel, a bottle of mousse, nail clippers, and a razor. Noticing a bottle of cologne in the bottom drawer, I lift it up to my nose and inhale his scent. It’s woodsy—pine and sandalwood. I instantly spritz myself with it, wanting to smell him more. Looking around and seeing Micah hasn’t returned yet, I make my way towards the stairs and head down, still holding the cologne bottle. When I reach the bottom, I see Micah at the sink filling his glass, his naked ass making my mouth water.
“Sorry, I needed a couple glasses of water actually,” he says, still facing the sink.
“No worries,” I reply, making my way to my purse and sliding the bottle of cologne inside. After I make sure the bag is closed, I wander over to Micah in the kitchen. I slide my hands around his waist and press my naked body into his back. My nipples harden instantly as my hands explore over his stomach and chest. The man keeps it tight. Defined pectoral and ab muscles ripple underneath my fingertips. A defined V shape leads from his hips pointing directly to his groin. A rumble in his chest alerts me to his satisfaction with my fingers learning every dip and plane of his body. 
I allow my hands to wander lower, and again, his satisfaction is confirmed by a rock solid dick in my palm. Slowly, I begin to ghost my fingers over his erection, feeling the veins and following them down the shaft and towards his swollen head. 
“Keep going like this, sweet thing, and I’ll sit you on that countertop and feast on you before bending you over and bruising those hips on the edge of my island,” Micah warns.
“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” I retort.
“Good girl,” he growls, spinning in my arms and scooping me up before sliding my ass onto his countertop. He presses my back to lay flat on the cold marble and dives between my legs, spreading my thighs as wide as I can manage. Pausing with his mouth over my already wet pussy, I can see his shoulders rising and falling faster with each breath. I can feel his hot breath over the desire pooling between my legs.
“I’m going to devour you,” he snarls at me. 
Yes, snarls. The man is an animal and I am his prey, caught in his grasp with nowhere to run. Not that I have any intention of running. In a flash, his face is between my legs with his tongue running over every sensitive part, making good on his promise to devour me.






  
  [image: image-placeholder]
I'm a Klepto


After Micah finished eating me like his last meal on death row and then fucking me like the good little slut I am, I called an Uber and went home. Micah and I exchanged numbers before I left, telling me he’d text me at some point later today. When I got home, I showered and went to bed fully satisfied—after spraying my pillow with his cologne, of course. Waking up this morning, I deeply inhale and Micah’s cologne fills my nostrils, quickly bringing to mind all of the mind blowing events from the night before. Micah is amazing, I have never been with anyone like him before. Sure, I’ve had some good fucks and exciting partners, but something about Micah—the way he praised me, his dirty mouth, his chiseled physique, not to mention his amazing cock…  
Shaking my head, I break myself out of my memories and roll out of bed. The cold floor is a shock to my system as my feet hit the wood floor in my bedroom. I sometimes think about asking my landlord to install carpet in the bedroom, but frankly, I don’t think the asshole would ever do it, so why bother? My landlord is such a dick, but this apartment is pretty nice, in a great part of the city, and I can afford the rent and utilities. So I try not to complain too much. 
Living in Baltimore is great—most of the time. The Inner Harbor is super fun and has plenty to do, Fort McHenry is close by and does an amazing firework show on the Fourth of July—considering that was the location that inspired the National Anthem, they obviously go all out. However, there are so many parts of the city that are not that safe. Crime has gone up in recent years, so I tend to stick to certain areas of the city and avoid others completely. 
My apartment is a first floor unit with a little patio in the back and a path to the front door right from my street parking spot. The walls are a blue-ish gray and the hardwood floors are stained dark. Even though my floor plan isn’t open like Micah’s gorgeous house, it does flow well from the front hallway to the kitchen and dining space to the living room. 
I wander slowly into the bathroom attached to my master bedroom. Making my way to the toilet for my post-wake up pee, I imagine what exciting things Micah and I can do the next time we see each other. After I’ve flushed and washed my hands, I brush my teeth and grab a towel from my bathroom linen closet. Turning the shower knob all the way to scorching, I undress and let the water come up from the depths of hell, heating the water to just the right temperature. I step into the shower and let out a gasp as the spray hits my skin, before allowing it to run from head to toe, soaking my hair and sore muscles. 
My mind keeps returning to Micah and the fantastic sex we had the night before. I think I could really enjoy a relationship with him. He knows how to speak to me in a way that makes me feel good, feel wanted, and desired by someone. Not all men can make a woman feel good with their words—most men I just want to shut up and fuck me senseless. But Micah seems to know what a woman wants to hear. I’m glad we exchanged numbers and it didn’t end up being a one night stand situation. I could get used to being fucked like that on a regular basis. Plus, he’s hot as sin and I would love to walk around with him on my arm. All of the jealous bitches out there would be so mad they didn’t snag him and I did! That thought alone has my face cracking in a proud smile.
With Micah at the front of my mind, I slide my hand over my breasts, pinching my nipples until I let out a sharp gasp. A little pain is always nice with my pleasure. Maybe I should consider getting my nipples pierced, like Micah had mentioned last night. I bet that kind of pain could bring about some major bliss. With one hand tweaking my hardened nipple, the other slides over my stomach and down to my aching pussy. Finding my clit with my middle finger, I circle it slowly and start feeling the tension build within my core. I take my foot and prop it up on the edge of the tub for a better angle.
I can feel the tingling sensation building deep inside me, filling me to the brim. My nipples are hard peaks as I move my hand from one breast to the other, needing to feel sensation there. My clit feels like it is vibrating with anticipation of my climax as I increase my speed and pressure on it. Switching out my middle finger with my thumb, I angle my hand so that I can slide my pointer and middle fingers inside of myself. Curling my fingers towards my belly button, I find the rough spot within my walls and instantly I can tell my release is imminent. Pinching my nipple as hard as I can, rubbing my thumb in vigorous circles on my clit, and tickling my inner, sensitive spot, my orgasm rushes out of me. Black dots fill my vision as my walls clench around my fingers. My legs begin to shake, and my head gets light as I continue the assault on my body, riding my orgasm until I think my legs will give out completely. Leaning forward, I cling to the wall for support as I attempt to catch my breath and slow my heart rate. 
Once I come down from my orgasmic high, I finish my shower with a quick wash, condition of my hair, and thorough washing of my body. No UTIs for me. I step out of my shower and onto my plush bathmat, grabbing my towel from the holder on the wall and wrapping myself in the soft, terry cloth. After drying off, I wrap the towel around my hair on top of my head and walk back into my bedroom, heading for the closet. 
Glad that it’s the weekend, I look past the postal worker uniform I wear Monday thru Friday and grab my favorite black leggings and a teal t-shirt that says Back on my Bullshit on the back. I look over at my phone and see Micah hasn’t called or messaged me yet. C’mon, dude. I wanna set up our next fuck fest! With my hair still in my towel, I exit the bedroom and head for the kitchen. I can feel my stomach growling with hunger, so breakfast is next on my list of things to do this morning. 
Grabbing the eggs from the fridge along with the orange juice, I head to the cabinet for a frying pan and then the pantry for bread. Eggs, toast, and orange juice are basically my breakfast of choice. It’s quick, easy, and delicious. I head back to the fridge for a pat of butter, then the pan is on and the egg is in, frying it up until it's over-easy. Toast goes in the toaster and juice gets poured into my glass before I plate my food, heading to the table in the adjoining dining room. 
I inhale the food, clearly needing sustenance after all of the orgasms I’ve had in the last ten hours. My body is sore, especially between my legs, but my mind is clear, and my mood is light. I feel like I’m high on life after all of the dopamine that’s been released in a short amount of time, ready to see what the day has in store for me. After washing my dishes, I head back into the bedroom for the bottle of Micah’s cologne, needing to smell him on me before doing anything else. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Micah finally texts me around lunchtime. 

Micah: Hey sweet thing! What’re you up to? Wanna hit the town tonight for some drinks, maybe some dancing, then maybe another nightcap at my place?

Oh, hell yes! I’ve been thinking about our nightcap all day!

Micah: Great! I'll come pick you up at 8!

Sounds great! I'll make sure to look extra sexy for you!

Micah: 😉🤤



I text him my address and basically throw my phone across the room as I jump up in excitement. I immediately run to my closet to pick out the perfect outfit. I go out a lot, so I have quite a few things to pick from—some dresses, some skirts, a pair of fake-leather, skinny pants, and any number of plunging necklines or open back tops. Since I wore a dress last night, I think tonight I’ll go with a tight, black, sequined skirt with a crimson red, spaghetti strap, cropped tank top. It’s tight fitting, and for tonight, I’ll omit the bra so my nipples can be free, my tits nice and bouncy while we dance. 
Once I have my outfit laid out on my bed, I head back out into the living room to turn off my TV. I was watching a true-crime documentary about the BTK Killer when Micah messaged me. Placing the remote back on the glass-topped coffee table, I head to the door and grab my keys from the hook. I need to go to the grocery store for a new tube of mascara and my birth control refill. Micah didn’t ask if he should wear a condom or not, which honestly, I thought was a bit weird and presumptuous, but luckily, I’m covered. I already know I don’t want kids, so maybe I should look into a more permanent solution. That’s a thought for another day, though. Today, I am thinking about going out with Micah on my arm and hopefully tasting his cock in my mouth later. 
Fuck, I need to taste him.
Climbing into my blue Chevy Impala, I take off for the CVS where I refill my prescriptions. Driving through the streets of Baltimore, my mind wanders to the past. What would Micah think if he knew about what I did to Tim? Would he reject me or would he understand that I did what I had to do in the moment? Would he think of me as a murderer or a victim? Before I know it, I’m auto-piloting my way into the CVS parking lot and shutting the car off. I try not to think about the Tim situation too often. It really gets me in my head and has me questioning myself and relationships. Once I graduated high school, I moved out of my mom’s house and I’ve been on my own ever since. I’ve never gone back to therapy, or my childhood home, for that matter. 
My CVS trip is uneventful. I get in and get out with what I need. I even buy an unplanned tube of lipstick in a bright red shade that says, let me leave my lip stain on your rock hard cock, Micah. I get back home and check the time, only 2:00 p.m. What the fuck am I supposed to do for the next six hours? I put my pills in their spot in my bathroom and my makeup in their designated spot—clutter and things out of their place make me crazy anxious and a bit rage-filled. I then decide to go for a drive. Grabbing my keys, I make my way back out to the car and start out with no clear destination in mind. 
The next thing I know, I am making my way into the same neighborhood I was in last night. Part of being a little overly obsessive is that I take in everything around me. I watched how to get into Micah’s neighborhood and I watched from the Uber on how to get out. As I pull up towards Micah’s immaculate house, I see a car in the driveway that is not the car Micah drives. Who’s over already today—and before we have plans to go out? 
I find a spot a couple houses down and make my way behind the houses into the woods I saw lining the backyards last night. This neighborhood has an abundance of privacy around the houses, something that is clearly needed for my…tendencies. Wandering through the tree coverage, I make my way right behind Micah’s house. His house sits on the curve of the street so his neighbors are not directly next to his house, and the tree coverage means no one will ever know I’m here. Once I realize I can’t see anything from this far back, I decide to get a little closer. I remember there was a window on the left side of the house that allowed a view into the whole lower floor. Keeping within the dense coverage, I make my way up to the house to sneak a little peek.
Peering in through the window, while making sure to stay off to the side behind a shrub next to Micah’s house, I am shocked by what I see. A skinny blonde with tits so huge they are clearly fake is sitting on Micah’s couch while sipping from a scotch glass, with a single square ice cube and clear liquid in it. Our beverage of choice. I am his tequila girl! I see them laughing and clinking their glasses in a cheer. Just like we did last night…did they cheers to new friends and good fucking?
Shocked, angry, and highly jealous, I stumble away from the window and go straight to his driveway. Seeing the car parked there, I know what I need to do. Making my way to my car, I open the glove box and pull out the Gerber pocket knife I carry around with me for protection. Flipping the blade out, I make a beeline for the blonde bitch’s car, and before I can even think, I am stabbing the knife into the back passenger tire, slashing my arm back as hard as I can. I repeat this movement to each tire on the car until all four are slashed and quickly deflated. 
I maneuver the knife in my hand so the handle is poking out just enough, then slam the bottom onto the drive side window until it shatters. After the sound of the window smashing rings out, I rush off to my car and drive down the road in the opposite direction I came. There has to be another adjoining street to take to the road that exits this suburb.
Navigating my way carefully out of Micah’s neighborhood, I head home. It’s 4:00 p.m. when I walk through my front door. I am sweating from the whole car vandalization, so another shower is needed before Micah comes to get me. I hope I scared that bitch so much she never comes back over. I make my way up to the bathroom, ready to wash my hair and body again after already taking a full shower earlier in the day. As soon as I walk into my bedroom, I feel it. I have no idea what it is, but I feel…something. Something is off. Like someone has been in here. The energy feels disturbed, but a quick glance shows nothing out of place. I check the windows—locked. I check my nightstand drawer—gun and vibrator still there. I move to the closet, then the bathroom—everything is as it should be. What the actual fuck is happening? Am I losing it? I know someone was in here, but nothing about my room shows that to be true… 
By the time I take another full-on shower, blow dry my hair, and throw some curls into my tresses, it’s 6:00 p.m. I am as hairless as a Sphinx cat—clean and smelling great. I grab the clothes that were laid out on my bed and throw them on, then start on my makeup. I go with a glittery smokey eye and my dick sucking red lipstick. I find some black, strappy wedges to wear and head downstairs for a little pregame shot. Pulling out my bottle of Patron Silver, I salt my hand and cut a lime wedge. Taking my shot, I can feel my nerves calming and my body tingling. The weird feeling from earlier is completely gone; Micah and the night ahead are the only things on my mind. I am ready to fuck some shit up!
Micah shows up right on time. I love a man who is punctual. Opening the front door, my mouth waters at the sight in front of me. Micah is in slim cut, black slacks with thin, gray pinstripes and a black, silky button up. The sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, showing off his veiny, muscular forearms. The top three buttons are undone, and I just want to run my hands over his tan and toned chest. Really, I want to run my tongue over this chest, but we can save that for later. 
“You look absolutely stunning, sweet thing,” Micah croons against the shell of my ear as he leans in to place a few nibbles on it. I am vibrating with excitement and anticipation. “You look like a delicious snack yourself,” I reply, closing the door behind us before we walk to Micah’s car parked on the street. Opening the passenger door for me, I flash Micah a peek at my black lace thong as I climb in. 
“Fuck, sweet thing,” Micah groans. “I could devour you right here in the street. But I promised you a night out and I am a man of my word.”
 “And I appreciate that, but we always have later,” I reply with a flirtatious wink. 
Micah closes my door and gets into the driver's seat. He takes off down the road, heading towards the Inner Harbor. “So, how was your day today? Anything exciting happen?” I ask, wondering if he will divulge any information on who could have been at his house earlier. 
“Actually, yes! You’ll never believe it,” Micah exclaims. “I had a friend over this afternoon, when she went to leave, all of her tires were slashed and her driver's side window was shattered! Nothing like that ever happens in my neighborhood! I was shocked.”
Plastering an awestruck look on my face I respond, “Oh shit! That is so wild. I guess you never know where the crime is gonna pop up in the city. That’s so crazy! Who- who was this friend? A girlfriend?” I keep prodding. 
“Jealous already? Hmm, that’s not such a good look on you, Jo. She, uh, she’s my sister. No big deal. What, need me all to yourself already? You’re not one of those crazy, obsessive girls are you? I’ve already dealt with one of those in the past and I don’t need another.” Micah throws a side-eyed glance at me. 
 Hmm, his sister, he says. I don’t know why, but what he said doesn't sit quite right with me. Oh well, I’m just a little off today—what with the weird feeling of someone being in my room earlier and now not trusting someone who has no reason to lie to me. Time to shift the focus. Reaching down, I turn up the radio, Sweet But Psycho by Ava Max is on. I crank it up and let the vibes fill the car, getting us ready for whatever tonight will bring. We pull up to The Elk Room, a little speakeasy off of Fleek Street. It’s pretty crowded, but as we walk up, Micah smiles at the bouncer and we get right in. We find a table in a secluded corner and look at the drink menu. 
“Oh the A.K.A sounds perfect!” I say to Micah. “Will you order for me?” I ask with a smirk. “You know I will, sweet thing.” Micah gets up and heads to the bar to order. While he does, I look around and take it all in. This place is gorgeous! Large chandeliers hang from the ceiling, all different kinds and styles. Large, round-back arm chairs—like the ones were sitting in—line a wall with tables between them creating just the right amount of ambiance. Couches and large plush chairs fill the middle of the room with tables amidst each grouping. Grandfather clocks, antlers, and shelves filled with books decorate the walls. A huge nine-point elk is mounted behind the bar. This place is like a dream. Edgar Allan Poe would have come to sit and write in a place like this, I’m sure of it. 
Micah comes back with our drinks and places mine in front of me before taking a sip of his. I feel like I’m going to explode, I am vibrating with excitement. Sitting here with the most handsome man in the room, wearing one of my favorite outfits, I feel like I am on cloud nine. Taking a sip of my drink, the tequila and rose are the most prominent flavors. Perfect! 
Micah reaches over and grabs my hand, grounding me without him even knowing he’s doing it. Music is playing in the background, but I feel like I can’t hear anything or see anyone. It’s just Micah and I here tonight. 
“Are you hungry?” Micah asks. “I wouldn’t want you to drink without eating. I’d hate to feel like I’m taking advantage of you when I take you home and make you take this dick like a good girl.” 
“Oh, I am starving!” I reply with a sly smile, “but not at all for food.” Micah’s face lights up at that statement, and I can tell he’s thinking the same thing I am—a couple of drinks, maybe a dance once the live band starts up, and then we are out of here. The things we want to do, you can get in trouble for doing in public. He squeezes my hand and downs the rest of his drink. The live band finishes setting up and begins to play. The music here is slightly different, not a huge band on a stage or anything flashy and crazy. Think Bridgerton—string covers of popular songs. Espresso by Sabrina Carpenter starts playing and Micah leans over the table and says, “May I have this dance, sweet thing?” 
“I would be delighted,” I whisper, unable to breathe with him so close to me. 
Micah pulls me up and twirls me out of my seat. There isn’t a real dance floor, so we choose to stay put right in front of our table, in our nice, intimate corner of the room. The lights are low, the music is amazingly well interpreted, and Micah’s hand is low on my back, pressing me into him. Stomach to stomach, we sway before he twirls me out and back into him, my back lightly hitting his front. From here, I can clearly feel his hardness pressing into my back.
Instantly, electricity flies through my body down to my core. Micah nuzzles his nose into my neck, trailing kisses up to my jaw and back down to my shoulder. It feels as though he is trying to inhale my very essence, and I would gladly let him. Micah is unlike anyone I have ever met before and I find myself wanting to spend all of my time with him. And it's only been two…dates? If you can even call him taking me home last night a date? I feel that deep seated drive towards obsession ignited in every fiber of my being. It’s like a small little flame that could easily be fanned into a roaring bonfire of desire and addiction. Do I plan to stop it? Or do I allow Micah and my own inner workings to fan the flame? I guess we shall see…
“Sweet thing, if we don’t get out of here, I am going to make you put on a show for everyone in this bar,” Micah whispers into my ear, his breath hot and full of need. I feel my pussy clench as he lightly licks and nips my ear, obviously ready to take me right here and now. “However, now that I say that, I’m not sure I want to share you with anyone else. None of these people are deserving of witnessing the splendor that is your perfect body. With those perky nipples, your delicious hour-glass curves, and that pretty pink and, I’m guessing, glistening pussy.” Well, fan the fucking flames it is, I guess!
“Well, as much as I would love to watch the jealousy in everyone’s eyes as we show them how glorious we are when our bodies intertwine, take me back to your place so we can be as loud and wild as we want. Maybe you can show me some of the things you’re into…” I reply, grabbing my drink from the table next to us and quickly downing the rest of my drink. 
Micah throws some money down on the table and practically yanks me out the door. Getting to his car, my passenger side door is opened, and as I get in, Micah leans in and presses his lips into mine, snaking his tongue into my mouth. My own tongue meets his and dances in the pleasure of our kiss. I suck his tongue further into my mouth and I bite down hard. The coppery taste of blood enters my mouth and Micah hisses. “Oh, sweet thing, you are going to pay for that.” Micah closes my door and makes his way around to the driver’s side. He slides in, flashing me a toothy grin that is full of mischievous intent. “I cannot wait to punish you for that.” 
“Oh no,” I sass back, “I am so scared!” In a flash, Micah is leaning over the center console and has my chin in his grasp, forcing my eyes to his. His eyes are dark and intense. “Sweet little thing, how precious of you to sass me when I am so hungry for you,” he tuts. “You said you want me to show you what I like in the bedroom? You should definitely be scared.” Releasing my face with a slight push, his hands are on the steering wheel, and we are peeling out, headed to the suburbs just outside of the city. 
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Making it to Micah’s house in no time at all, he parks, quickly rushes out, and over to my door. Grabbing me up in his arms, I am thrown over Micah’s shoulder like a sack of potatoes while kicking, screaming, and giggling. Micah delivers a hard slap onto my ass. “I am so ready to punish you, sweet thing. The question is, are you going to take it like a good girl?”  
“Oh yes,” I breathe out. “Oh, fuck yes,” I exclaim, feeling the desire dripping between my thighs. I know I must be soaking through the lace thong I wore. As he carries me in, he rips my skirt up and rubs the tip of his pointer finger over the outside of my panties. “Soaked already, you greedy little slut. Do you like the idea of me punishing you for making me bleed?” 
Before I can respond, we are in the living room and I am being thrown onto the couch with a slight bounce as I land. “Punishments aren’t supposed to be fun,” Micah warns. The look in his eye would be scary if I didn’t think I could orgasm just from his words. “That’s ok. By the time I’m done, you’ll have learned your lesson and my sweet thing will be just that—sweet,” Micah says as he practically pounces on me like a lion on a gazelle. As soon as he straddles me, my thong is ripped off with his bare hands. My skirt is still hiked up around my waist and Micah slides his body down my legs, kissing my thighs as he goes. Once he reaches my feet, he places a kiss on the top of each as he undoes my shoes and tosses them to the floor. Sliding his hands back up my legs and all the way to my face, he gazes into my eyes with the most primal look I have ever seen. “I’m going to go easy on you and let you keep your clothes on for the next part. Don’t make me regret this kindness.” 
“Of course, thank you…uh, what’s the next part?” I ask hesitantly. A deep, dark laugh rumbles out of his chest and the answer is one word. 
“Run.”
Micah leaps off of me and I am stunned into stillness. “R-run?” 
“Yes, sweet thing. You have a thirty second head start. But fair warning, I’ve lived here a long time and know every inch of the woods out back. The sun is down and I doubt you have any notion of the paths that wind through the trees. So when I catch you, I will fuck you right where you are. You will scream so loud your throat will bleed, just like you did to my tongue. So when I say run, fucking. Run. Now, RUN!” 
In an instant, I am off the couch and out the back door. Luckily for me, I have been in those woods and did make note of a couple paths. Not that it matters in the dark, but it’s something. Trying to count slowly to thirty—to not only keep track of my head start, but to keep my nerves calm—I am through the recently mowed grass and into the line of trees in fifteen seconds. Finding the path that branches off from the one I took to get into Micah’s backyard this morning, I know it goes deeper into the thicket. I’m at twenty-five—five seconds left before Micah takes off behind me. He’s fit and slim with a wide gait, so he will be into the actual trees in a matter of seconds. Put the fucking motors on, Jolene!
I reach thirty and take off in a sprint, just to trip over a root jutting up into the path. “Fuck!” I shout without thinking of Micah possibly being able to hear me. Grabbing my ankle, I give it a quick rub before I launch myself back into a run. No time to worry about brushing any dirt off me, I see a path off to my left that looks like it might lead back towards the houses. How hilarious would it be if I got back to the house and Micah was out here searching for me. Talk about showing him how I take punishment. Ha! 
I quickly turn and make my way onto the new path, determined to be the victor. Following the winding path, I count to myself, sure to make it back to the house in twenty-five seconds. Twenty-five seconds pass, then thirty-five, and I am still zigzagging on this path. What the actual fuck? As soon as the thought crosses my mind, I hear a twig break behind me. Pushing my legs as hard as I possibly can, I strain to run faster. I realize I am just going further into the dense woodlands, and decide to take my own path. Veering off to the left, I immediately run into a thick tree trunk. “Ah, shit!” I gasp as I fall onto my back. It feels like the wind has been knocked out of me. I can hear footsteps on the packed dirt gaining on me. Rolling onto my stomach, I shake my head and turn to run again. 
Next thing I know, I am being halted by arms around my waist, my chest being pressed roughly into the same tree I had just made acquaintance with. Hot breath snakes over my neck as a voice fills my ear. “I’m not who you think I am, but he is gaining on you. Follow the path you were just on and it will lead you out of here. Don’t take any other routes.” And with that, a kiss is pressed into my neck before I feel the coolness of the night at my back where a body was just against me. 
Without stopping to think, I run back to the path I was just on and keep going fast and hard. Another crack and crunch comes from behind me and I know Micah is on me. I thought this should lead me out of the woods…The darkness is blinding, in the way only pitch black can be. Confused and tired, I slow down to catch my breath. Hands on my knees and cold night air rushing in and out of my lungs, I think back to the voice in my ear moments ago. “That voice was not a man’s voice…” I whisper to myself. 
Before I can conjure another thought, Micah tackles me to the ground. Being sure my head doesn’t hit the ground, he lands with a hand beside my chest and one behind my head. “Caught you, my sweet little prey. Are you ready to scream my name until it's literally bleeding from your throat?” 
“Micah, I don’t think we're alone out here!” I rush out. 
“Don’t worry, Jo. We are so deep into these woods, the only ones out here with us are the owls.” Before I can respond, my cropped tank is ripped over my head and I am flipped onto my stomach. “All fours. Now!” Micah demands, his voice displaying his dominance. I get onto my hands and knees as my skirt is ripped down to my knees. “Kick the skirt off, sweet thing. Expose yourself to me from behind and let me see that pussy before I claim it as my own. I am the victor of this game, and I am ready for my prize.”
Doing as I’m told, I feel Micah’s hands slide up my thighs to my ass. A sharp slap echoes through the trees and my ass cheek is on fire. “How beautiful my hand print is on your ass cheek. So red and swollen.” I know I am dripping right now, the excitement of the chase, my suspicious rendezvous with a mystery person, and his dirty fucking mouth. “We can’t leave the other side out. A punishment must be fair and equal, should it not?” Micah croons before his other hand is on my opposite ass cheek, an inferno burning not only inside of my core, but also on my exposed bottom. “Perfect. Your body is perfect, Jo. Now, let me try to ruin it.” I feel Micah rub the tip of his swollen cock on my soaking wet slit. With one hard thrust, he bottoms out inside me. His balls slap against my throbbing clit and I moan with pleasure. 
“Good girl, taking it all at once and being happy about it. Such a good.” Thrust. “Fucking.” Thrust. “Girl.” Micah is grabbing my hips so hard I swear it’ll bruise as he slides in and out of me vigorously. The sounds we are making are wet and visceral. I hear his groans harmonizing with my moans and I instantly fall to my chest, angling my ass even higher for Micah to deepen his thrusts. “Oh fuck, sweet thing, that is a good girl. Allowing me to take you as deep as I can. Tell me, tell me you want me so deep I could break you,” Micah demands, quickening his pace. 
“I-I, oh fuck!” I groan. 
“No, no, tell me what I want to hear. C’mon, sweet thing, you can do it!”
“Deeper! Deeper now!” I scream out, my voice cracking with the intensity and volume of it. A rumbling erupts from Micah's chest, vibrating his whole body so much that I can feel it in my pussy. With that, I let out a scream so loud I hear animals scamper and fly deeper in the woods. I can feel my release rush out and drip down from his cock onto my legs. Micah lands another hard smack onto my right ass cheek, then my left. Once more on each side and I am positive I won’t sit for a week. “That’s for making me bleed earlier!” Micah exclaims before a primal sound that I can’t even put a name to rings out. I feel spurts of hot liquid hitting my inner walls. 
Slowing himself to finish his release, Micah leans onto my back and I hiss at the contact with my sore backside. “Now you know what I’m into. The chase, the game, the win.” I gasp as he slides out of me, before collapsing onto the dirt. I don’t give a fuck that I am laying on sticks, and rocks, and who knows what else—I am fucking spent. As I lay limp on the woodland floor, I feel Micah massage my ass gently before placing light kisses over each one. I can see him grabbing my clothes off of the ground from the corner of my eye. 
Did he even take his clothes off? Feeling strong arms around my body, I am flipped onto my back before being lifted up and cradled. Micah is carrying me back to the house as I work hard to slow my heart rate and urge feeling back into my muscles. Micah makes it back into the house in no time, clearly knowing a path back to his house. Fucking figures. If I could roll my eyes, I would. 
Micah takes me up the stairs into his bedroom and lays me on his silky bed before pressing a kiss to my forehead. “I’m going to run a bath, sweet thing. Do you want rose or chamomile oil in it?” 
“Both…” I manage to squeak out. Rumbling a laugh, I hear Micah head to the adjoining bathroom and start the water. He is humming some melody I don’t recognize, but it calms me, nonetheless. The action feels homey and familiar. Tim used to hum while doing random things around the house. The intrusive thought jolts me up right in the bed and I cry out at the sting on my backside. 
“What happened?” Micah asks as he runs into the bedroom to me. 
“No-nothing. Sorry,” I mutter. 
“C’mon, sweet thing, let’s get cleaned up.”

      [image: image-placeholder]After a long soaking bath in Micah’s soaking tub—coupled with a back, foot, and scalp massage—I am lifted out of the tub and carried into the shower where Micah washes my hair and my entire body. I appreciate that his dedication to cleaning up after sex parallels my own. After drying off and lathering me up with the sweetest smelling, jasmine scented lotion, Micah brings me to his bed and lays me out on it. “Does my sweet thing need a drink? Or maybe a snack?” Fuck, I have never been cared for like this. “Some water with lemon, and something sweet to eat would be perfect,” I reply, stretching out and feeling sore everywhere. Seeing a slight wince on my face, Micah adds, “And ibuprofen. Be right back.” 
After I can tell he is on his way down the stairs, I stagger my way out of the bed and start rifling through his stuff. I open the drawer on his bedside table and find some lube and a fuck-sleeve that looks like a vagina on the outside. A knife is in the bottom of the drawer as well and I pull it out to inspect further. It’s a polished, silver Spider Co. knife. I flip it open and run my finger across the blade. The thing is sharp and ready to do some damage. Hmmm, for protection or playtime? Flipping it over in my hand, I see his name is etched into the handle on one side. Someone must have really cared for him to get him this—it's quite an expensive knife on its own, not to mention the added in personalization. Placing the knife back in the drawer, I flip myself over and open the drawer in the opposing bedside table. Handcuffs, a purple bullet vibrator, rope, and a flogger with a black leather handle and thin chain falls hanging off of it. Kinky! I wonder how those feel hitting skin. 
Closing the drawer, I get up and head into his closet. It smells like him. I inhale his pine and sandalwood scent and I’m reminded of the cologne I took home with me just yesterday. Looking through his shirts, I find one that is well worn in and the comfiest cotton I have ever felt. It’s light gray with a skull on the front and The Misfits across the back in white colored font. You can tell the words are chipping off from years of wear and washing. I take it off the hanger and put it on. This shirt will never see the inside of this closet again.
By the time I exit the closet, Micah is walking into the bedroom with a little tray in his hands, looking like a proper, doting boyfriend. He might not know it yet, but I think we will be placing a label on this soon. Placing the tray on the nightstand with all the kinky toys inside, I see a large glass of water with a lemon slice floating in it, a brownie and a chocolate chip cookie, and Advil gel caps. “I see you’re making yourself comfortable, sweet thing.” Micah laughs. “Don’t worry, that shirt has never looked that sexy anytime I’ve worn it.” I walk over to the tray, on what I am now calling my side, and pick up the two pills and water, taking them. Looking back at Micah, he shrugs and says, “I didn’t know which sweet treat was right for my sweet thing, so I brought both.”
“So thoughtful,” I reply sweetly, flashing him a tired grin.
Flopping back onto my side of the bed, I land on my stomach and allow the hem of the shirt I borrowed to ride up to my hips, revealing nothing underneath. My body is sore, but my mind cannot stop thinking about all of the fun things I saw in Micah’s drawer. I want to know what his favorite toy is to use, which is his favorite to be used on him, and which will bring the most pleasure. I’ve dabbled a little into the kinkier side of sex, and I enjoy being restrained, but I fucking love impact play. When Micah was punishing me earlier by leaving his red and raw handprints on my ass, it fucking hurt, but in the most pleasurable way possible. I could have let him go on forever. “Oh fuck,” Micah groans. “Is my sweet thing trying to tease me? You better be ready for what I have in store. If you think you’re sore now, just wait. You better be sure you’re ready to go for another round after all of the running, spanking, and fucking that took place earlier.” 
“I’m not scared…” I leer.
With that, Micah pounces on top of me. His eyes are dark and full of lust, and the hunger I see has my stomach tightening and pleasure building between my thighs. “Hmmm, what will it be, sweet thing? What do you like in the bedroom? Bondage? Impact? Should I plug up other holes? What is going to be the best way to ravage my little slut?” Micah asks before leaping back off the bed, throwing off the sweatpants he put on after our bath and pacing next to the bed. The anticipation has me clenching my thighs, looking for any friction I can get to quell the burning desire building within my core. 
Micah snaps his fingers and exclaims, “I know exactly what to do. You want to act like a greedy little slut—teasing me by flashing me your barely there panties earlier and now exposing yourself to me. And after I took such great care of you to help you unwind after our game. Well then, I am going to fuck you in the way a bratty, greedy, little slut deserves.”
I moan my approval at his filthy words and quickly shuck off my new t-shirt. Sprawling out across the bed, I allow every bit of myself to be exposed to him. My legs are open wide—showing my arousal, my arms out at my sides, leaving my taut nipples and aching breasts bared to him. Micah takes in the sight of me as a rumble moves through his chest. “Fuck, Jolene, I cannot get over how immaculate your body is. You look amazing, truly.” I’m a little taken aback by his sudden change from dirty hamster to genuine and sincere compliments, but the bonfire that was ignited earlier is now roaring into action. I can tell that this man is going to be my next obsession. 
Micah moves towards the drawer on my bedside table and I am giddy with excitement at what he might pull out to use. “I keep a couple things over here to use that I can access quickly in the moment.” Envy stirs in my chest as I think of how he must know what women like to have used on them in a pinch. I shake my head to erase the thoughts of other women in his bed and allow my mind to return to Micah. As he stands there, naked next to my face, I soak in the planes of his body. Each muscle so expertly defined and chiseled into his tanned skin. The curve of his ass looks like he knows just how much time to spend at the gym. His hard cock, already leaking precum from the pinkish swollen tip. His face, focused and full of desire and hunger—put there by me. I could look at this man’s body until the day I die. I glance over to see Micah grabbing the rope and handcuffs before throwing them on the bed. He glances over to me, runs his eyes up and down my body, then reaches back into the drawer and pulls out the flogger. How did he know that’s what I wanted to try most? After throwing it on the bed next to me, the chain clinking together, he turns and heads into the closet. 
“W-what are you doing now?” I ask curiously. 
“Oh I keep some extra special stuff in here…” he murmurs. 
When Micah comes out of the closet, I see a little black thing with a bright red ruby on the flat end of it. “Ummm, is that a butt plug?” I ask. 
“Oh, so my dirty little slut already knows what this is? Good girl. Such a whore, having things stuffed into that tight asshole of yours.” His praise is dirty, and degrading, and everything I enjoy. I am getting wetter by the second, just imagining having two holes stuffed while being flogged. “So by now, I think you can see what all I have in store for you, am I correct?” 
“Yes,” I breathe out in response. 
“I’m sorry…What was that, sweet thing? I need to hear you respond to me when I’m treating you like the little cum slut you are.” 
“Yes, fuck yes!” I shout back at him. 
“Oh, we’ve got a mouth on us, do we? Should I gag you as well? What a shame that would be, I do so love hearing you scream and moan while I fuck your tight and dripping cunt. Would you like to try that again?”
 “Yes, please, yes,” I calmly respond. 
“Good. Fucking. Girl.” Micah emphasizes each word as he lowers his body over mine once again. He plants a hard kiss onto my lips before breaking away and reaching for the rope. tying one end to the far right side of the four-poster bed frame and the other to the far left side. He then takes the handcuffs and places one cuff underneath the rope so that the chain of the cuffs can run over the rope, but once my hands are in them, I can only move side to side. Grabbing the next bit of rope he placed out, Micah slides down my body towards my feet, kissing all over my torso and pausing to place a kiss onto the top of my vagina. His breath ghosts over my clit and I can feel a surge of arousal. He continues down my legs until he can tie one end of the rope to the far right corner of the footboard and then the left, just as he did on the headboard, but leaving just enough length to also tie my feet. I am restrained in a spread eagle position as Micah climbs off of the bed to inspect his handiwork. 
Standing to his full height, he surveys me on his bed, open, vulnerable, and ready for him. “This has to be the best sight I have ever seen. You…laid out just for me. Your pussy is a glistening sight to behold, dripping in anticipation for whatever I deem worthy of giving it—but also knowing I would worship that fucking cunt until it drowns me.” He glances up at me as if to challenge me and my ability to squirt him until he drowns in my pleasure. I am more than happy to oblige. He heads to his side of the bed and grabs the bottle of lube. Bringing the lube with him, he leans over me and grabs the butt plug he placed down when he went for the ropes. As he leans down over me, his chest gets close enough to my face for me to suck a nipple into my mouth. The groan he lets out is guttural and ripples through his whole chest. “Oh, you naughty little thing. You just love to be a tease, don’t you?” he growls at me, quickly shifting and grabbing my own nipple in his mouth now. “Two can play that game,” he mumbles while keeping my nipple between his teeth. 
Then he bites. Hard. I cry out and buck against my restraints, pulling my hands and legs towards me in an attempt to cover my nipples, but the ropes are tied securely and I go nowhere. “Uh-uh,” Micah tuts. Then he sucks my nipple back into his mouth and his tongue lashes against it. Sucking, licking, and lightly nipping my swollen peak, I can feel the electricity building and my orgasm is close. I cry out as a huge gush of wetness surges out of me and onto his bed. Micah hums his approval and releases my nipple. I am panting already, but have no intention of letting him stop. As if reading my mind, Micah asks, “What is your safe word, sweet thing?” 
I ponder for a moment. No one has ever asked me that. They normally just treated me how they wanted and I endured it, even if I wanted to stop. If I ever did ask them to stop, it was generally ignored and made fun of later. “Cumquat,” I respond. 
“O-ok. Super weird and random, but it’ll work. If at any point you want to stop, for any reason whatsoever, you yell ‘cumquat’ and we stop instantly. No questions asked and no hard feelings. It can be as simple as you’re tired or just plain over it. Do you understand?” 
“Yes,” I reply, breathlessly. 
“Good fucking girl,” Micah groans. “Now, I am ready to fill one of your fucking holes and I will not wait any longer.” 
Micah’s fingers find my soaking wet center and he plunges two fingers into me. I clench my walls around his fingers and a growl vibrates from his chest. Pulling them out of me, I see a line of wetness from his fingers to my body. He then takes his two fingers and smears my wetness over the rounded tip of the plug. “Let’s add some lube just for fun, but, really, I bet this would be enough,” Micah says with a chuckle. Popping open the lube, he adds a dollop onto the silicone and lines it up with my puckered hole. “Take a deep breath, and when I push the tip in, bear down a bit,” Micah instructs. The next thing I know, I feel the pressure at my back door, but I breathe and allow it in the best I can. “Great job, just a moment…” And with that, Micah gently presses the plug all the way in. I feel full in the best way. “You took that so perfectly, sweet thing. You did exactly as I asked, and your body just accepted that plug right inside. My good fucking girl.” Did he just call me HIS?
Once the plug is seated inside me and I have taken a breath to adjust to the pressure, Micah is clearly feral with need. He launches himself up on top of me and instantly his tip is pressing in between my folds. He looks down at me and I nod before he is seated all the way inside me. “I wanted to feast on that dripping cunt of yours, but seeing you take that plug so effortlessly has me needing to be inside you.” He grabs my hips and places a pillow beneath my ass to lift my hips up to him. Grabbing the flogger while he thrusts in and out of me, he runs the falls over my nipples. The sensation from the chain metal is foreign, but so enjoyable. I shudder at the feel and he chuckles deep in his throat. “My little slut wants to feel these chains on her skin, does she?” 
“Fucking yes,” I rasp out, barely a whisper. Micah lifts the flogger and crashes the chains down over my tits. I cry out, “FUCK! Oh fuck, yes!” Again, Micah lifts and smacks the falls down onto my other nipple. I can feel the wetness pooling on his cock as he continues his rhythmic movement, in and out, in and out. He is in no hurry. 
Between the plug filling my ass, his cock thrusting in and out of me, and the chains whipping my nipples, I am wildly overstimulated. Lifting the flogger again, this time it comes down on my upper arm. “Shit!” I yell. 
“Do you need to use your safe word?” Micah asks with a sly grin, as if he’s daring me to use it, testing how much I can take. 
“Fuck no,” I reply, giving him a determined grin. The thrusting begins to pick up in speed as the chains fall onto my stomach this time, a couple stray ones hitting Micah’s low belly. 
“Holy fuck!” we both cry out at the same time. Pleasure rockets over me and I am orgasming with a loud cry “Micah!” 
“Oh fuck, hearing you scream my name is music to my ears. The greatest symphony of sounds, all culminating in the perfect crescendo with my name the only lyric.” He drops the flogger to the floor and grabs my hips and begins to thrust wildly. For all of his talk of a symphony, there is no rhythm or beat to his movements—just pure, animalistic aggression and intent. He is searching for his release and he will take me however he needs to in order to find it. And I will gladly let him take it.
Micah lifts my hips off of the pillow and deepens his reach. I feel him in my stomach, the pressure in my ass has me feeling like I might explode. “Another one, now!” he rushes out. “Now, sweet thing!” And so I do. I cum on command and allow his name to fall from my lips again. This word is a prayer, a sign of my blind devotion and obsession with this man on top of me. I grab his arms and dig my nails in as I gush all over his bed and cock. Just when I thought he couldn’t go any faster, he speeds up before pausing and thrusting, pausing and thrusting as his release fills me so much I can feel it start to leak out. The plug in my ass doesn’t allow for any relief of my overstimulation and I start feeling lightheaded from this evening's activities. Did I even eat any real food tonight? 
Slowly, Micah pulls out of me with a groan. He rubs his hands on my thighs to help calm me and warns, “I’m going to reach back and pull this out now, ok? Just bear down a little bit and it should slide right out.” He reaches back and I can feel him grab the jeweled edge. He twists it slightly and I bear down. The plug pops out of me easily and I breathe a sigh of relief. I am empty. Well, aside from the cum I can feel dripping out of me.
He walks into the bathroom and drops the plug in the sink before returning with a warm, wet washcloth. He unties my feet and I bend my knees towards my body in an attempt to restore blood flow. Micah undoes the handcuffs before bringing the washcloth between my legs and cleans me up. “You sure know how to soak a bed, sweet thing. I find that so wildly sexy,” he says as he grins at me. My breath is once again released from my body as I take in the sight of him. Once he cleans between my legs, he grabs the left side of the sheet and pulls it off the mattress. Then he rolls me over towards the empty side of the bed and removes the right side of the sheet. Tossing it to the floor, Micah makes his way out of the room and returns with a new sheet. He places the clean sheet onto the bed before grabbing the jasmine scented lotion from the bathroom. The last thing I remember is Micah rubbing that sweet smelling lotion all over my body before my eyes grow heavy and the room goes black.
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His Name was Oscar

Jolene, thireen-years-old


Oscar was the coolest kid at Paul Laurence Dunbar Middle School. He’s cute with brown hair and green eyes. His eyes weren’t quite as dark green as Tim’s, but they were that kind of bright, seafoam green that reminded you of the ocean. I’d never actually been to Ocean City, but it's what I would assume the water there looked like. His skin was much darker than mine because his parents came from Cuba. The day Oscar asked me to be his girlfriend when I was thirteen, I was wearing my favorite black and pink striped dress with black stockings underneath. My tights were torn from being so old and worn. Mom’s one friend, Hector, used to love to rip them off me every time I would wear them. Honestly, I almost threw them away because of him, but they were the only pair I had and luckily that was the style at the time.  
Anyways, Oscar asked me to be his girlfriend that day, and I was the happiest girl ever! Every other girl wanted to be his girlfriend, but he asked me! Ha! Jo the hoe has a boyfriend, and he’s the most coveted boy in school! After he asked me to be his girlfriend, we went to lunch and he carried my tray for me, cleaned up after me, and held my hand through all of recess. He told me I was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen and that he thought we would get married one day. 
Yeah! Married!
Later that week, we went to get ice cream together. His parents sat inside while we sat outside, like a real, grownup date. I got a scoop of mint chocolate chip in a cake cone while Oscar got a scoop of rocky road in a sugar cone. Mint chocolate chip was always my favorite, but Mom hated the smell of it, so she never let me have it in the house—said it smells like toothpaste. Oscar’s parents said, “Get whatever flavor you want, Jolene.” They had no issue with the smell or anything. They even said that I could get a topping, but I didn’t know what toppings I’d like, and I didn’t want to be embarrassed, so I didn’t get any. Oscar said that he didn’t like anything else with his rocky road because it had so much in it already with the marshmallows and almonds.
We saw three different girls from school while at the ice cream shop, and each one looked at me like I had stolen their favorite stuffed animal from their arms while they slept. The looks of jealousy and betrayal were evident in their sneers and whispers while they stared at me—not us, just me. Like I had done something wrong. But Oscar asked me to be his girlfriend, not the other way around. I couldn’t figure it out, but I had been without friends for so long that I was used to kids looking at me and whispering—my mom was basically a celebrity in town, but just not for good reasons. Being the town junkie and whore wasn’t really the kind of name you wanted to make for yourself. 
The next day at school, one of the girls I saw at the ice cream store and two of her friends cornered me in the bathroom. They shoved me into the wall, pinning my arm behind my back and pressing a hand into the back of my neck. They told me I wasn’t worthy of Oscar’s love and that I should let him be with a girl who wasn’t a freak, who wasn’t the daughter of the most hated person in town. 
Then they laughed and said, “Well hated by all the moms, but the dads seem to love her.” I knew exactly what they meant by that. Then the girls threw me on the ground and kicked me until my nose was bleeding, and I was crying. I went to the nurse, but when she asked me what happened, I just told her that I fell down the stairs. I could tell she didn’t believe me, but she never asked any more questions about it, so I guess she didn’t care either way. I laid down and got an ice pack for my face and cried until I ran out of tears. 
Later that day, Oscar found me and asked what happened. I sobbed into his arms and told him about the girls kicking me in the bathroom and saying terrible things about my mom and me. He told me he would always protect me, and that if anyone ever messed with me again, he’d make sure they got into trouble for it. I found out a week later that he went to the principal. Those girls got their parents called and were suspended for a week. I was in awe that he would do something like that for me.
After that, none of the girls ever messed with me again. I felt like I was on top of the world. Kids at school didn’t mess with me and Oscar treated me like a princess—holding doors open for me, taking me for ice cream, and going out to Orioles baseball games. He told me I was pretty every day at school, no matter if my clothes were torn or dirty because Mom had forgotten to do laundry. The days I came to school tired and unable to concentrate, he took extra notes for me and helped me with my homework after school. His parents were so sweet and always let me come over whenever I wanted, feeding me dinner almost every night.
Oscar’s mom was named Sofia and she had short, curly, brown hair and the same bright eyes as Oscar. She was super skinny—but not like my mom who just never ate—you could tell she took proper care of herself. She made this one dish that I loved so much, chicken enchiladas with a white poblano sour cream sauce, and rice and beans on the side. It was my favorite, not only because it was delicious, but it was Oscar’s favorite. When she served it, he would smile so wide it took up his whole face. I could feel his happiness radiating off of him. It made me happy when he was so happy, and I felt like I was part of his family. 
Is that why he wanted to marry me? Did he feel like I was part of his family, also? 
When his mom would drop me off, she would always kiss the top of my head and tell me to keep my head up, that things would get better and I didn’t have to turn out like my mom if I didn’t want to. I told her every single time that I didn’t want to, and she would say, “Buena niña.” I asked Oscar what that meant one day at school and he told me it meant good girl. I truly felt loved, seen, and cared for with Oscar and his family. I started daydreaming of our future wedding at school, writing notes about it on notebook paper during boring lessons. By the end of the day, I would have close to ten different notes about different aspects of our wedding. I’d draw what my dress would look like and write out what flowers I wanted in my bouquet. 
One day, I even drew what the chapel would look like. I knew Oscar and his family were Catholic and would want to be married in a church—I’d never even been in a church before, but had driven past this one huge chapel a few times and figured it would be perfect. There was a big cross on the top of the steeple and the stained glass was so intricate and colorful that I just knew it had to be the fanciest church in the whole city. I tried my best to draw it exactly. It took a few times, but I got pretty close. 
I’d put the notes into Oscar’s backpack at the end of each day. I never told him about them, but I knew he got them because the next day, when I went to put more in there, the others were gone. Maybe he was keeping them in a folder or binder for when we were older. Some days, I wouldn’t even do my homework because I was trying to draw or write out our guest list, or the reception seating, or where we should go on our honeymoon, and what the hotel would look like. I obviously decided we’d go to Ocean City and get a room on the boardwalk where we could see the big Ferris wheel from the balcony.
Oscar was my boyfriend for exactly six months and twenty-seven days. Then, at six months and twenty-eight days, Oscar came to school and told me we couldn’t go out anymore because he was moving that weekend. His dad got a new job in Virginia and they were already packing up a moving truck. He said he was so sorry and that he’d miss me forever, but he had no choice since it was his dad’s job. He said I could come over that afternoon to say goodbye to his parents and have one last dinner with them. 
After school, Oscar’s mom picked us up in her silver Dodge minivan and took us back to their house. She made her chicken enchiladas, but they didn’t taste quite the same. I’m not sure if it was because I was sad or Oscar was sad that it made them taste bad. She gave us brownie sundaes for dessert while Oscar and I sat on his front porch, eating in silence. What is there to say when the guy who said he’d marry you then just up and moves away? 
When Sofia dropped me off that evening, she kissed my cheek and rubbed my blonde hair, looking at me with such sadness. Her eyes looked at me like she was trying to see into my future—see what life would be like for me now that I didn’t have a sanctuary at their house. Knowing that look after seeing it in so many other eyes, I reached over, grabbed her hand, and said, “It’ll all be ok.” I meant it, too. Getting out of the car and walking into my house, I was already hatching a plan to keep them here with me. Oscar’s dad had a great job here, so why did he need a new one somewhere else? He didn’t, I was sure of it! Oscar was sad, I was sad, Mrs. Sofia was clearly sad. No one wanted this move, so I was going to make sure it didn’t happen.
The next morning, I asked Mom’s friend, Greg, to drive me to Oscar’s house. Greg never slept, so he was already awake when I walked out of my room before the sun was even up to ask for a ride. He was suspicious, but when I told him it was to surprise my boyfriend, he seemed to like that answer and drove me over there in his beat up, green Honda Civic. I had him drop me off a block away and then asked him to run to the store to get me some candy for later, so he dropped me off and left me there alone. I could see the sun starting to rise, so I knew I needed to be quick. Greg had taught me a few things about cars, or he’d tried to, at least. I knew that if I went underneath the car, there would be hoses and wires, and that some of them would make it so the vehicle couldn’t start. 
So, with scissors in hand, I ducked under the moving truck and started looking around.
I had been under the car for quite some time, trying to see if I could recognize anything Greg had shown me, when I heard the front door open at Oscar’s house. The moving truck was parked in the street, so they couldn’t see me under the front. I heard footsteps go around to the back and open the sliding cargo door. Once the back was open, they went back inside. As the front door opened, I heard Oscar’s dad calling for boxes to be brought down to load. I had to move or I’d be caught. Looking around frantically, I tried to slow my breathing and focus. I was so nervous I was sweating, my eyes burning from the perspiration running down my forehead. Grabbing whatever hose I could find, I cut right through it. I heard Oscar talking to his dad as he brought out a box and took it to the back. Once I heard them both go back inside, I slipped out from under the truck and ran towards the road that the store would be on. Maybe I could catch Greg there before he left and came back towards Oscar’s.
Greg found me three blocks from Oscar’s and let me into the car. “What happened with your boyfriend? Why ya running away, peanut?” I hated when he called me peanut. Rolling my eyes, I said, “We broke up,” and left it at that. A smirk spread across Greg’s face, but I ignored it, both of us knowing it was a lie. Once the car wouldn’t start, they’d stay and Oscar would be my boyfriend again! I was so excited, but I had to hide it. Greg always thought I was smiling at him when I was too happy and he would put his hands on me in ways I didn’t like. 
I didn’t hear anything from Oscar again, which was so weird to me. He wasn’t at school that next Monday, so I had no idea what was going on. Was his dad just mad and keeping everyone at home? Mom did that sometimes when she was in a mood, she’d lock me in my room for days until she wasn’t mad anymore. She told me that it was for my own safety, she didn’t want to do anything she’d regret. I always thought that was so silly, because everything she did she should have regretted. 
That Monday after Oscar should have been back at school, I went home and Greg told me that he heard some crazy news. A family that lived nearby was in a moving truck when they crashed about thirty miles outside of the city. Turns out their brake line was cut and after all of the fluid was released, they couldn’t stop and crashed into a ditch on the side of the road. Luckily, no one was severely hurt, just some bruised ribs and a little boy who hit his head and needed a couple stitches. Tons of the belongings in the back were broken, however, after not being packed in there securely. The family’s last name was Acosta. 
Oscar’s last name. 
I let out an involuntary snicker at the news and Greg caught it immediately. “You wouldn’t know anything about that would you? That wouldn’t be the family with the moving truck whose house I dropped you off at the other day, would it? Don’t you dare lie to me, Jo!” Greg was looming over me now, his loud voice booming at me. “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about, Greg,” I stammered, inching away from him. I backed into the wall and had nowhere to go. Greg stepped forward, closing me in, and leaned over so he was right in my face. I could smell the stale cigarettes and whisky on his breath, his eyes dark and full of malice. They looked glossy, like he and Mom had been doing drugs earlier. “Damnit, Jo, I said don’t fucking lie to me. You think I don’t know who the Acostas are? I knew exactly where I was dropping you off, don’t fucking play around with me!”
I’m crying now. I could feel his anger increasing and radiating off of him like heat from a fire when you stand too close—I knew his rage is about to burn me as it has many times before. Will it be literally or just figuratively this time…
Grabbing my arm, his fingers dug into me and I knew there will be little fingertip-size bruises forming—at least it’ll be high enough that a short sleeve shirt can cover them. Greg dragged me into the bedroom, past my Mom who was passed out on the couch, and tossed me towards the bed. “Bend over and wait for me to come back, Jo. Don’t even think about trying to fucking run this time. Remember what happened last time you ran…” 
Oh, I remembered. The cigarette burns on my inner thigh were still there. 
Greg turned and walked towards the closet. I knew he was grabbing his belt. It was a thick, brown leather belt with his name burned into it. He really only used it to spank me. I’d never even seen him wear jeans before to even need a belt. I was bent over the bed, waiting for Greg like he asked me to. My whole body was vibrating with fear and anticipation. I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead and tears were stinging behind my eyes. But I knew better than to let them fall and leave tracks down my cheek. That would only increase his ire towards me. 
Greg returned, snapping the belt in his hands as he walked toward me—as if I didn’t already know what was coming. “Drop them, Jo, or I’ll do it myself.” His command was gruff, yet laced with something that instinctively made my stomach churn. Forcing my tense muscles to move, I reached back and pulled down my shorts and panties, revealing my naked butt to Greg. I squeezed my eyes closed, tensing and preparing for the whipping I was about to get. “Six spankings, Jo. And you are going to count each one, out loud. Don’t move, don’t cry, and do not fucking fight me.” I nodded in understanding, unable to speak out an answer. “Here we go.”
The belt came down hard on my backside and my body started trembling immediately. “O-one,” I whispered. It was all I could do to not let the tears fall. Whack. “Two.” Whack. “Th-three.” Greg delivered two more, but the fifth one missed my butt and hit the back of my thighs. Without thinking, I stood and grabbed for my legs, the traitorous tears spilling over and streaming down my cheeks. 
“Fuck, Jo! You just couldn’t keep it together, could you? You never learn…” I heard Greg’s lighter flick as he inhaled from his cigarette, lighting it up and inhaling the disgusting, smelling smoke. 
“No, please! I didn’t mean to! I’m s-sorry!” 
By now, the tears were a river down my cheeks, but I knew that no amount of begging will change his mind. Pushing down on my back, Greg held me down as he placed the burning cigarette on the back of my upper thighs, right where the belt had just hit. 
“NO!” I screamed as I feel the burn on my skin. I collapsed onto the bed, limp and defeated. Greg delivered the final blow, but I didn’t have the energy to count the sixth lashing out loud. I was shaking hard, sobbing, and utterly depleted of energy. 
Greg sighed. “Six. I hope you learned a lesson here, Jo. That kind of behavior cannot be tolerated. It’s a crime to tamper with someone’s car like that, and you’re lucky no one was hurt. The last thing we need are cops up in this house, tearing it apart and seeing what kinds of things we have in our possession here. Do you want your mother to go to jail?” 
Yes. “N-no, Greg. No,” I whimpered out. 
“Good! Get it the fuck together, girl. What the fuck is wrong with you that you’d do something so crazy?” I wish I knew what to tell him. I just truly couldn’t seem to help it.
Greg left the room and I let the tears fall, sobbing as snot runs out of my nose, mixing with my salty tears as they trail into my mouth. I didn’t have the energy to wipe them away. My body grew hot, it felt like my blood was boiling inside of me. I could see red burning at the sides of my eyes, tunneling my vision. I was hurt, I was sad, but more than anything—I was angry. I was angry at my mom for letting these men into our house and letting them put their hands on me. I was mad at Greg, a grown man who got enjoyment from hurting a young girl. 
I was mad at the universe for putting me into this house, into this family, into this life. I didn’t ask for any of this. But this was the last time Greg would put his hands on me. 
I waited until I heard the house go silent. Sneaking out of my room and into the living room, I saw my mom and Greg passed out on the couch, bottles of alcohol and some glass pipe on the table in front of them. I sneaked out into the garage, over to Greg’s tools and grabbing the biggest wrench I could find. It’s heavy, but I hauled it into the house. Greg was slumped over to one side, my mom on the other side of the couch. Greg’s right hand was still on the coffee table, as if he was reaching for something and fell asleep before he could grab it. Using all of my strength, I lifted the wrench and brought it crashing down onto Greg’s hand, hearing bones and the glass of the table cracking under my blow. Greg bolted awake, instinctively grabbing for his hurt hand. As soon as his right hand was clutched to his chest in his left hand, I swung the wrench back like a bit and hit the top of his left hand. Greg let out a gasp and rolled onto the floor, still gasping for air. 
My mom jumped awake and off of the couch. “Wh-what the fuck?”
“I don’t want him to touch me ever again, Mom! I hate him! So I broke his hand," I reply through tears that taste like pure rage and adrenaline. 
“C-Call 911, now!” Mom stammered out, wobbling towards her room with the pipe and drugs in her hands. I followed her, calling 911, and Mom grabbed the phone from me as soon as a voice was on the other side. “Yes, my b-boyfriend was out in the garage working on his…car and something fell on him. S-send help.” 
“Is he breathing, ma’am?” the voice asked. 
“Yes, he’s fine,” I responded, rolling my eyes. It was just a couple of broken hands. 
“Help is on the way,” the dispatcher said. The ambulance arrived pretty quickly and they load Greg up into the back, rushing him off to the hospital. “Jo, you can’t just f-freak out when you’re m-mad. You could have killed him!” Like Tim? But she never brought that up. She hadn’t since the night it happened. The police never came to take our statements. I guess Greg decided not to press charges or anything. I knew Mom went up to see him in the hospital, but I wasn’t allowed to go with her, so I had no clue what she said to him or any cops that might have been up there with him. He never came back to the house, though. 
He never put his hands on me again. 
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What's in the Box?


Waking up Sunday morning in Micah’s bed is like waking up in heaven.  Is this even real life anymore? How can he be so perfect? Last thing I remember is being rubbed down from head to toe with his jasmine lotion that I love so much. I didn’t even know men wore jasmine scented anything. After stretching out for a second, I roll over and see Micah laying there, asleep. His eyes are closed, his tan skin looking as ethereal as ever in the morning light shining in from the crack in the curtains, his jawline accentuated by the shadows playing on his face. The sheets are only up to his waist, his chest and abdomen out. 
I want to run my tongue over his smooth skin and taste every inch of him. He is the most perfect specimen I have ever seen, and he is such a gentleman to me—my mind is spinning in a whirlwind thinking of how perfect our life would be together. I’ve never had a man treat me this way. I didn’t even know men could be this perfect. It’s almost too perfect, but you better fucking believe I am not questioning it for one second. I fucking deserve this!
As if feeling my eyes on him, Micah stretches and rolls over towards me. In the sliver of sunlight peeking through, his light green eyes glow as they meet mine. “Hey, sweet thing,” he rasps in his dry, morning voice. Fuck, is there anything not sexy about this man? 
“Hey, there, I hope you slept well. And I hope it's ok that I slept over, I didn’t even really mean to,” I reply with a chuckle.
“Oh, sweet thing, I have absolutely no issue with you sleeping over. Waking up and seeing you first thing in the morning—what a way to start my day.” 
“Well, I can think of one better way to start it…” Immediately, his eyes fill with hunger and his naked body is pressing against mine, his hardness letting me know he is into my plan.
After a thorough devouring of my pussy, I make my way down Micah’s body and glance up at him through my thick lashes as I run my tongue over the head of his cock. He lets out a groan and I immediately take his entire length into my mouth. I’ll admit, blowjobs are not my forte, but I crave his taste in my mouth. Hollowing out my cheeks, I make my way from base to tip, running my tongue over every vein along the way. A rumble vibrates out of Micah’s chest and I let out a hum of my own. My tongue is lashing at his velvety tip as I pop him out of my mouth with an exaggerated sound that echoes throughout the room. 
Flashing Micah a grin, I dive my face back down, taking him to the back of my throat, saliva dripping out of my mouth and pooling on his body. I let another hum, vibrating my lips on his shaft, and clearly that is the magic move. 
Next thing I know, his hands are on the back of my head and his hips are pistoning upwards, pushing his cock deep into my throat. I gag, but he doesn’t let up, so I push through and breathe as deep as I can through my nose. Micah fucks my mouth with abandon, holding my head down onto him. I can feel the bile rising in my throat from my inexperienced reflex, but I force it back down and allow him to have his way with me. Before I know it, I can taste his release on my tongue, a mix of salty and sweet heat blasting down my throat. Just when I’m sure I am going to pass out from lack of air, Micah slows his thrusts and pulls himself from my mouth. He goes limp on the bed with a satiated sigh, and says, “Fuck, sweet thing. Is there a better way to start the morning? We both got full without ever leaving the bed.” 
We take turns using the restroom before heading downstairs to find some water. “Are you hungry? Or did I already give you some protein to start your day?” Micah asks with a boisterous laugh.
“Actually, some fruit or something sweet would be ok, if you don’t mind,” I reply. I know by now that if I don’t get some food in my stomach first thing in the morning, I’ll be more likely to act out impulsively. I don’t know what it is about being hungry, but I am way more stable when my stomach is full. Life with intrusive thoughts and uninhibited actions has taught me many things, and while therapy never helped, I’ve learned my own triggers and how to avoid them. Well…for the most part. Micah pulls out some strawberries, blueberries, and raspberries, throwing them all in a bowl together and topping it with whipped cream. 
“Sweet enough for my sweet thing?” he asks. 
“Yes, perfect. Thank you so much,” I muse back to him as I pull the bowl towards me across the kitchen island. 
“Do you drink coffee?” Micah asks, making his way over to the coffee pot next to the refrigerator.
“Actually, no, I don’t really drink caffeine. Do you have any orange juice?” I reply. 
“No caffeine, huh? I could never! Caffeine is my life force. But, whatever. Yeah I have orange juice.” Micah chuckles as he starts some coffee for himself and pours me a glass of OJ, delivering it with a kiss to the top of my head. I could wake up every day like this for the rest of my life.
I finish my berry salad and juice before Micah and I head back up to his room. “Well, sweet thing, I hate to kick you out, but I need to get ready for this coming work week. Can I see you next weekend?”
He wants to wait all the way until next weekend? “Uh, yeah I guess…if you don’t want to see me sooner…” I counter with a smirk. 
“Well, who knows what this week will bring,” he retorts. “Here is a shirt and I think I have some sweats you can wear home, so you don't need to do the walk of shame out of here,” Micah says with a chuckle. 
“Oh there is no shame in my game, baby,” I refute. I stopped feeling shame long ago. Honestly, I’m not sure if shame is a feeling I’ve ever had. Is that normal? I’m sure my therapists would say no, which is why I never believed their borderline personality disorder diagnosis. Maybe I’m a sociopath. Or maybe I just had a fucked up childhood and I fucking own that shit instead of let it get me down. Who the fuck knows. 
I get dressed and Micah takes me home. On the way to my little apartment, I ask, “So what do you even do for work? Clearly you’re well off, no offense, but you must have a great job.” 
“No offense taken. I’m one of the top supply chain managers at the sugar refinery. I make six-figures a year and I’ve worked my ass off to get to the top of the chain out there.” I can see the pride glowing off of his face as he explains this to me, clearly a man who is proud of his hard work and dedication. He is so perfect, it’s kind of unbelievable. “What do you do?” he asks, sparing a glance at me from the road. 
“I work for the postal service. Nothing glamorous, but with no college degree, I make enough to live just fine. I got on with them as soon as I got out of high school, so I’ve worked my way up.” I omit the part where I sought out this job to keep tabs on an ex-boyfriend—that might be a little too much to share. 
We pull up to my place and Micah places the car in park. He leans over the center console and grabs my face in his hands. His hands are rough and possessive on my skin, forcing a gasp from my lungs. Micah pulls my face to his until the tips of our noses are touching, his lips ghosting over mine. “I’ve had the most spectacular weekend with you, sweet thing. I truly enjoy spending time with you, and I think I am becoming addicted to your body.” 
Fuck, there goes that raging bonfire of obsession inside of me. “I completely agree, Micah. I hope to see you sometime this week, but for sure next weekend,” I breathe out, my voice barely a whisper as my lungs refuse to take in enough air. Pulling me in the rest of the way, Micah kisses me with such passion I think he’s trying to merge our souls together through our lips. Swiping his tongue into my mouth quickly, he releases me and I let out a sigh. I can feel the heated flush on my cheeks, and I know he can see it based on the curl of his lips. He reaches across me to open my door, and as I slide out of the passenger seat, Micah lands a slap onto my ass. 
“Have a great week, sweet thing. We will be in touch.” He blows me a kiss, and with that, I close the door and he takes off back towards his house.
I unlock my front door and make my way inside, hanging my keys on the hook next to the door and dropping my purse to the floor. I head into the kitchen for some water, but am stopped short when I see a bouquet of marigolds sitting on my countertop. Those were not there when I left. I don't think I’ve ever even bought marigolds before. I walk over to the vase and find a note sitting there with them. 
For my Goldie. One of these days, those eyes will shine for me and not someone else. 
“What the actual fuck?!” I say out loud to no one—or maybe someone is still here. I make my way into the living room, then the bathroom, then finally my bedroom, searching for any other signs of someone having been here. I knew someone was here a couple days ago, then there was someone who pushed me against the tree in the woods last night. Do…do I have a…stalker? 

      [image: image-placeholder]When I arrive at work on Monday morning, I head straight into the office. I’ve been here a long time and the supervisor has always had a crush on me—I even let him finger me in his car one night after we all went out drinking—so I know what I’m about to request is going to be allowed. “Hey, Dave. I’d like to put in a petition for a route change. I’d like the Lansdown route, please.” 
“Oh, ok, Jo. Put it in writing, but yeah, go ahead and take that. Kim called in sick today, anyways, so I’ll let whoever comes in for her know. Whenever she comes back, I’ll let her know you two switched,” Dave replies. 
“Perfect, thanks!” I say, flashing a flirty smile for added effect. 
“You know, I’d love to—”
“Gotta get to work, Dave! Thanks again!” I interrupt before he says something horrid like asking me out on a date. I head over to the truck that sets for Lansdowne and help finish loading it, ready to head to Micah’s neighborhood for the day. 
I head into the neighborhood and start filling mailboxes. It’ll be a while before I’m at Micah’s house. I wonder what kind of mail he gets—I guess I’m about to find out.
Delivering mail is pretty boring, but I do get to listen to true crime podcasts while driving around town, so it’s not a bad gig. Monotonous, but everyone needs mail so I don’t need to worry about losing my job. Plus, I have holidays and weekends off. 
As I’m making my way through the neighborhood, my mind goes back to walking into the house yesterday and finding those marigolds on the countertop. Goldie. What kind of nickname is that even? Because I have blonde hair? Not very original, if you ask me. The flowers were quite beautiful, and I do find the idea of having a stalker exciting—I mean considering I’m normally the one obsessing and stalking. Hopefully, I don’t make them mad. If they’re anything like me, I’ll end up with my brakes cut or my house burned down…I shudder at that last thought. 
I finally arrive outside of Micah’s house and notice a car in the driveway. It’s the same one as last time, the one who’s tires I slashed. “Hmm, I figured he’d be at work. I guess it is lunch time,” I mutter to myself, grabbing his mail. It’s kind of nice how close he and his sister are. I never had siblings, so those are relationships I’ll never get to have. I look back and see a package with his name and address. I’ve been doing this a long time, and even the most discreetly shipped packages start to have discerning features. I notice the return address on the box and realize it's from an online sex toy store. Ok, my interest has peaked. I wonder what new toys he got that we can use. 
I grab his set of mail and run up to the front door to place it out there. I give the door a light knock then rush back to the mail truck. I linger for a moment, acting like I’m looking for the next delivery of mail. From the corner of my eye, I see the door open and Micah emerges with no shirt on and some gym shorts slung low on his hips. Is it weird to hang out with your sister topples? I guess not for a dude. 
I finish with that street and park, making my way into the woods that line the backyard. Taking the path I already know from once before, I find myself looking at the back of Micah’s house. From here, I can actually see them at the dining room table with drinks in their hands and the brand new box of sex toys on the table. Together, they look inside before his sister pulls out a blindfold, a ball gag, and a large red dildo. Siblings looking at sex toys with each other. Sure, this is a thing…right? This doesn’t seem quite normal, but I guess I’m not really one to know what constitutes a normal family. It’s not like I’ve ever had a good example of, well…anything. Out of nowhere, my phone rings on full blast. 
Looking down, I see Dave’s name flashing across the screen. “What the fuck does he want?” I murmur, frustrated at the intrusion. I glance back, just as I’m about to take off back down the path. Neither are any the wiser of my presence. Even knowing they can’t see me, I swear I can feel eyes on me. I take a quick look around, but see nothing but trees. My brain is so strange sometimes. 
Making my way back to my truck, I answer the call from Dave. “What’s up?” 
“Hey, Jolene! I was curious if you wanted to grab some lunch. I just so happen to be near your route and they just opened a new deli close by.” Ugh, this motherfucker is persistent!
 “Um…I don’t know Dave, I still have quite a few more stops before I leave the area. Rain check?” I answer, not even trying to hide my exasperation. 
“Oh…ok then. Another time.” His disappointment is evident, but I wasn’t actually lying. 
My little pit stop to peek in on Micah has set me back a bit on my delivery times, and I pride myself on the pace I deliver mail. Not obsessively, of course…
I finish up my deliveries and head back to the postal office to drop off my delivery truck and grab my car. My mind is spinning from what I saw through Micah’s back window today. Why wasn’t he at work in the middle of the day? Is his sister always over at this house? When is he going to use those toys on me? I get home, park my car in my spot on the street, and head inside. I open the door and step inside, placing the keys on the hook—like I always do—and dropping my purse onto the countertop. The marigolds from my stalker are still sitting on the countertop in a vase with the note right next to it. I know I should be more freaked out about having the idea of someone watching me and finding their way into my house, but honestly, I’m not. I’m really quite intrigued by the idea. What in the world did I do to garner someone’s interest enough for them to follow me, break in, only to leave gifts and notes? Is there really another person out there in the world who is as obsessive and crazy as me? I sniff the flowers before walking down the hall into my bedroom, then straight through into my adjoining bathroom. I need a shower, and I think I’d like to go check up on Micah again once it gets dark. 
I crank up the water to the temperature I love so much—hot as fucking lava—and undress. I can see the bathroom already filling with steam from the water, fogging up my mirror. I walk over and wipe across the glass so I can look into the mirror, and as I do, I see a masked person standing behind me. All of the air in my lungs leaves in an ear piercing shriek as I whip around. No one is there. Ok, I am NOT crazy! I run into the bedroom, but no one is there and my bedroom door is still closed. Ok…maybe I am crazy. Shrugging, I go back into the bathroom and shed my clothing before stepping into the water. I let out a hiss as the water hits my skin, but then step under the stream and let it wash over me. This day has been a little weird, but I’m not going to let that get me down. I have a fun idea bubbling up in my brain, and I’m hopeful that Micah will be able to make it all come to fruition.
After lathering up my hair, conditioning it, then washing away the sweat from trying to make my deliveries in the timeline I had set for myself, I turn off the water and step out into the fogged-up bathroom. I debate on a glance in the mirror, but I’m still freaked out by seeing someone behind me earlier. I walk right past it and into my closet for some comfy clothes. I grab my favorite plum purple leggings, a black, cropped t-shirt and throw on some slip on tennis shoes. I quickly spritz on some of Micah’s cologne before throwing my golden tresses into a messy bun on top of my head. Grabbing my phone, I shoot a text to Micah to see what he has planned for the evening. Luckily for me, a response comes in pretty quick, informing me that he has plans to go play poker at a friend’s house. Perfect.
Once I get an idea, it’s really hard for me to not become hyper-fixated. Even if I know something is wrong morally, once I get it in my head that I want to do it, I have no choice but to see it through. Therapists tried to call me OCD so many times I thought they were really trying to convince themselves and not me by the end of it. Like what if there isn’t a label to put on me and I’m just wired some weird way? Do I have to be something or have something? It used to drive me crazy how everyone always wanted to diagnose me with something, but none of these “professionals” could ever agree on what. I remember one time Mom had multiple therapists all come into a session and try work together to determine what was going on in my head. Good fucking luck, cunts. 
I made it to Micah’s neighborhood and parked a few houses down from him, close to the path that led to his backyard. Keeping to the woods, I quietly made my way down the path in the cover of the foliage and the setting sun. For how fancy his house is, he has shit security. Maybe the idea of living in the suburbs, with trees surrounding each house like a little fortress, makes him feel safe enough that he never saw the need to invest in it. I could clearly beg to differ, as I quickly and easily pick the lock on his back door and enter the dark house. No neighbors could possibly have seen me with the trees on either side of the house. Security cameras would be the only way to catch an intruder. Rich people are so weird in their inherent security with the world around them. 
I enter the pitch black house and take a moment to let my eyes adjust to the lack of a single bit of light on this moonless night. Who doesn’t leave a single fucking light on when they go out in the evening? Maybe he doesn’t plan on coming home tonight…The box I delivered with the sex toys is still sitting on the dining room table. Rummaging through, I feel the massive dildo and take it with me up to his bedroom. It’s a soft silicone that wobbles around in your hand with a suction cup on the bottom. I’ve seen videos where someone suctions it to a mirror or the wall of a shower, gets on all fours, and fucks it. 
That could be fun!
I make my way upstairs to Micah’s room. Flipping on a small lamp, I then pop the floppy, red, makeshift penis onto the large floor mirror that faces the bed. I set my phone up at just the right angle to see me head-on, but also see my ass in the reflection of the mirror. I take one of his large, hardback books from his shelf and place it behind the phone to keep it in just the right spot. Fuck, this video is going to be so fucking hot. 
Micah’s closet is open, and my curiosity gets the best of me, so I head on in. Flipping on the light, I can tell he was in here not too long ago and didn’t put things back in their spot. Who doesn’t put their shit back right away? That would make me crazy to come home to. I see a box on the floor and bend down to investigate. I flip the lid off and see all sorts of trinkets—movie stubs, concert tickets, Polaroids photos, and a photo album. Pulling out the album and opening it up, I am greeted by Micah’s smiling face. As I flip through the pages, I start to find pictures of a short, yet mouth-watering, curvy woman. Her light brown hair is medium length and her style is unique. She wears just the right amount of makeup to accentuate her features. Her clothing shows that she prefers comfort, but is confident enough to make yoga pants and t-shirts look flawless. It’s her eyes, though—so crystal blue they make me feel like I am looking into the clearest blue ocean waters imaginable.
This woman is captivating. She is like a fiery little vixen wrapped in a body that makes my hands want to trace every curve and explore every inch. I cannot take my eyes off of her. I keep flipping and there she is, in almost every photo. They are kissing, hugging, laughing, playing games at the harbor, or taking a selfie at the IMAX in the science center. They look so happy together. But it’s the last page where I stop and my jaw hits the floor. A full spread of boudoir photos, some half naked and a couple fully nude. This woman is perfection—her skin is flawless and her eyes make me want to drown in the waters of her soul. 
I grab the album and bring it out to the mirror where the bright red, silicon penis is waiting for me. I am overcome with desire as tingles of electricity surge through my body and hit my core. I can feel the heat radiating from my center as I throw the book down and quickly undress. Suddenly, I get a flash of an idea. I grab the mirror and silicone penis, still wiggling around as I move back towards the closet. I grab a belt off of a hanger and close the closet door. Slipping the tongue of the belt through the metal buckle, I create a little makeshift noose. Slipping the door open just enough, I put the very end of the belt in the door and close it again, securing the belt at the right height for me, with the mirror leaning against the door. I slide the phone over to its new spot facing me and the mirror's reflection.
Getting down onto all fours and slipping my homemade noose around my neck, I mentally prepare myself for one hell of a self-induced orgasm. 
Autoerotic asphyxiation is dangerous—people have died, or caused strokes or brain damage, all by choking themselves. 
But the danger, the rush, the potential high of the orgasm have me looking past all of the well-known risks to my health and life. I’ve never choked myself, but I’ve been choked enough by others to know the euphoria you can experience before, during, and immediately after you orgasm. I lean onto my left hand and trace my right hand down over my pebbled nipples, giving them a hard pinch. Just that little lean away from the closet door has the belt tightening around my neck already. A pleasure-filled moan escapes my lips as I slide my hand in between my slick folds. 
Bringing my gaze down to the photo album, I am drenched at the sight of this siren—pulled straight from the blue waters of the most exotic islands and placed here to draw me to my own demise. Her tits are perfectly round and large enough to rest above her perfect hourglass waist. Her hips widen out to an ass that would make the peaches of Georgia wither in defeat. All I can think about is how juicy it would be to sink my teeth into those perfect cheeks, before worshiping her the way a siren of the sea deserves. 
My fingers are working my clit hard and fast now. I know that there is no need for lube to slide this massive cock inside of me. Placing my right hand down next to my left, I align my center with the bulbous, crimson head jutting out from the mirror, pointing straight at me. Shit! I almost forgot to start my phone! I hit record on my phone’s camera, then thrust my hips back, seating the dildo as deep as it can go in one swift move. 
The sound that leaves my body is feral and needy. Rocking my body back and forward, while rotating my hips, I hit the sweet spot inside of my silky walls. I angle my upper body forward and down to keep the pressure tight on the belt around my neck. I can already feel the light headed sensation tingling around in my brain due to the constriction on my airway. Keeping that same movement and momentum, I find myself staring at the photos of his mystery woman, who Micah had the pleasure of seeing, feeling, and tasting. A mix of desire and envy bubbles in my gut, and I take the feeling out on the dildo suctioned to the mirror. My pace increases, my fingers dig into the hardwood floors, and sweat beads on my forehead. I place a finger on one of the nude images of the woman who has stolen my attention and I imagine that I am touching her smooth skin. 
I am struggling to take in full, deep breaths, but I refuse to let up on the tightness of the belt around my neck. I let my eyes drift close and envision my siren goddess’ hands are the ones dominating my airflow, choosing to restrict my breathing while holding my life in her hands. I love the dynamic of being dominated. The power I have of allowing someone to do potentially dangerous things to my body, knowing it brings us both enjoyment, while still having the ability to stop everything with one word. It’s a high. Or maybe that high is from the lack of oxygen to my brain at this moment.
The tingles that signal an imminent orgasm start in my toes and quickly trail up into my pussy. As I scream out my release, I feel myself squirting all over the dildo and onto the mirror—some of it splashing back onto my ass and thighs. Dropping onto my elbows, I gasp, my breathing labored. I need to get this belt off before I pass out and choke myself to death. Struggling, I push myself back up and sit back onto my heels, instantly feeling the rush of air surge into my lungs. I am so lightheaded I fall back against the mirror, knocking into the soaking wet dildo, my release still dripping down the glass. I yank the long end of the belt out of the door frame, loosening it enough to slip it back over my head. I am panting so hard, but I am high as a fucking kite. Involuntary laughter escapes my sore throat, and before I know it, I am cackling like a crazy person—which after choking myself, a therapist might agree I am. 
Reaching across, I hit the button on my phone to stop the recording and then close the album. I place my sweaty forehead onto the book and promise myself to find out who this woman is, to one day worship her body in a way no man ever could. I pull myself away from the mirror and get dressed. At first, I want to leave the dildo where it is and make my exit, but then my brain takes over and I am forced to clean up after myself. After washing the mirror and the no-longer-new toy, I grab up my phone—and the photo album—before dropping the dildo back in the box, making my way back to my car, and then home. 
This night certainly did not turn out how I expected. I think I may have found my newest obsession. 






  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Gilded Glory


Since breaking into Micah’s house and recording myself fucking the dildo on the mirror, I have gotten off to the video like three times. And it’s only been three days. This mystery ex-girlfriend of his has been on my mind since seeing her in that photo album. The album that is currently sitting on my bedside table. The album that has seen me touch myself a few times, also. I am a woman mad with desire for this siren who’s song has breached my ears and entwined its notes around my brain.  
Work has gone by in a haze, constantly seeing my goddess of the sea and wishing she would just come and drag me down into the sweetest death one could endure. I know I’m prone to obsession, but something about this feels different. Something about her feels familiar, yet I know I have never seen her before. I think of her and immediately feel the blood rush between my legs—a feeling that isn’t foreign for me towards women, but also isn’t ever this instantaneous. 
Micah has texted me a few times, asking to make plans for this weekend. I agreed to meet him Sunday for brunch at my favorite spot, the Blue Moon Cafe. Saturday night, I have plans to attend the annual Baltimore at Midnight Masquerade Ball, held at the M&T Bank Exchange. The huge building will be decorated from top to bottom in the year’s theme—this year is Gilded Glory, so gold everything—with everyone putting on their fanciest outfits and masks. The drinks are flowing with tons of hors d’oeuvres to keep you just buzzed enough to bid in the silent auction, but not wasted enough to throw up or cause a scene. 
Micah informed me that he will not be attending the ball, so I will be going solo. I’m used to going alone, I normally use it as an opportunity to bring someone back home after a night of dancing and drinking.
Friday after work, I am in a rush to get home and start planning my outfit for the ball. I park and get inside, dropping my purse and keys on the counter before grabbing some water. It’s hot as hell today, unusually so for early September, so I feel super dehydrated. After downing my ice water, I rush into my bedroom to start looking through what I have in the closet so I can create a list of what I’ll need to go purchase. 
As soon as I open my bedroom door, I am halted by the sight before me. My entire bedroom floor is covered in marigolds. There is a handwritten note sitting on top of the, now open, photo album. The book is open to the last two pages, the ones solely featuring my siren in all of her glory.
Goldie, 

Clearly someone has caught your attention. I’m getting excited imagining what you’re doing while looking at these photos…

Enjoy your newly gilded floor.

- Your Secret Admirer

And it was notarized with a deep, peachy lipstick stain.
Gilded floor? What a coincidental choice of words, considering the party tomorrow night. Does that mean she will be there? My mind is spinning with all of the thoughts and meanings behind this interaction. I’m getting more and more intrigued by my stalker, and who they might be. The note sounded excited at the idea of me looking at someone. But if they’re stalking me, they must know about Micah. Also, why am I not scared or upset at the idea that this person has now not only been in my apartment, but in my bedroom, touching my things? Fuck. Am I crazy like everyone always said?
After picking up all the marigolds and placing them in a vase on my dresser, I pop into my closet and start scouring my clothes to see if I have anything acceptable to create a gilded outfit. I do have some masks in different colors—black, purple, red, silver, and gold—so maybe black or purple would go with a gold ensemble. However, purple and gold are the colors of our football team, and I do not want to be thought of as a football fanatic while out looking like a gilded snack. So black and gold it is. 
After deciding none of my current selection of clothing will do, I hop in the car and head out to shop for a dress that is befitting of a golden goddess. I mean, my new nickname is goldie, right?
It’s Friday evening, so everyone is out and about. I head to a few tried and true stores that sell fancier attire. Luckily, the first store I stop at has the perfect gown. The strapless, sweetheart neckline accentuates my cleavage perfectly while the bodice resembles a corset that is covered in gold lace with a filigree pattern. The cups of the bodice have a nude lining underneath, but the lower part that covers my stomach is see-through and hugs my curves perfectly. The dress is tight fitting all the way down the hip where a thigh-high slit cuts through the silk skirt, allowing my long, toned leg to peek through. I feel like a goddess, like a golden globe statue, like I am going to be able to take home anyone I desire! I decide to go with the gold mask I already own and wear a pair of black stilettos.
The next morning I wake up and go about my normal Saturday routine. Eggs, toast, and orange juice for breakfast, as per usual. People think it’s so weird I don’t drink coffee or energy drinks, but the caffeine either gives me terrible anxiety or puts me into a manic state, so I steer clear. Mental health matters, ya know? You might be a little messed up in the head, but if you have tools and tricks to handle it, then you’re the real baddie in my opinion. That shit is hard as fuck to deal with on the daily. Some days, I thrive in spite of my brain, while other days, my brain gets the better of me. I like to think of that as balance.
After a shower, I sit down for a bit and try to see if I can’t sus out a little more information on Micah’s ex. I can’t exactly Google curvy, sexy, siren babe, well, unless I want to end up with some pretty interesting images—and I’m not opposed to it, but I have a clear mission. I start by checking out Facebook. Maybe if I find Micah, I can find out who she is based on his friends. He still has her photo album, so maybe they ended on good terms and would still be social media friends? Ummm, what the fuck is Micah’s last name even? Have I never even realized I don’t fucking know the man’s last name? We’ve fucked multiple times! Get it together, Jolene!
I grab my phone and shoot Micah a text.

Hey, sexy! How’s it going? I just realized I never learned your last name. Maybe we should exchange that sort of information, ya think?



Ok, sent. Well fuck. What do I do now? Heading to my room, I lay out my dress, shoes, and hair and makeup products I’ll need for later. Then I flop myself down on the couch with a tequila soda and lime to watch a Ted Bundy documentary when a text pops in from Micah.
 
Micah: Looking for my full government name, huh? Doing some recon on me, sweet thing?



Yes, and you didn’t answer my question…The fuck?

Why yes, yes I am. Is that a problem, or are you just a fuck boy?



Ok, that might have been a tad aggressive, but why would he be dodging the question if he wasn’t hiding something? Or am I just being paranoid? Fucking brain, doing anxious brain things again…dammit!

Micah: Woah, woah! I don’t like the idea of you thinking of me as just a fuck boy. That means you can fuck other guys, and I haven’t decided if I’m ok with that or if I want that sweet cunt all to myself.


Well then, I guess you better decide here soon, hon. Because tonight I am going out looking like a fucking goddess, and every man and woman at the party will be wanting to come home with me. Too bad you won’t be there…


Micah: Listen the fuck here, if I find out you took someone else home tonight, I will make sure they never fuck anyone—let alone you—again. Then I’ll make it so you can’t walk for a week.


So, are you claiming me as yours, then? Are we exclusive now? Or are you just being a greedy, possessive asshole? You still haven’t told me your last name. You have no claim over me.


Micah: Jolene, I fucking swear, I do not like to share. Do not test me, or my temper.


I might be being bitchy, but who the fuck does he think he is? I shut off my phone, not even responding, refusing to continue this clusterfuck of a conversation. He doesn’t get to claim me but not officially say we’re exclusive—especially not if he’s going to be fucking dodgy about his last name. And what about this temper? Who does he think he is? A sex god, maybe. But the fucking dude from the cat and mouse duo? HA! I close my eyes and release a sigh while flopping my arm over my face. That conversation was exhausting. I am not a piece of property you get to lay claim to without putting in any of the extra effort. I will take that whole fucking party home tonight if I want to. Until Micah asks me to be his and he says he is mine, I will fuck who ever I want, whenever I want. If I wasn’t so blind to red flags, I’d say this conversation was one. But considering I run towards red flags, I’m always left questioning myself. Don’t girls love a possessive man? Shouldn’t this be hot, or turn me on? All it does is leave a bad taste in my mouth, like something toxic waiting to poison me, waiting to kill me…

      [image: image-placeholder]It’s go time! Party starts in a couple hours and I want to make sure I have more than enough time to get ready. I ended up falling asleep and the nap was perfect to help me waste time, to make sure I didn’t get into any sort of angry and obsessive state, and to give me that boost of energy to be on my feet all night. Plus, you know, after-party activities. I already showered, so I get started on my hair.
Heating up my curling iron, I dab some styling product on my hands and run it through my hair. Getting a head full of curls doesn’t take me too long. I throw it up into a clip, letting the majority of the curl flow over the top and leaving a few out to frame my face. Makeup goes on next—a dark smokey-eye with some gold flecks of glitter lining my lashes and placed across my cheeks and chest like glittering freckles. A mauve lipstick finishes off the look, lined expertly to accentuate my full and luscious lips. 
I grab out a black, silk thong, and forego the bra since my dress has a built in corset. Slipping on the thong, then my dress, then my stilettos, I make my way over to the mirror and take myself in. Taking in the sight of myself, my breath catches in my chest. I am a sight to behold, a golden, shimmering goddess who is ready to bring heaven to anyone she deems worthy. I tie on my gold mask and my ensemble is complete for the evening. 
I would devour myself from top to bottom. Snapping a quick picture on my phone, I shoot it over to Micah then turn the phone back off immediately. I don’t know what his plans are tonight, but he is going to regret letting me out alone. Especially after the macho man bullshit he pulled earlier. Like any other woman, I like an over the top possessive man, but only once he earns it. 
Micah may fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before, but it’s going to take more than that to own me—to claim me as his own. I’ve made that mistake too many times in the past, given myself to people fully and found out later they did not deserve it. I’m not a narcissist, but I do know what it’s like to be taken advantage of and I refuse to be that weak bitch again. 
I order an Uber and head to the cabinet for my bottle of Teremana tequila, pouring myself a quick pregame shot. Under the liquor cabinet I have my limes, so I cut one and use it as a chaser. Ok, one more for good measure. By the time I take my second shot and grab my black clutch to hold my key, ID, ticket, and cash, the Uber is here as I head out to party the night away. 
This ball is my absolute favorite event of the year. I have never missed one since they started throwing these annual masquerade parties four years ago. I was twenty-six when I attended my first one and I ended up taking home a thirty-five-year-old single dad—who I later found out was not at all single. He made the mistake of giving me his number, so I traced it and found his address. 
During a little evening stalk session, I saw him and his wife, who had a huge rock on her finger, leaving with their kid. I was pissed he lied and pissed he used me to cheat, so I wrote her a little note and sent it in the mail. Inside, I put screenshots of messages we were sending each other and some very salacious images, also. I never checked back in on them to see what happened. I was too pissed and didn’t want to do anything too crazy since they have a kid and all. 
Each year, I’ve found someone to take home or go home with. Men, women, I couldn’t care less what you identify as. Once I have my sights set on you, I am getting what I want!
Arriving at the ball, I see the place is already swarming with people, all dressed in their very best attire. What a glorious sight, seeing normal, everyday people all dressed up in gowns and suits. The masks are always my favorite touch, adding a bit of mystery and secrecy. People can’t quite tell who you are, so you have a bit more freedom to act however you like. Plus, you don’t know for certain who you are dancing with, or talking to, or making out with in the bathroom hallway. Are you a judge? A construction worker? Or, in my case, the person who delivers your sex toys and erectile dysfunction medicine to your house? 
The Uber driver pulls up and lets me out. I pay him through the app, leaving a nice tip since he didn’t seem bothered by my aloofness—I was lost in my thoughts the entire drive. I hate when drivers feel the need to fill the silence, they just end up making it awkward. If I wanted to talk, I would. Walking up to the historic building that was once a bank, I take in the large arched windows and brown pillars that frame the exterior doors. The inside is magnificently renovated with marble flooring throughout and a large open floor area that takes up the majority of the massive first floor. 
I hand the usher my ticket and head into the heart of the building. The dance floor is lined with a table hosting a full array of bar products while another large table full of finger foods and snacks. Smaller tables are scattered throughout the space for people to congregate around while they are mingling, eating, or just taking a break from dancing. Two balcony levels overlook the main floor area, helping patrons spread out and have more intimate areas to hangout, or make out—as many end up doing at events like this.
Bodies covered in gold with faces shrouded in masks walk in the entrance and head to the dance floor. Music is already playing and people are already mingling. I head straight to the bar and order a tequila soda with lime. Taking a sip of my liquid courage, I glance around the room and take it all in. The lighting, the historic ceiling, the gold decor all strategically placed around the room, and of course, all of the beautiful, gilded bodies. Masks of gold, black, purple, red, and silver adorn the faces of the partygoers, and I wonder who all is in attendance this evening. 
I finish my drink and catch a few sets of masked eyes looking my way. As I drop my drink onto the tray of a waiter walking by and head out onto the dance floor, I wonder who will come up to dance with me first. A tall man in a gold, suede suit jacket with black slacks makes his way over to me. His blond hair is cut short and his face is covered in a black mask, only his green eyes showing through. He fills out his jacket nicely and I wonder what his body feels like underneath it. At this moment, looking at this mysterious man stalking his way towards me, Micah is the furthest thing from my mind. The man chose to not wear a shirt under his jacket and I can see the inked skin of his chest, making my mouth water. 
He walks right up to me and places his hand across my lower back, pulling me in tight against his body. Leaning in close, he whispers into my ear, his breath hot and with a slight scent of vodka. “Did you come alone tonight, beautiful?” he asks. 
“I did. I find parties more enjoyable when I don’t have a date dragging me down,” I reply with a chuckle. He spins me around, taking in every single inch of me as he does. 
“I see. And does the beautiful and highly independent lady plan on returning home alone?” he asks me, hunger shadowing his eyes. 
“That depends on if I find anyone interesting enough to leave with,” I retort. His hand on my back is pinning me tightly to him as we sway with the music. I run my hands up and down his arms, taking in the feel of the suede and tracing the lines of his muscles. He seems pleased by the interest I have in his body, a slight smirk turning up the side of his lips. When the song ends, he offers to grab me another drink. 
While I agree, I have no plans on actually drinking it. Women have been drugged here before—rumors being they were drugged by very prominent men in attendance. No fucking thank you. As the blond haired man walks away towards the bar, I follow him with my eyes, watching his peachy ass in his slim cut pants. The man definitely has a nice body under that outfit. 
Next thing I know, I feel the warmth of a body press up behind me—soft and supple flesh alerting me to a woman against my body. A voice I instantly recognize speaks into my ear. “I was hoping to find you here tonight, goldie. You look absolutely stunning.” It’s the voice from the woods behind Micah’s house, the one who pinned me against the tree during our game. Silky, glove-covered hands rub up and down my arms. “I noticed you as soon as you walked in the front doors. It seems others have also noticed you, too. I’m not sure I like their attention on you,” she says. 
“Well that’s just too damn bad. I came here tonight with the hope of some after-party shenanigans taking place.” I scoff at her audacity of having an opinion on who pays attention to me. 
“Goldie, none of these peasants are worthy of your body gracing their bedsheets. That man at the bar, staring at us incredulously? He may have a nice physique, but you can tell he is a selfish lover and would never worship at your feet the way a goddess like you deserves. I would drop to my knees right here, right now, and go to church between your legs if it wouldn’t get us both kicked out and banned. Even then, it would probably still be worth it.”
Her words have me clenching my thighs with desire. Who does she think she is? “That’s awfully forward of you, don’t you think? You don’t know anything about me or my body,” I breathe out, clearly affected by her words. Quickly, I’m spun around and facing my masked stalker. She is petite, maybe 5’3 at most. Her body is the epitome of a curvy hourglass figure. Her breasts are large and juicy, her waist small, accentuating her hips and ass. She is in an antique gold colored pant and jacket set with a black bustier that just covers her nipples peeking out from the deep V cut of the silk jacket. Her black pumps add to her height, but she still only comes up to my shoulders, and I am not a tall woman by any means. Her face is covered with a black, silk mask, only her bright blue eyes can be seen—along with her perfectly, peach pouty lips. 
Leaning in so there is only a breath between us, she says, “Oh, goldie, I know so much more about you than you can imagine. I’ve been obsessed with you for quite some time now. But since I watched you destroy that car last week—cutting the tires and smashing the window? That is the work of an unhinged bitch. I instantly knew you had to be mine. Your darkness matches my own, I can tell already.”
Before I know what is happening, her lips crash against mine, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I find my own instantly joining in this dance of carnal passion. My knees feel weak, and even though I’m sure every eye in the room is on us, I could not care for one second. I am caught up in a tidal wave of wanton desire. It’s like her kiss has me under a spell and I am completely under her influence. When she pulls away, I catch myself instinctively leaning forward for more. “So eager. Don’t worry, goldie, there is more where that came from. But for tonight, let me leave you with this. Micah is not who you think he is. He may not have shown you his dark side yet—or maybe he has—but either way, he has one and it's not like ours. He is dangerous, and his love will end up hurting. Don’t fall for his perfect charms. Please. Don’t let him tame you. Don’t let him put his leash on you and cage your fire.” 
“Wh-what? What do you mean? How do you even know him?” I stutter out in response. 
“Just trust me,” is all I get in response before she places a chaste kiss on my lips, turns, and walks away from me.
I am stunned into stillness. Physically shaking my head to snap out of it, I follow her. She is walking fast towards the doors and the crowd of people makes it impossible to catch up. I see her shuck off her shoes as soon as she is outside and take off down the street. Instead of making myself known, I decide to follow her silently, without her knowing. Two can play at this stalker game. I’ve been doing it for a long time now. She turns down an alleyway and I slow, so she can’t hear my footsteps. 
Walking up to an old apartment building, I see her go inside. There is a fire ladder that runs from the street to the roof, so I wait at the bottom for a light to turn on to find out which is hers. Once I see a light flick on, I take the ladder up to the third floor. There is a window already open to let in the late summer breeze. How perfect could this be? I love it when it’s easy. These apartments probably don’t have central heat and air, they are quite outdated, so it’s not uncommon for windows to be open for circulation around this time of year. 
Sliding the window up slowly, I peek my head in. It’s her bedroom, but I see a closed door with a light on—probably the bathroom. Stepping in quietly, I pad over to the door and place my ear against it. I can hear a shower running. Perfect. I make my way into her closet and shut the door. The closet isn’t deep, but it’s wide. I back myself up against a side wall and hide behind a bunch of clothing. Slowing my breathing, I settle in to wait. After some time, I hear the bathroom door open as the light shines brightly into the closet. She must be grabbing some clothes. 
Frozen, I don’t even dare a glance to see her face. The door closes and I sigh out quietly. Unsure of what to do, I stay put for a few more moments. Suddenly, everything goes black. She must have turned the bedroom light off. I move from behind the clothing towards the doors of the closet.  
There is a gap where the doors don’t meet completely. I can see her outlined by the soft glow of a lamp near her bed. I still can’t make out her face, but I can see her body in the halo created around her by her light. She looks magnificent, outlined like that. She is wearing an oversized t-shirt and no panties. I can tell because she has the covers completely thrown off to one side, her knees bent and spread wide to each side, revealing the most beautiful pussy I have ever laid eyes on. I catch sight of her hands running up her body under her shirt. From the way she is breathing and arching her back, I am guessing she’s grabbing those amazing tits she teased tonight under that suit coat. 
Fuck, I am so turned on right now. I can literally feel my lust pooling between my legs.
I hike my dress up and slide my lace thong down my hips, carefully stepping out of it. The slit in the dress gives me amazing access to my own wet center. I can hear her moaning as I watch one hand slide from under her shirt to in between her legs. Using her middle finger, I see her dip between her folds and gather some of her arousal. She slides her finger up to the sensitive bundle of nerves near the top of her already glistening pussy. She begins rubbing in slow circles, teasing her clit. I match her movements and pace with my own finger. 
Struggling to keep my breathing quiet, I glance around in the dark closet and locate the panties I just discarded. I hook the toe of my shoe into the side of them and flick them up into my free hand, wadding them up and placing them into my mouth. Confident my sounds are more muffled, I return my attention to the sight before me. Her middle finger is now inside of her, pumping in and out slowly, as her other hand has moved to her clit, doubling her stimulation. Again, I match her movements. I want to feel what she is feeling. I want to imagine that her fingers are actually touching me and not herself. 
I watch as the woman who has me under her spell adds another finger into her dripping cunt. She is pumping quickly now, her fingers glistening under the light each time she pulls them out. The fingers on her clit have picked up in speed and I hear her groan out what sounds like my name. Her hips start bucking around on the bed, helping her fingers work deeper as she chases her climax. I can hear the sounds of my fingers moving in and out of my very wet center. The sound only increases my need for a release. 
Not until she does. We come together, or not at all.
I can taste myself on my panties as the wetness from my saliva mixes with the wetness that had already soaked into them when I first saw this beauty exposed to me on her bed. Her body is even more impeccable without clothes than it was under her outfit at the ball. She almost reminds me of Micah’s ex from the photo album, but she is a little thicker, her hair is longer, and her skin is definitely more tan. Still, I feel like she sings a similar siren song and has me headed right for the deepest depths of desire. Her hips lift off the bed and she screams my name out. I allow my own release to flow through me, feeling it drip down my legs, a few drops falling onto the floor of her closet. I remove the panties from my mouth and wipe my legs up. I go to put the thong back on, but decide to drop them on her floor, a little surprise for her to find later. I can hear her panting as she gets up and goes to the bathroom. 
Unfortunately for me, the lamp is in such a place that her face is shadowed and I cannot make out who she might be. Once she is in the bathroom again, I make a run for the window and back down the fire escape. I book an Uber to take me back home. What a fucking night. Stalking my stalker was not on the list of after-party shenanigans, but I am obsessed with finding out who this woman is, how she knows Micah, and how she knows me. 
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Her Name was Hallie


I had my bisexual awakening as a freshman in high school when I was fourteen-years-old, like I feel many did around that age. The school year was about two months in when a girl named Hallie McNeil introduced herself to me. It wasn’t a secret that I didn’t have many friends. Growing up in a small town where everyone knows everyone, meant everyone knew everyone’s business. So my mom, and her shenanigans, were well known by all. Even if I wasn’t weird and dark and twisty, other parents didn’t want their kids to be around my house, and they certainly didn’t want the daughter of the town whore at their house. In case I, I don’t know, seduced their husbands—like being a whore ran in my genes.  
Dumb, but whatever. 
Hallie was a cute, perky, red head with blue eyes, but blue that actually looked silver. She wore her hair in tight ringlet curls like that one famous child star from back in the black and white musical movies—Shirley something or another. She had a constellation of freckles cross the bridge of her nose and another under her right eye—the only color on her smooth, pale skin. For someone with such bright features, she had her goth alternative aesthetic figured out perfectly. Black lipstick, winged eyeliner, black skinny jeans that I swear she painted onto her legs, and an array of band shirts—each one cut up so perfectly that even though you know she worked hard on them, they gave off an air of effortlessness. 
It’s not to say that I hadn’t noticed her, I just never really paid much attention to anyone. So imagine my surprise when Hallie walked over to me one day during lunch and introduced herself. I was sitting in the quad against a wall. I had my headphones in and I was drawing on my sketch pad. I was working on my bubble letters so I could head to the underpass near my house when it got dark and tag the wall. Spray paint was my new favorite way to express myself, and honestly I was getting damn good! I had tagged a broken down fence, a train car, and a wall in an alleyway. I had been eyeing this open spot in the underpass for days now, but with all of the other graffiti there, I had to make it good! Then here came Hallie, and my world flipped upside down.
“Hey! You’re Jolene Moore, right?” Hallie asked, her voice sounding more like a Disney princess and not the all black wearing girl in front of me. 
“That’s me. Why, what do you want?” I replied as I removed my headphones, not trying to hide my annoyance at being interrupted. 
“Um, rude. My name is Hallie and I always see you here sitting alone, so I wanted to introduce myself. But now I kinda get why no one sits with you.” Her eyebrow lifted and a smirk tugged at the corners of her lips. My eyes instinctively moved to her jet-black lips. She flashed me a shit eating grin full of pearly white teeth when she noticed. Her canine teeth were a little crooked, but it didn’t take away from her beauty, in fact, it added to it. “What are you drawing?” she asked as she plopped down next to me. 
“I’m working on a tag so I can go spray paint the underpass near my house tonight.” Her eyes lit up and she raised her gaze to mine. I know she wanted me to invite her, but why the fuck would I? I just met this chick and the more people I had tagging along, the more likely I was to get caught. Didn’t she know graffiti was illegal? Why would she even want to be involved? 
Right on cue, and saving me from this awkward interaction, the bell rang. Hallie jumped up immediately, as I sat and continued to draw. “Welp, see ya later!” I waved flippantly, hoping she would just take off to her next class. I have study hall after lunch, so I was in no rush to go anywhere. Mr. Gabbart didn’t actually take attendance, and he definitely didn’t care if I showed up. I guess it helps when your mom had slept with a few of your teachers. I used to hate the fact that my mom had relationships with people at my school, until it started benefiting me. Like having a study hall period right after lunch, all thanks to the guidance counselor who came over and snorted blow off of my mom’s tits. 
Hallie didn’t move. 
I glanced up at her, rolled my eyes, and then put my headphones back in, clearly done with this conversation. 
Hallie plopped back down with a huff. “You don’t have many friends, do you? I can’t imagine you do, with how fucking RUDE you are!” she yells right towards my ear, like I can’t hear her or something. 
“Dude! What do you want from me? You want an invite to come with me tonight? Don’t you have some voodoo doll to pin or something?” I chuckled at my own quip, ya know, because she’s all goth and witchy looking. 
Rolling her eyes, Hallie yanked the cord on my headphones, popping them out of my ears. “I don’t mess with voodoo dolls. I make freezer jars instead!” Her grin is both sarcastic and proud. Color me intrigued. “And yes, to answer your question,” she continued, “I would like to come with you tonight! I’ve never spray painted anything before! I could bring a little something extra to enhance the experience.” Hallie tossed me a wink, like I’m going to find her irresistible. 
I guess it worked because I groaned and replied, “Fucking fine, Jesus Christ! But if you get us caught, I will tell everyone what a weird little witch you are, with people's pee in your freezer, or whatever you said.” Clapping in excitement, Hallie leaned in and planted a kiss on my cheek before grabbing my hand in hers. Taking my pen that was resting on my sketch pad, she wrote her phone number on my palm, then took off without another word. 

      [image: image-placeholder]I finished the day with no sign of Hallie and headed home like normal. Mom was working at the bar tonight, so getting in and out would be no issue. I enjoyed having an empty house, considering that when Mom was home, there was always some dude, or group of dudes, here. I loved being able to enjoy my privacy and silence. I made something to eat, then grabbed my cell phone, dialing in Hallie’s number. 
“Hello, hello!” A cheery voice rang out through the speaker. 
“I have never met someone who dresses so dark but sounds so fucking cheery. It's wildly unnerving,” I responded. “Anyways, I’ll be headed to the underpass at the train tracks near the Liberty Motor Sport dealership around 9:30. The sun sets at 8:30, so it should be plenty dark by then. I already have all the paint I need, so just meet me there. I’d tell you to wear black, but judging by today’s outfit, I think you’re already dressed perfectly for some illegal activities.” 
“Ok! I’m so excited! I’ve never done this before! Thanks for letting me tag along.”
“Whatever. See you then,” I responded, rolling my eyes even though she couldn’t see them over the phone. I hung up, got to work on homework, and passed the time cleaning up from Mom’s bender last night with whoever the man of the week was. I no longer felt the need to get to know any of them, they never stayed around long anymore. 
I changed into some black sweatpants, a tank top, and threw my black zip-up hoodie over top. Throwing up the hood and pulling it over my face, I grabbed my bag of paints and headed out the door. I popped in my headphones and blasted I Will Possess Your Heart by Death Cab for Cutie on my way there. I loved spending time on the train tracks. It was eerie, yet peaceful. The tracks held mystery and freedom, both things I had none of. It was exhausting to have my business out there all the time. People just loved to gossip. I mean, look at how many magazines and tabloids lined the aisles at the grocery store. What’s better than gossip about people you don’t know? Gossip about people you do—and everyone knew Shannon Jenkins. My mom was our town's Amanda Bynes, or Lindsey Lohan. A hot mess that you just couldn’t look away from. 
I was lost in thought, standing dead center in the tracks and staring out into the void, when a warm body came up behind me and pressed their body into my back. I startled, yanking my ear plugs out, and heard Hallie giggle. “Lost in thought, eh? What in the world does Jolene Moore think about when no one is around, hmm?” 
“Oh, just how dumb little goth girls are when they wanna feel big and bad, standing around while someone does something illegal in their vicinity.” I shook my head and grabbed my bag, walking over to the underpass. 
Hallie followed behind me. “Ya know, just because I’ve never done this before doesn’t mean I’ve never done anything illegal. You’re not the only one with secrets.” 
“Hon, I have no secrets. Everyone knows me, knows my mom, knows my life. Don’t try to act like you haven’t heard the rumors, it’s not a good look,” I respond dryly. 
“Ok, you’re right. I do know about you and your home life. But I can bet you have plenty of secrets hidden under those golden waves that try to hide what’s going on in that mind. Wanna tell me one?” She moved so close to me that I could feel her tits press against me with each breath she took. “Not really.” I reached down and started pulling out paints.
“Here!” Hallie reached out to me with a little white pill in her hand. 
“What, because my mom is a junkie, I have to do drugs, too? What is your deal?” I asked, pushing her hand away from me and grabbing the can of black spray paint, giving it a hard shake. I uncapped the can and got to work. I spent the whole rest of the day perfecting the image I wanted to tag in this very spot. A skull with flowers in the eye sockets. I’m not totally sure what it was meant to represent, but the image would not leave my mind until I got it down on paper perfectly. Once the idea was there, it had to be seen to fruition. I was moving all over the place, making lines and shapes, taking up the whole empty space on the wall. 
“Just give it a try, Jolene. This isn’t like the shit your mom does. This is Molly, and she will take you to a whole new level and this whole experience will be ten times better! What could it hurt to try once? This isn’t like meth or coke—you won't be addicted after one try.” She stepped towards me and placed a hand on my cheek. “Trust me, this will help you feel the freedom you so long for. Not forever, but at least for a minute. I saw the way you were looking down the tracks, I know a look of longing when I see it.” With that, she slid her hand down to my chin and gently pressed her fingers into my cheeks, encouraging my mouth to open. Instinctively, my tongue popped out, giving Hallie exactly what she wanted. “Good girl,” she breathed before placing the pill onto my tongue and releasing my face. She handed me her water bottle and I downed the pill. “It’ll be no time at all before you start to feel it,” Hallie said, smiling from ear to ear. 
My eyes were wide as I stared at her; confused by how I was feeling, how she is making me feel. Letting out a breathy giggle, Hallie leaned in and pressed a light kiss to my lips. “It’s going to be an amazing night, Jolene. Thank you for letting me come out here with you. Now finish that graffiti before the pill kicks in too hard.” I go back to my skull, shading and enhancing the sunken cheeks and eye holes. Grabbing my bright pink paint, I got to work on the flower eyes. 
Once I was finished, I dropped the paint can on the ground and spun around to take in the sight of the whole underpass. Every inch of concrete wall was tagged and covered in art from other people. It was a beautiful sight to behold. The different colors and styles of art were all brought together on this canvas out in the middle of the city, yet contrasted by the wildness of the wide open space of the train tracks as they extended beyond in both directions. My head and body were tingling. The colors looked so bright and vibrant. I ran my fingers up my arms and laughed at the tingles under my skin. 
“There she is,” Hallie said, a whisper in my ear. Her breath was hot against my face and I sighed at the contact. The cool air mixed with the heat as she spoke against my skin sent a rush through my body. 
The next thing I knew, Hallie was pushing me up against the wall of the underpass. Her lips pressed to mine and she lightly bit my lower lip. I moaned into her mouth before kissing her back. My tongue ran along her lips and she opened for me, letting my tongue in and tangling it with her own. Her body was pressing into mine so hard, yet she felt so soft at the same time. The street light down the road from us flickered and it was like a switch was flipped in me. I shoved my hands into her red curls and gripped tightly, pulling a hiss and a moan from Hallie’s lips. Her hands found my zipper and pulled it down, exposing more of the chilly night air to me. She grabbed my tits over my thin tank top as she kneaded and massaged me. I could feel my nipples pebbling under my bra as desire built inside my core. Using her hair, I yanked her head back and exposed her neck before crashing my lips onto her throat, biting and sucking without caring if I left a mark on her. I could feel her throat vibrate under my lips as she moaned out my name. Hallie slid a hand down from my breast and under the band of my sweatpants. 
“Wait! I’ve never been with a girl before,” I said, quickly grabbing her hand and stopping it from descending any further under my pants. 
With no response, and keeping eye contact, Hallie shook my hand off of her wrist and continued under my thong, cupping my pussy in her hand. “The heat coming off of you tells me you are definitely willing to at least try. What are you scared of? That you’ll like it? If you hate it, I’ll stop. But trust me, you won't. Molly has that effect—every sense is enhanced. Sight, hearing, taste…” She placed her lips on mine and slid her tongue in my mouth quickly before breaking the kiss just as suddenly as she started it. “Touch…” Sliding a finger through my slit, Hallie let out a groan. I matched it with my own guttural sound. “Oh, Jolene. You are soaked, pretty girl. Is that all for me?” Her voice was dripping with desire as she tapped her finger against my swollen clit. Tap. Tap. Tap. “I asked you a question. Is this pussy dripping because of me?” 
“Y-yes,” I breathed out in response as I plunged my hands back into her hair and yanked her head back. My lips came down onto hers and I forced my tongue into her mouth once again. Her finger started circling my aching bud and I released her hair, gripping her ass punishingly. 
“Ah!” Hallie hissed. She took the finger that was circling my clit and slid it through my wetness again before thrusting it inside my center. She immediately added in another finger and a moan erupted from the pits of my soul. 
“Oh my God, Hallie! Yes. Fuck yes.” She was pumping in and out of me as I slid my hand up under her shirt and bra. Her nipples were rock hard and I pinched one between my finger and thumb, rolling it and pulling on it. 
Out of nowhere, I felt my orgasm race through me. Heighted by the drugs we had taken, I could feel the wave of pleasure race across my entire body—my hairs standing up on my arms and neck, colors bursting to life behind my closed eyes, my throat constricting as a pleasure-filled scream left my lips and echoed between the walls and ceiling of the overpass. Hallie forced me to ride the orgasm out until I was panting, and sweat was building on my brow. As soon as her fingers slipped out, I brought my mouth down onto her nipple and bit it. 
“Fuck!” she screamed. I eased the pain with gentle sucking and licking. My free hand gripped her ass again as my mouth sucked on her nipple and my hand massaged it. “Yes, Jolene. Don’t you dare stop!” I nipped with my teeth again and then soothed the hardened peak with my tongue. One final harsh grip of her ass had her groaning out her own orgasm into my neck. We stood there, a panting mess, just staring at each other. “Like I said, if you hated it, I’d stop. Clearly, you enjoyed that.” A smirk lifted at Hallie’s lips before she pressed a gentle kiss onto my mouth. “Let's get out of here before someone tries to join us,” she said with a laugh, glancing around to make sure we were still alone. We grabbed up the paint cans and headed back to our own homes, laughing and chatting the whole time—high off Molly, life, and each other.

      [image: image-placeholder]Hallie and I were basically inseparable after that night. I basically did what I wanted, so I had her over every night. After hanging out and going home a couple times, she started sneaking out and staying over until her alarm went off around 5:00 a.m. to sneak back into her house. 
We hooked up basically every night. She taught me how to use my fingers on her, where she liked me to rub and how hard and fast she liked me to move my fingers inside of her. 
The inside of a vagina is a wonderful thing. 
It’s not that I’d never touched myself, I’ve gotten off by rubbing my clit plenty of times. Finger banging myself was never a favorite of mine, just because it was so much more work. For Hallie, I loved the feeling of the inside of her soft, wet, velvety, spongy walls. It’s the sound she makes though—the little whispery, moaning, whimpers she squeaked out in her Disney princess toned voice—that made my heart flutter and my pussy spasm. I could listen to that sound, knowing it was made by my touch, until the Earth burned away, and we were nothing but dust blowing in the wind.
Was that too much? Nah.
It wasn’t only the sex, though. Hallie was funny, she was smart, she’d take the little food we had in the house and find a way to turn it into something you’d actually want to eat. Like when Gordon Ramsey told the contestants on Master Chef to elevate a dish, that’s what Hallie did. She elevated my spirit, my mindset, my entire life. Smitten? Is that the weird fucking word adults used? Because I’m pretty sure that’s what I was feeling.
Deeply struck by strong feelings of attraction, affection, or infatuation.
Check, check, and check! 
And I knew it was real, because I felt this way even when we weren’t rolling on Molly—which we did quite often. The other day we took two at once, and we were fucking high as can be. We both orgasmed so many times. That was the night she taught me to use my tongue. She even brought over a dildo and we played with that, too. I’d never used one before, and was surprised that it felt a lot like a real dick. 
Hallie and I were working on homework after school one day when she randomly blurted out, “I’m gonna take you to a party tonight!” 
“What?” I responded. “I don’t wanna go to some dumb party where everyone is going to be drunk and fucking all over the place. That does not sound like my kind of scene at all. Can’t we just stay home and get high instead?” 
“No, Jo! You never hang out with anyone except me. Let’s go out and be wild with the other kids, like normal high schoolers.” 
“I don’t know, Hallie. No one really likes me, anyway, and I’m fine with that. People will just see me and talk shit.” 
“It’ll be fine! Here, take this, and stop worrying!” I took the pill Hallie handed me and swallowed it down with a big gulp of water. What could it hurt?
Hallie and I changed into some cute clothes from my closet. I could already feel the Molly kicking in and easing my worries. It was literally impossible to feel bad when you were rolling your ass off. Hallie called up one of her friends, I think his name was Chris, and he came to pick us up. Mom was asleep in her room and would be heading to her shift at the bar later, anyways. Plus, it’s Friday…who was I kidding, she didn’t care what I did any day of the week! 
We got into the car and headed to the party. Chris kept looking at me in the rearview mirror, which was weird and had me shifting in my seat uncomfortably the whole drive there. He asked me innocent questions like how old I was, and what I did for fun after school. Apparently, he’s a junior at our school, he’s sixteen, and he skateboarded. He’s best friends with Hallie’s brother, and that’s how she knew him.
We arrived at the party and it was wild. How did people get away with having loud house parties and not getting the cops called on them? Before getting out, Chris looked back and handed me another pill. I’ve taken more than one at a time before, so I enthusiastically grabbed it and popped it into my mouth without a second thought. Chris handed me his already opened beer to wash the pill down. 
Ok, cool. I’ll be able to just sit, chill, and vibe. This will be fine. Inside the humongous house, I slid my ass onto the first couch I could find. This second pill seemed to be kicking in pretty fast, so I made myself comfortable and prepared to just chill and ride it out. The music was bumping, and I could feel the vibrations through the seat of the couch. Hallie headed into the kitchen to make some drinks. I didn’t normally drink, scared to end up a drunk like my mom, but tonight, I decided to make an exception. 
Chris walked over to me and handed me a drink. “Hallie found someone to chat with for a minute, but wanted me to bring this to you,” he said with a smile. His teeth were super white and straight, with a dimple forming in both cheeks. His high cheekbones, brown eyes, and sandy blond hair made him quite handsome. 
“Thanks,” I replied, reaching for the drink. My arms felt so heavy—I laughed as I struggled to reach out. Grabbing the drink, I placed it to my lips, and it ended up spilling a bunch down my chest. The low cut top I was wearing had my cleavage bursting out, the liquid puddled where my tits were touching. I glanced down and burst out laughing. 
Chris leaned over and said, “Here, let me help,” before plunging his face into my chest and lapping up the spilled drink. 
“Oh shit, dude,” I slur, “that was so fucking funny! But now I’m all sticky. I should go clean up.” 
“Let me help you to the bathroom. I know there is a private one upstairs in the master bedroom.” Chris grabbed my hand and lead me upstairs. 
I stumbled my way into the large master suite, Chris trying to help hold me up. What was in that pill he gave me? Ecstasy has never made me feel this way. Chris went over to the shower and turned it on. “N-no. Just a little blotting with a towel and water from the sink sh-should be f-fine,” I muttered. 
I was already sliding my shirt off. Seeing me struggle to unclasp my bra, Chris came over to help. My tits sprung free and Chris’ eyes dropped to them immediately. I’ve never been referred to as skinny, but curvy in all the right places. My thighs were thick, hips and ass, too. My tits were on the larger size, making my waist appear smaller than it really was. I was average height, and maybe a little higher in weight than most girls would like, but I enjoyed every inch of my curves. I could see as his eyes darken with lust, taking in my bare chest. I tried to cover up, but my arms felt like they were filled with lead. I let out an involuntary giggle at the struggle to do something so simple. 
Chris laughed and grabbed a hand towel off of the rack next to the sink. Getting it wet, he wiped between my tits, then moved the towel over each nipple, flicking them with his finger tips before throwing the towel into the sink and turning the water off. The shower was still running, steam filling up the room and clouding the mirrors. The heat was making it feel stuffy and hard to breathe. 
I turned to walk out, needing to get out of the bathroom, but Chris grabbed my arm tightly and spun me back toward him. “Thanks, b-but I’m ready to go find Hallie now.” 
“Well Hallie told me how good you taste, and I’ve decided I’m going to find out for myself. She was bragging to her brother and I the other day.” He moved in closer to me as he kept speaking, making it even harder to breathe as he closed the space between us. 
“She told us how she’s been teaching you. How she’s your first lesbian experience. You should have seen how hard we were after she got done telling us all about how she made you scream out her name.” His breath was hot and smelled of alcohol as he spoke directly into my face. He was running his hand up and down my arm, almost soothing where he grabbed on to me. “Don’t worry, it’s not like she’s your girlfriend. You can sleep with other people and it won't be cheating. Hallie isn’t one to be exclusive, anyways. She seems sweet, but she’s just another slut ‘exploring her sexuality’ by fucking everything that moves. Typical slut, if she can validate it by calling it some trendy ‘sex-positive’ term. She doesn’t have to admit she’s just a slut who wants her cunt filled however it can be—dick, fingers, tongue. And apparently, you’re no different.” He grabbed my ass and pulled my body into his, grinding his hardness into me. I tried to push off of him, but I was too fucked up and weak at this moment. 
Weak. A feeling I hated more than anything in the world. 
“Jo, it’s fine. I bet if I slide my hand into that dirty little cunt of yours, it’ll be soaked. Don’t try to fight it just because you don’t wanna be another slut getting fucked while high and drunk at a party. I bet Hallie is out there getting railed by someone right now, not even worried about where you are and who you’re fucking.” I heard the bedroom door open and sighed, knowing it must be Hallie coming to look for me. I turned to look, but didn’t recognize the guy who walked in. He looked familiar, but I knew I’ve never seen him before. 
“Damon, you ready for this? Hallie has hyped this little cunt up so much, I sure hope it doesn’t disappoint.” Chris said before moving to the shower and shutting off the water.
“So, this is Jo? I see you two have already gotten started. Fuck, those tits are just as nice as my little sister said they were.” So this was Hallie’s brother. Fuck. I knew what was going to happen. Should I fight, or just let them? I doubted I could do much in this state. My body felt so heavy, I think I could sink into the floor and never get back up. 
I wish I could. 
Damon was behind me, running his hands up my thighs, up my waist, before grabbing my tits. “Her nipples are hard already. She wants this, little slut,” Damon whispers in my ear. 
“P-please. Just don’t. L-let me g-go find Hallie and l-leave,” I begged, struggling to make my words come out coherent. 
“C’mon baby. You’re gonna love this!” My skirt was ripped down my legs and both guys groaned in satisfaction at my naked body. 
Normally, I would fucking love this. I would get off to this admiration and appreciation of my body. But not like this. Chris grabbed my legs and Damon grabbed under my arms. They carried me to the bed before lying me on my back. Both guys stripped down and stroked their cocks at the sight of me naked on the bed. I could feel my head shaking back and forth, my words not coming out, but needing them to know I am saying no. 
“Hold that head still before I shove my dick into it and force it still,” Damon growled at me. “I mean, I’m gonna stick my dick in it, anyways, it’d just be easier if you cooperated.” I was trembling. I lost my virginity—well, aside from Tim—the summer before freshman year started, but I’m still pretty inexperienced with sex and sucking dick. How was I going to handle two cocks at once? Where would they even put them? By now, I was crying. 
Chris flipped me over onto my stomach as Damon moved up to my head. Lifting my hips, Chris placed me on my knees, but I dropped back onto the bed as soon as he let go. “Fuck, clearly that ketamine pill on top of her Molly has her way too fucked up. We’re gonna have to work harder for this,” I heard Chris say. 
Damon spat into his hand and rubbed it over his cock. Chris lifted my hips again, keeping hold of them this time, and slid his tongue through my center. “Fuck, she tastes amazing, bro. Get back here and give it a taste.” Damon hopped off the bed and next thing I knew, I felt a tongue lick from my clit to my asshole. 
“God damn! That is one tasty pussy!” Damon went back, licking, and sucking, and devouring me from behind. I could feel my legs shaking, my body tingling. I was willing myself not to get off, but before I knew it, my body betrayed me and I orgasmed so hard I felt like I started peeing. 
Good. I hope I peed all over his fucking face. 
“Dude, did you see that! She fucking squirted on me! That is so fucking hot. This little slut is just like her mom. No matter who is fucking her, she loves it! Did you know my dad has been with her mom? Now, I’m with the daughter. Like father, like son, I guess!” He laughs before dropping my hips and coming back to my head. 
Chris grabbed me hard, lifting me back up, and spit onto my pussy. “One. Two. Three!” they say in unison before shoving their cocks into me—one in my pussy, one in my mouth. 
Both guys were ramming their cocks into me with lust filled movements. I could taste my tears falling into my open mouth as Damon choked me with his cock, shoving it as deep in as he could before ripping out and repeating. Chris was thrusting into me with as much speed and force as his body could muster. I could feel myself gagging around Damon, but that only seemed to spur him on more. It felt like they went on forever, but that could have just been all of the drugs. 
“Fuck, bro. I’m going to come,” I heard Chris say. 
“Yeah, dude. Me too. Let’s come together,” Damon replies. 
Next thing I knew, hot cum was being shot down my throat and I could feel the contents of my stomach trying to force their way up. 
“Don’t you dare fucking throw up!’ Damon said before slapping me. I felt Chris shoot his load into me before letting me drop onto my stomach. Chris ran his tongue up my slit, and I could feel him sucking at my entrance, then he came up to my face, forcefully turning my head to look at him. He squeezed my cheeks until my mouth opened, some of Damon’s load still in my mouth, and spit his cum onto my tongue. “Taste all of us together, little slut,” he says before taking his turn to slap me. 
“F-fucking rapist ass-assholes, getting off together like a couple of fucking l-lovers…” I muttered before everything went black. 
I woke up naked in a pitch-black room. The thing about alcohol is you tend to black out and not remember. The thing with drugs was, you generally remembered everything the next day. 
Luckily for me, I never drank anything, so I remembered Chris and Damon raping me, Hallie ditching me after promising me a fun time. I remembered hearing that she told them all about us and knew they wanted a piece of me. I got up, got my clothes from the bathroom floor, and snuck out the front door. People were passed out all over the place. I stepped outside and saw Chris’s car was still parked. Remembering what Greg taught me about hot-wiring, I started his car and drove to my house using the back roads, the whole time plotting my revenge. I parked a half mile from my house and ditched the car. 
These motherfuckers were gonna go down for what they all did to me at that party.
I got to school on Monday with a plan ready to go. I ignored Hallie all weekend, pissed at her for even bringing me up to them to ignite their fucked-up fantasy. I walked into the school and headed straight for the quad. I found Hallie, Chris, and Damon all sitting together. “Hey guys, sorry I ditched out all weekend. I was embarrassed I didn’t remember anything after getting so fucked up,” I stated, trying to sound shy and ashamed. 
They all glanced at each other and I could tell they felt relieved. “It’s cool, we didn’t do much. Some asshole stole my car from the party and parked it out in the woods. Stupid fucking prank got me grounded for the weekend!" Chris exclaimed. 
“Man, I’m so hungry. Mom didn’t grocery shop this weekend,” I groaned. 
“You guys go grab some muffins for us from the cafeteria,” Hallie says. 
“Would you go with and grab me a coffee? You know the way I like it. I’ll stay with the backpacks,” I told Hallie. 
“Sure, babe.” She smiled before the three of them went off. I could see them whispering and laughing to each other as they headed off, probably discussing how lucky they were I ‘didn’t remember anything’. I grabbed the baggies of drugs I stole from Mom and quickly planted them in their backpacks. I grabbed some meth to put in Damon’s, and coke to plant in Chris and Hallie’s bags. I made sure to plant a decent amount, so it would look like an intent to distribute to other students. Mom would be upset when she needed more, but she’d have no idea why it ran out quicker than usual. They returned and the bell rang, sending us all in separate directions. 
Instead of heading to class, I headed straight to the principal’s office. “Yes, Ms. Moore? What can I do for you this morning?” Principal Andrews asked. She was a young woman, probably in her early thirties, with long, black hair and a slim frame. She was kind, but took no shit. 
Wringing my hands nervously, I replied, “Well, I didn’t really know what to do…but I knew I had to tell someone…” 
“What is it? You can tell me anything, you know that.” She walked over and closed the door to her office. Gesturing for me to take a seat, she walked behind her desk and sat down, folding her hands and looking at me intently. 
“Well, I heard a few kids talking…about something they had brought to school…” I was dragging my words out, like I didn’t want to tell her. 
“Go on,” Principal Andrews prodded. 
“Drugs. They have drugs with them. Hard ones,” I rushed out.
 “Who?” she asked quickly, getting out a pen and paper to write the names down.
 “Hallie and Damon Lewis, and Chris Stephenson. Said they have them in their backpack. I know Hallie has more at home, I heard she brought pills to a party on Friday and was selling them to kids, also.” 
Principal Andrews wrote down what I said, then stood and clapped her hands. “Ok, thank you for this information. We will be looking into it. Don’t worry, we won't tell anyone where the information came from. You did the right thing this morning, Jolene. Thank you.”
I spent the whole rest of the morning wandering the halls and hiding out near the office so I wouldn’t miss the show. About an hour later, the cops showed up. The principal met them at the front and they headed to the lockers. I followed sneakily behind as they headed to the lockers in the junior wing of the school. They broke open both lockers at the same time, being only a few away from each other, and started pulling shit out and throwing it on the floor. They got the backpacks out and searched those, pulling out the little baggies I planted in the side pockets of their bags. 
They pocketed the drugs. One officer went with the principal to collect Damon and Chris, while I followed the other to Hallie’s locker. I pretended to get a drink from the fountain as her locker was raided, before a baggie was pulled out and pocketed. The officer waited for the principal, who showed up with the two boys in tow, before nodding to her and heading to collect Hallie. Chris and Damon saw me, and I gave them the most devious, shit-eating grin I could make. I wiggled my finger at them, before flipping them off and turning on my heel to head towards the office again. 
All three kids were led into the principal’s office before coming back out in handcuffs and getting placed into the cop car. “What’s happening?” I heard kids whispering as a crowd started to form. 
Before the door closed to the car, Hallie caught my eye and a look of shock crossed her face. I waved at her and blew her a kiss, before cackling like the Joker, grabbing my stomach in exaggeration at her demise. 
The next day at school, the only topic of discussion was what happened to Hallie, Damon, and Chris. The rumor was that my tip off of her selling drugs was relayed to the cops and her room was raided, and all of her ecstasy pills were found in her drawer. It was enough to sell to the whole freshman class. Damon’s room was searched as a cautionary measure and his ounce of weed was found. Chris just had a nugget of weed and a large bong in his room. 
All three were expelled from school. Chris and Damon’s fathers brokered a deal to send them to military school in Annapolis in lieu of a juvenile detention sentence. Hallie was, however, being sent to juvenile hall before she would be later transferred to an in-patient rehab facility. 
None of them would ever forget my fucking name after that, and none of them would ever dare to mess with me again.
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RIP Shannon Jenkins


It’s been a few days since the masquerade ball, since Micah royally pissed me off with his macho, dominating,  I own you shit. Listen, I love being dominated—in the bedroom—but if he wants to tell me his is the only dick I can have inside me, or that I can’t fuck whoever I deem worthy, then I’m gonna need some exclusivity on his part, also. And he has assured me of none of that. So, I’ve ignored him the rest of the weekend. Maybe he will punish me…What? C’mon, Jolene we’re pissed, not horny…Or, and hear me out, we can be both at the same time! Hmmm, can we do that? Two things can be true at the same time...What the fuck? Why am I having a full blown debate with myself? Anyways, I wake up Monday morning and shoot Micah a text while getting ready for work.

“Hey! For someone who is trying to claim me, you certainly never showed up to do so…😝”



As I’m continuing to get dressed and waiting for an answer, my phone rings. I assume it’s Micah and rush over to answer it. “Ha! Did I get under your skin?” I laugh out. 
“Jolene? Is that you? It’s your Aunt Trish, do you have a moment?” 
Aunt Trish? Aunt Trish…Oh yeah, I met her a couple of times during family holidays—when my mom was still invited to them. “Uh, hey. Yeah, sure. What’s up?” 
“When was the last time you talked to your mom?” 
Oh fuck, when was the last time I talked to her? It’s been fucking months. Last time I talked to her, she was fucking plastered. She told me the doctors said her liver was looking terrible and to stop drinking and she told them to fuck off. I told her she was being stupid, and she told me, “Well then, I guess now you know where you get it from.” Slurring it at me is more like it. She was trying to get a rise out of me, so I just said ok and hung up. 
“It was months ago. Said something about her liver, then said some fucked up shit to me like she always does. What? Does she need money again or something? I don’t know where she gets off thinking I’m so rich and want to support her. Frankly, I have half a mind to—" 
“She’s dead, Jo.”
Stunned silence fills my head. I can’t think, can’t react. I’m trying to process what I heard, but all I can do is stand there, silent. 
“Jo? Did you hear me? Are you still there?” 
I want to answer her, want to ask questions, want to know what she expects me to do, but I can’t form any words. It feels as if the air has been sucked from the room, and I am standing in a void. Darkness fills the edges of my vision, and my blood feels like it is racing under my skin. I can feel my heart in my chest, knocking on my ribs to ask how it’s supposed to feel at this moment. But my brain won’t answer—can’t answer. 
“Jolene! Snap the fuck out of it! We need to talk about funeral plans. Her body is just lying in the morgue. I need you to come identify her. I tried, but she left you as next of kin. JOLENE!” Trish is shouting into the phone now, attempting to pull me from the black hole I've been sucked into. “Listen, I’ll call back in a couple hours. I know this is a lot to process, but we do need to get going on some shit. Talk soon.” And then she hangs up.
I feel as if I’m floating, drifting away from this Earthly plane and out into space. I hated her, so why do I feel like this? She was a shit mom, never cared for me, never loved me. Shit, she never even provided for me—not really. Why do I even care? I knew this would happen at some point. I mean, everyone dies, and she of all people lived a life that is hard on the body. So why do I feel…sad? As soon as the thought crosses my mind, I feel a single tear travel down my face—leaving a traitorous line of betrayal marring my skin. And with that, I feel my feet back on the Earth and the sounds in the room around me return—the birds outside, the cars driving on the street. 
“Ok then, I guess we’re headed back to our childhood home for a few days,” I say to no one at all, before picking up my phone and calling into work to let them know I’ll be out for a bit. Luckily, we have bereavement leave, so I’ll still get paid and not lose any vacation time. This is certainly not going to be a vacation…

      [image: image-placeholder]Trish called back a few hours later, like she said she would. She explained how one of the neighbors got worried after seeing my mom walk a man to his car, but then never saw my mom come out again. After a few days, she went over, knocked, then went in when there was no answer. She found my mom face down on the couch, heroine needles on the coffee table and an empty bottle of whiskey. Her eyes were a little yellow, the guess is that the liver issues finally caught up to her. After that call, I headed over to the morgue at Johns Hopkins and identified her body. It was definitely her in all her jaundiced glory—track marks scarring her body, naked, and stone-cold dead. I let out an involuntary giggle. The hospital worker looked at me like I needed to head up to the psych ward, but didn’t say anything. 
The drive back to my childhood home was weird to say the least. I made a quick stop at the liquor store on the corner and headed into the house. The usual stench of alcohol, stale cigarettes, and weed assaulted my nose as soon as I opened the door. I didn’t even get the front door closed before a neighbor showed up, casserole dish in hand, giving their apologies for my loss. I mumbled a thanks and closed the door. Was I sorry? Was I glad? Was I sad? For someone who feels everything so much deeper than the average person, sometimes naming my feelings got hard when they were all fighting to be the dominant emotion. Trish told me she would handle the funeral arrangements, if I would write the obituary and a short speech to give to the funeral. I guess her and my mom were still in pretty consistent contact, so Trish knew who to invite, and what her taste in flowers and headstones would be. I didn’t have the slightest clue. 
I spent the rest of the evening drinking my tequila straight from the bottle, using a Sprite as a chaser. Micah and I had been texting since that afternoon. I explained to him that I had to go back home for a funeral, and he expressed his sympathies. I didn’t tell him too much—that it was my mom, that I was going to be planning, and speaking, and spiraling. I wanted to. I wanted to cry to him and ask him to come support me and hold me during this time, but it would have forced me to explain more than I was ready to. He told me to call him when I was back home and he’d come take care of me. 
I ate some of the casserole that was brought over, then when I got tired, I walked to my old bedroom. It had been years since I stepped foot in that bedroom. It looked almost exactly the same. The same curtains and bedspread. I almost vomited when I saw the yellow and purple sheets with the faded, gray comforter. The same one Tim used to wipe his cum on after fingering me for the first time. I turned and walked into my mom’s room. It looked slightly different, with a deep burgundy comforter over silver sheets on a new metal bed frame. Clothes still littered the floor. As I walked in, I tripped and heard metal clink to the floor. The metal baseball bat was sitting next to the door, the same place it had been when I used it to bash Tim’s head in. This time I did vomit—right there at the threshold, covering the spot right inside the door with tequila, and chicken and cheese casserole. Once my stomach was empty, I closed the door, leaving the pile of vomit exactly where it was, and decided to stay the night on the couch. 
The next day was spent cleaning the house and going through my mom’s stuff—all while sipping on my bottle of tequila. After the funeral, people were going to come back here, so I was to find some items that my mom loved, or represented her, to decorate with while people came over to eat and pay their final respects to me. Ha. How laughable. No one who was going to show up respected me. Would I see some old boyfriends of hers? They certainly didn’t respect me—a young girl who most of them molested or abused. Would my dad make an appearance? He certainly didn’t respect me after leaving me with a neglectful parent who never checked in on me—just sending a fucking check each month for her to spend on booze and drugs instead of food or new clothes, like I’m sure child support is supposed to be used for. Fuck, I sure hope he isn’t planning on showing up. 
By the time Trish showed up with some food, I was pretty drunk. “Jo, you gonna be ok? The funeral is in a couple days. Have you even started the obituary?” 
“N-not yet. Buuuut I wiiiill. Tomorrow! Fuck, thissss is all so fucking fucked,” I slur at her. 
“Oh sweetie, it’s going to be ok. She was a dumpster fire for a long time. She’s truly better where she is now.” 
“I’m not fucking sad, if that’s what you think! The FUCK?! Fuck that bitch. She was a shit m-mom!” 
“Ok. Maybe don’t say that at the funeral, yeah? Let’s get you some water and some of this pizza.” Trish hands me a bottle of water from the fridge and sets a slice of Hawaiian pizza on a plate in front of me. “I’ll just put this tequila back in the freezer. For tomorrow!” 
“Whatever, Trish,” I bite out her name, extending the sh sound until I’m laughing like a fool. “Hear that? Even your own name is telling you to shhhut the fuck up!” She rolls her eyes and changes the channel on the TV. I dig into my pizza before passing out on the couch once the food starts to settle in my stomach. 
I’m woken up by the sound of a door closing somewhere in the house. Jolting upright on the couch, the house is dark. What fucking time is it? Fuck, I think I’m still drunk. I’m looking around, my eyes adjusting to the dark, but don’t see anything—no movement, nothing out of the ordinary. Just as I’m about to lay back down and try to go back to sleep, I see a pink light glowing from the hallway where my bedroom is. A white mask with glowing X's over the eyes and a stitched-up mouth peeks around at me. I jump up and run into the kitchen, searching for a knife. As I turn around with a steak knife pointing away from me, ready to stab whoever I need to, the masked intruder is right in front of me, grabbing my hand and pinning it to the side of the countertop, hard enough that the knife clatters to the ground. 
“Hey there, goldie. Did you go on a little trip down memory lane without me?” 
Before I can respond or react, my stalker has both of my hands pinned behind me and her body pressing up against me. She is shorter than me, but considering I’m still drunk, I don’t put up much of a fight. “H-how the fuck did you even find me here?” I stutter out, trying to calm my racing heart and wrap my head around what the fuck is happening. 
“Oh, goldie, I have eyes everywhere on you. So, this is where you grew up, huh? It’s…quaint.”
“Listen, crazy stalker lady—" 
“Goldie, that is not what the fuck you are going to call me,” she interrupts, chuckling and shaking her head at my audacity. “My name is Rae, but I sure hope to end up with a cute little nickname from you.” Rae leans forward and presses her plump peachy lips to mine. My breath hitches in my lungs, and I am frozen in surprise. Her warm tongue licks along the seam of my lips, and without thinking, I open and let her in. She tastes like peppermint and cherry ChapStick, and I am already addicted to the combination on my tastebuds. 
As quickly as the kiss came, she shoves away from me, releasing my hands. She takes a step back, as if being so close to me makes her actions uncontrollable. I feel cold and long for the heat of her body on mine once again. The loss has me pouting. Rae lets out a giggle when she notices. “Now, now, goldie. Don’t be a brat. Now is not the time. I can still taste the stale tequila on your tongue. I know you have a busy few days ahead of you. I just wanted you to know I am here, hiding in the shadows, but here to support you. You’ll only see me when I want you to, but my presence can be counted on. Let that be a reassurance to you, as you move into some turbulent and emotional waters. I won’t let you sink. I will be your lifeline, but only if you truly need it. You’re stronger than you think, so don’t fear if it feels like you are drowning—just keep kicking and swimming forward.” She truly is a siren, but instead of luring me to my death, it sounds as if she wants to support me as I learn to swim. She walks me back over to the couch, laying me down and covering me with a blanket. 
Pressing a gentle kiss to my lips, she backs away and I whisper, “My siren,” before passing the fuck back out.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next few days pass in blur. Not sure if it’s because of the constant drip of tequila I have running through my bloodstream, or the busyness of preparing for a funeral, or the emotional cocktail I have constantly surging through my brain as I try to find words to speak about my mother. The eulogy was easy; she was born this day, died this day, this was her job, and she is survived by her daughter—me. What the fuck do I say about a woman who never cared for me, never told me she loved me, took advantage of me every chance she could get, and didn’t even blink when I packed up and moved out? That bitch spent my childhood fucked up or asleep. She never knew of the times I had to steal food from the store or beg for money from strangers. Never knew of the times her boyfriends would sneak into my room to find pleasure in a child—well, child by age, but I had grown up long before I was meant to. I cleaned up her vomit too many times to count and stuck my finger down her throat to make her throw up so she wouldn’t die in my arms from an overdose even more times. What the fuck do you say to pay your respects to that person? A person who I never once respected.
The morning of the funeral arrives, and I wake up from the couch to find a bouquet of marigolds, pink zinnias, and baby’s breath. Sitting up against the vase is a handwritten note.

 Just keep kicking, goldie. I am here with your lifeline if you truly need it. 

Love, your siren.

My siren? Oh yeah, I totally did mutter that before falling back asleep last night. Ah shit, now she has a nickname, and my obsession is never going to die—or hers, it seems like. I move the flowers to the countertop and pull out the tequila. Filling a to-go cup with ice, adding three shots, and topping it off with some cherry 7-Up, I head into the bathroom for a quick shower, get dressed in my black clothes, and put on a light bit of makeup. I am already dreading this entire day. The speeches, the pretend sadness, the crowd of people coming back to the house—it's all going to be so overwhelming. My anxiety is already spiking. I chug the drink I made, feeling the burn of the liquor hitting my stomach and hoping the alcohol will calm my nerves. 
I make it to the funeral home and Trish is already there with a few people I don’t recognize. I make my way in, already feeling the buzz from chugging my drink, and grasp my clutch that’s hiding my flask. It’s a great foreshadowing of how the day will go, from shitty boyfriends my mom never introduced me to, friends, and the family we stopped seeing when I was young. Plus, my mom was drunk, so it’s only fitting for me to be intoxicated in her honor. 
I walk up to them and find them standing in front of a large canvas picture of my mom. She’s smiling and vibrant with her blonde, wavy hair—resembling mine—her brown eyes, freckles, and rosy cheeks. She looks full of life, happy, and at ease—all things I would never have described her as in my entire life. When was this picture taken? She looks young, too happy to have been after she had me. Was it my fault she went downhill and started drinking and using drugs?
After introducing me to a couple cousins, they head in and find seats. I stay in the main lobby area, sipping my flask of tequila and mentally preparing for all of the scenarios of how this day might go. Slowly but surely, people start trickling in and taking seats, scattered around the funeral hall. I recognize a few ex-boyfriends, but other than that, I don’t know any of these people. Everyone greets me on their way in, giving me their condolences and well wishes. I want to roll my eyes, but some of these people seem genuinely sad about my mom’s passing. I make my way to my seat in the front row and the service begins. 
A song plays. A prayer is said. Trish gets up and says a few words about her dearly departed sister—fucking insert eye roll here—and then I am asked to come up and speak. By this time, the tequila has flooded my bloodstream, and I am drunk—not tipsy. Full on, stumbling and laughing drunk. As I giggle my way up to the podium, I take in the faces staring up at me. Trish is shaking her head, a few people have their jaws on the floor, and a few others are snickering. I grab the podium to help stabilize myself and my eyes flick over to the casket. It’s been there the whole time, and I’ve noticed it, but standing up here right next to it, the wreath of lilies laying across it. 
Something hits me. She is gone. Truly and permanently gone from my life forever. No more calling and asking for money. No more wondering who is cooking for her or making sure she showers. No more sending a cleaning service over once a month. No more wondering when this day would actually come. 
Here it is. She's gone.
“Well fuck,” I mutter, but not as quietly as I think. A few people gasp while a few others chuckle under their breath. I look back out at the scarce room of people and wonder what my mom meant to them, and what they meant to her. Did she love any of them? Did she open up to any of them about her life, her childhood, her struggles? Did she talk about me to any of them? Who were these people in her life? What roles did they play? How can I be so disconnected from my own mother’s life? I can feel the anxiety starting to surge as I spiral into thoughts of how little I knew about this woman, how far removed her own daughter was from her life and friends. 
I am shaking at this point and trying to catch my breath. I can feel my heart racing, thumping so hard in my chest that I can feel it up in my throat. The air around me feels thick and like mud in my lungs. I look to the door and think of making a run for it, but then catch a glimpse of a short brunette with bright, blue eyes. She gives me a quick nod, then keeps walking past the doors and out of my sight. Instantly, the room stops spinning and my heart finds its way back into my chest and out of my throat. I take a deep breath and begin.
“What to say about my mom, Shannon Jenkins? I know she was super young when I was born, and that was hard for her. Then my dad left a few years after I arrived, and she never recovered from that. She struggled with addiction my whole childhood, even after I left. Maybe she struggled with me leaving, also, but if she did, she never said anything. I have always wondered, what would she have been like if I hadn’t been born? Who would she have been if she had gotten to have her whole childhood, if she never resorted to drugs and alcohol to cope, if my dad would have stayed and they could have been together.” I already hear a couple people sniffling and see them wiping their eyes. “But the fact still remains. I was born, and instead of taking care of the child she was given, she drank, she smoked, she used and abused every sort of substance she could find to take her away from her real life responsibilities, from me. She was a cunt. A fucking whore who let piece of shit men into our house and allowed them to do whatever they wanted, just to get her next fix. She didn’t care about them, she didn’t care about me, she didn’t care about anything or anyone except herself and her escape. Who fucking does that? I was a good kid. I was kind, I listened, I took care of her and cleaned up after her, even saved her fucking life a time or two. And how did she repay me? She fucking didn’t, frankly.”
I take a deep breath and ignore the faces of shock staring back at me. “I was a fucking child who just wanted to be loved. I wanted a mom. I would go to sleep at night and cry because I couldn’t figure out what I had ever done for her to treat me like she did. I would cry, wondering why I wasn’t enough, why I couldn’t bring her the joy drugs and alcohol did. I would cry and scream, thinking of the other kids whose parents came to school functions and took them trick or treating, and hugged and kissed them at drop off and pick up. I wanted that. I needed that. I fucking deserved that! I was a fucking child!” I drop my head and let the tears fall. I am shaking and sobbing, snot running down my face. I can hear sobs from the people sitting and watching me break down. I let out an exhale, lift my head, and continue. “But it had nothing to do with me. I see that now. She didn’t know how to love, and maybe that came from her own childhood—I don’t know. Maybe my dad was just one of many who left her, so she didn’t know how to be there for others. Maybe she was so deprived of love herself, that being selfish was her way of healing and feeling loved. Honestly, I don’t fucking care. If you think I’m up here to say I forgive her, too fucking bad—I don’t. But what I will do is let go. I refuse to give her one more moment of my thoughts and tears. I will never shed another tear for her, I will never worry about my mother again. I’m glad she’s gone, she finally got what she wanted—to escape this life.” I grab my clutch from my seat as I walk straight out the door.
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The Spiral


After basically running out of the funeral home, I go back to my childhood home and change. I pack up all of my belongings and load them into the car. There is nothing left for me here, and considering I just gave the shittiest speech ever in front of people there to pay respects to my mother, I have no interest in being here when they all show up for finger foods and light conversation.  
I can already feel my mental holds breaking down. After going through life obsessive, anxious, and impulsive, I’ve built some very strong walls around my brain. Coping mechanisms, avoidance behaviors, little tricks that I’ve developed and found here and there to keep from a full on mental episode. But after the stress of that funeral and the overstimulation of the past week with meeting Micah and gaining a stalker, I can feel the breakdown happening—being around a ton of people who will compare me to my mom is the last place I want to be. 
It’s late enough in the afternoon that bars are already opening, so I head to the nearest one. I know what comes next—impulsive, reckless decisions, harmful behavior, and full on disassociation with real life and my stressors. I might be mentally fucking unstable, but I’m still pretty self-aware. Doesn’t mean I can always stop it when it goes this far, but fuck, at least I know what’s coming. Not sure if that makes it better or not…You know what would be fun? Finding some hottie and getting some strange. Your mom would love it! This isn’t about her! This is about me. Finally, she is gone and I never have to think about her again, just like she never thought about me. If I get some random action today, it’s because I want to, and has not a fucking thing to do with that bitch. Now shut up brain! 
I pull up to a little dive bar and already see some people inside. I find a spot and sit down, ordering a tequila and soda. I am still buzzing from the tequila I’ve been drinking all day. I will admit, that speech sobered me up a bit. 
Finally getting to let out my thoughts and feelings about my fucked up childhood was so healing, and frankly, doing it in front of her family and friends had another level of retribution to it. Add in standing in front of her cold, dead body in that wooden box and the fucking sundae of victory is complete. I needed that. And now, I am going to celebrate. Who was that chick who gave me the nod that spurred me on? So weird for her to nod at me right when I needed a push to let it all go.
I sip on my drink and scan the bar. Not too busy yet, but soon, the rush should hit and people will be filling this place up. I wonder if I can find some people to go home with. Not back to my house, of course. Shit, at this point, I’d be happy to have someone take me in their car or the alley behind the bar. I just need a good orgasm that I don’t have to work for myself. Fuck, I am aching for something to be inside of me. I finish my drink and I’m about to order another when a guy approaches me and says, “Go ahead and get her another one, but on my tab this time.” 
“How presumptuous of you, to think I’d like you to buy me a drink.” I flash a flirty smile and take a sip of the drink the bartender places in front of me. My eyes rake over the man as he sips from his own drink. He’s average height—about 5’11 if I had to guess—sandy blond hair, and brown eyes. I can tell from his slim fit t-shirt that he takes care of himself, and I want to drag my nails down his muscular arms. This man could easily choke me out and I’d thank him for it. 
Catching me checking him out, he smiles and asks, “So, got any plans after this?” 
“Well, I did have some plans actually, but they wouldn’t be lady-like to say out loud to a complete stranger.” 
“Hmmm,” he replies, the sound coming out like a delicious growl from his chest. “I guess we should get to know each other a bit so we’re not complete strangers. I am highly intrigued by these plans of yours…” he adds, gesturing to a table in the back corner of the bar. 
We spend the next couple hours drinking and exchanging the usual information you share when getting to know someone. His name is David and he works for the local newspaper—he’s thirty-one, has three dogs, and is the middle child. To be honest, I couldn’t care less. I just wanted him to buy me a couple more drinks before I let him fuck me so hard I can’t walk. I sure fucking hope he can do that. After we finish our third drink together, he asks me to leave with him. 
“Wanna do something more exciting?” I ask. David cocks his eyebrow in curiosity. “There is an alleyway in the back. The sun is starting to go down, so I bet no one would see us if we went back there,” I reply, getting up from the table and heading toward the bar to pay my tab. 
David is up in an instant and rushes over to pay his tab, as well as mine. He heads out the door and turns towards the alley. Finding a spot that is a little darker than the rest, his hand comes to my throat and I am being shoved into the brick wall. He grabs out a condom, but I stop him with a hand to his wrist. “Listen babe, breeding isn’t my thing…” David mutters.
“I’m on birth control. Are you clean? Cause I am.” I push forward, pressing my throat harder into his hand. 
His eyes darken with lust. “Fuck, babe. Yes, let’s do this.”
Yup, harmful and impulsive decisions for the win, Jolene. 
With his hand still around my throat, he slides his free hand down the waistband of my leggings and finds my swollen clit. I moan as he swirls his finger in a circle over my bundle of nerves. “So fucking wet for me already, babe.” I palm his hard cock over his pants and move so my face is less than an inch away from his. 
“I’m aching,” I whisper over his lips. A rumble of approval sounds from deep in his chest and he plunges two fingers into me roughly. I cry out and spread my legs wider so he has better access. 
“What a greedy little slut you are, spreading wide for me. You wanted this from the moment you walked into that bar, didn’t you?” 
“Yes,” I breathe out. 
“Mmm, well lucky for you, dirty sluts who like to be fucked by strangers in the alley are my type.” 
With that, he spins me around, pulls down my leggings, and kicks my legs wide. I look back and see as he unzips his pants and his cock springs free. He has a piercing on the tip and I groan as he rubs it through my dripping center. I’ve never been with someone pierced before. This just got way more exciting. David learns forward, his breath caressing my neck, and bites down hard. I let out a loud cry as the pain burns into pleasure and he plunges his cock inside of me. 
“I don’t wanna get caught and get a ticket, so you’re gonna have to figure out how to shut the fuck up, babe.” Leaning back to his full height, David grabs my hips and pulls my ass into him as he thrusts his hips forward into me. I can feel his piercing rubbing over my g-spot and my eyes roll back in my head. I can’t help the pleasured moans leaving my lips, so David clams his hand over my mouth. “You need to shut the fuck up and let me own this cunt, because if we get caught, you’ll be left needy and wanting. Do you want that? Shake your head to answer.” I shake my head no in response. I’ll be pissed if I don’t get my orgasm. 
With hard, demanding strokes, David continues to plunge his cock in and out of me, the hard metal ring at his tip rubbing over my sensitive walls. I can feel the tingling sensation building down low in my core, my release building. 
“I’m going to release your mouth now, keep fucking quiet and I’ll give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had in your fucking life.” I nod my head as he releases my mouth. I stop abruptly as he grabs the ends of my hair and pulls my head back. “I want to see those eyes roll back as you come all over this cock.” The rough brick is digging into my palms as David picks up his pace and increases his intensity, slamming into me as forcefully as he can. My release comes and I can feel myself squirting all over him, soaking his dick. My eyes roll back and he lets out a groan as his cum fills me. Finishing off with a few final pumps, David rests his forehead against my hair. I can feel our mixed release dripping down my legs. 
“Fuck. I fucking needed that after the day I’ve had,” I whisper. 
“Hmm. Well good little sluts get rewarded, and judging by the wetness on my pants, that was quite a reward.” He steps back and I pull up my pants, not caring that I’m still dripping cum. We say our goodbyes and head off to continue our own separate lives. 
I know I should go shower and change—I hate the wet, drippy feeling after sex—but I am drunk, and high off of adrenaline and endorphins, so I head for the next impulsive decision my brain conjures up. Pulling up to the closest tattoo parlor, I walk inside and ask if they have a piercer. They do, they take walk-ins, and the piercer is free at the moment. 
Fucking perfection! 
I sign my waiver, pay my fee, then head back to get my nipples pierced. As she pulls on gloves and gets out all of the utensils, I am warned that the pain is pretty intense, but will subside quickly. And as long as I am diligent with my cleaning, they should heal completely in three months. As far as the pain goes, she was fucking right. That first one sucked because it was a fucking shock to the system. Then the second one fucking hurt because I was tensing and bracing for it, already fucking sore. But once they are done, I look at them they look glorious. If I had amazing tits before, they are even better now, all bedazzled and glittering. She warns me not to partake in nipple stimulation until they are healed, and that sucks, but she also says once I do start nipple play again, they will be so much more sensitive—and I am all about that!
My next stop on my path to self-destruction is to the hardware store for some spray paint. I haven’t tagged anything since my twenty-fifth birthday—five years ago! The other day I drove near the train tracks and went through the underpass where I painted the skull all those years ago with Hallie. It was a bittersweet memory. The skull had mostly been painted over, but I knew where it was, under years of other artists trying to make their name in the community. 
I get to the store and head to the paint department. I pick out spray paint cans in yellows, oranges, and greens. I have the perfect image in mind to bring to life. I head back to the underpass next to the train tracks, hop out, and get to work. Luckily, I was already wearing all black, my leggings damp from my sex-capade in the alleyway. I take the black and outline my masterpiece, moving to the few green pieces, then mixing the orange and yellow to create a stunning marigold on the concrete wall. It’s large and takes up a whole area of the underpass, dominating the other art on the wall—a beacon for my siren. I add my initials, then get in the car and head out. 
I’m driving towards my apartment when Trish calls me. 
“Hey, Jolene. Crazy day, huh?” 
“Yeah, been wild. What’s up?” 
“Straight to the point, I get it. Can you come by? There is something I’d like to talk to you about.” 
“Really? I was headed home.” I roll my eyes, frustrated that she’s keeping me from my plans. 
“Please, Jo. I’d like to do it tonight,” she replies, her voice lowering and dripping in sincerity. 
“Ok, I’m on my way. Back to my mom’s house?” 
“Yeah, head over here to Shannon’s. That’s perfect.” 
“Be sure to have some tequila, sounds like I’ll fucking need it,” I retort, then hang up.
I get back to my childhood home and park. Walking up to the door, the driveway and front yard are littered with flowers. “Rest in fucking peace, Shannon,” I spit out opening the front door and stepping inside. The house smells of casserole and lilies. Lilies were her favorite flower. I can only assume from how many had been placed on her casket and around the house. Trish is sitting on a bar stool in the kitchen, waiting for me with a glass in her hand and another one in front of the seat next to her. 
“C’mon, Jo. Sit the fuck down, shut up, and listen.” Trish pats the seat next to her and I make my way over and prepare for the unknown, but I can tell it's serious. 
“I heard you today. I know you probably think your speech was a mess, but I heard you.” 
“Trish…” 
“No, Jolene. I need you to hear this. Just stop and listen. Please.” Her eyes are pleading with me to stay quiet and listen to her. So I do. “I heard that you think it’s your fault she turned out the way that she did. But I need you to know the truth. The truth of our upbringing, the truth of her relationship with your father, the truth of how she ended up where she did, and where you did. It wasn’t the best upbringing. Our parents were super strict. Super religious. We were forced into the church, good little shepherds of the Lord. Singing and praying and never straying from the path. We weren’t allowed to date, to go out, to be normal, curious kids. Everything was frowned upon. So when she met your dad, it was a huge deal. She was sixteen and kept him a secret as long as she could. But one day, he walked her home from school and no one was home except me. So he stayed. They went up to her room and closed the door, and that was it—until our dad came home. She tried to sneak him out, but was caught. She got in so much trouble, he whipped her with a belt and forbade her from seeing him again. It didn’t work. Really, I think it made her want to see him more. A month later, she came to me saying she was pregnant. At sixteen, she was pregnant with you.” She stops and looks at me, to see my reaction or make sure I'm still listening—I don't know. But I am listening intently, so she keeps on.
“Your dad was nineteen at the time. It was a huge deal. He had graduated already and was going to school to be a truck driver. A couple months later, he was hired on with a trucking company that had him driving all over the country. She was going to keep you, no matter what. Our dad was pissed, but our mom was compassionate and even a tiny bit happy for a baby to be brought into the family. She went through her pregnancy with your dad being home for only a few days after being gone for a few weeks at a time. It was so hard. Our dad didn’t make it easy on her. She knew how much he resented her and was ashamed of her. Finally, he made enough to move her out and into an apartment so she wouldn’t have to deal with our father anymore. I stayed with her most of the time, even only being fifteen. She needed help and company, and our mom understood that. Your mom dropped out of school and relied solely on your father for support.” Trish pauses and takes a deep breath, like this is hard for her to talk about. I am at the edge of my seat, waiting to hear more. 
“This went on until you were born. Your dad was gone for most of the month, then home for a few days before leaving again. But the money and the health benefits were good. Your prenatal care and hospital stay when you were born were all covered. Once you were born, they moved him to an in-state route. So he was home every other day, while gone for just a day or two at a time. He began having friends over more often, and drinking a lot with them. Then he started allowing them to use and abuse her. He would let them have sex with her while he watched and jerked off. Sometimes, he would join in, and sometimes, he would just watch. She hated it. She would drink heavily to disassociate while other men would fuck her. Luckily, we were close so she could talk to me about this. Our parents didn’t believe in therapy. Fucking backward ass people. Anyways, drinking turned to drugs, so she could numb herself to allow another man into her bed and her body.” Trish gets up and refills her drink. I pass her mine for a refill as well. 
“This went on for years. Years, Jo. Can you imagine? Disassociating for years so your husband could whore you out to his friends? I have no clue who she fucked more, him or his friends. She finally started turning to harder and harder drugs to escape. He kept providing, so she couldn’t leave. A young mom, where was she going to go? Not home. After years of this, you were about three, he was gone for longer than normal. She kept calling him to see when he’d be home, but he wouldn’t answer. She thought he was dead on the side of the road. She called me in tears, worried about how she would get by. I should have known, the way she worded it, worried about how she’d get by but never mentioning to you that something was wrong. But I was still young, too. I’m sorry I didn’t realize. Finally he came home, told her he met someone on the road and was leaving her. She threatened to take him to court and press charges against him. He agreed to a decent sum of money each month for her to let him go without a fight. They weren’t married, but she threatened so many things that he felt trapped, I guess. So he went off with his new family, left you and your mom, and she was already addicted at that point. There was no turning back. You two were always provided for, at least enough—”
“ENOUGH? Enough that I had to beg and steal? Enough for her and her drugs, but not for me! Not for a child who needed clothes, food, and school supplies. I was neglected while she was kept happy with booze and drugs. Provided for? SHE made sure she was provided for, but I was an afterthought.” I am shaking. I had no idea what her life was like, but it’s not enough to make up for how little I was given as a child. How little love, support, and food I was given. She provided for herself, not for me.
I shoot up from the stool I’m sitting on and throw my glass at the wall. “I am so sick of people trying to make excuses for her or try to convince me to love her or pity her. People have been doing it my whole life, validating her actions, or telling me to love her extra, or just keep being patient with her. She’s gone, but she was dead to me long ago.” By this point, I’m screaming at Trish. I’ve gotten so close in her face our noses are almost touching. 
“Jo, just calm down,” Trish says while trying to shimmy back in her chair, but there is nowhere to go and she tips back and falls to the ground.
I step forward to stand over her. “I never fucking want to see you again. Get anything you want from this house and get the fuck out of my life. I spoke about her before you put her six-feet under. My job here is done.” With that, she scrambles up and takes off out the door. I hear her car start and she leaves, back to wherever the fuck she came from. “Fucking cunt. Must run in the family,” I mutter. 
Letting out the most feral scream I have ever heard, I start trashing the place. Chairs and dishes are sent flying, pictures and decorations are ripped from the walls and smashed on the floor. There isn’t an inch of the house that I don’t find a way to get my hands on. I am kicking into walls, cutting into couch cushions and pillows. I run into the garage and find a gas canister that’s full. Perfect. I take the can inside and start dousing the place. I make sure to get into every nook and cranny, the smell of gasoline burning my nostrils. Making my way from the back to the front door, I stand outside the house with the box of matches from the kitchen, light one, and toss it in. The house and all of the contents inside catch quickly. 
The fire of my rage, my sadness, and my betrayal dances in front of me in shades of yellow and orange. 
I stand in the doorway, debating on stepping in and letting it take me, until the flames start licking at my feet, the heat stroking my cheeks. It would be so easy to just step back inside the house. To allow myself to become one with the house that made me who I am today. It would hurt, but I’ve known nothing but hurt my whole life. I reach my hand forward and instantly feel the burn. Shaking my head, I turn on my heel and march towards my car. I sit inside the car for a moment longer, watching as my childhood home and all of the horrors I remember go up in flames. 
Tomorrow, it will be nothing but ash in this spot, much like my mother will eventually be—ash and dirt, given back to the Earth. At this moment, I feel something. I feel like a part of me that was missing has been put back into place. I feel a little lighter, a little brighter, and a little stronger. I took my power back today. I took it back from Tim, Greg, Hallie, the father who ditched me, family who looked the other way, friends who never truly cared, and most of all, I took it back from my mom.
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Coming Back Home


It’s been three days since the funeral. Three days since Trish told me about my mom and dad. Three days since I burned that bitch to the ground and decided I wanted to feel powerful and not like a victim. The only problem is, it’s also been three days since I’ve slept. Like, at all. I’m starting to feel a little manic and out of control. I wanted to take back my power, only to be overtaken by the stress of it all.  
The anxious thoughts of who my dad is, why he never checked in on me, why he treated her the way he did. Do I have siblings? Does he ever think about me? My thoughts keep running on a loop that I can’t seem to stop. Why do I know nothing about anyone? Micah? Nothing but questions that he won't answer. Rae, my stalker? Even more questions. My father? It’s a never ending cycle that has me currently sitting in the shower, the once scalding water now cold, hugging my knees and crying. I feel lost, unhinged, and out of control. 
After burning down my childhood home, I found a bar and another man to fuck. I was left wanting after that interaction, so I found a strip club and paid a large amount of money for a dancer to eat me out in the back room. I still had the cum of the rando from the bar dripping out of me, but she didn’t seem to care, and I couldn’t give a single fuck about it. After she made me come, I flipped her around and went down on her until she was a shaking, overstimulated mess. 
I went on buying canvases and paints, and painted out my feelings—lots of black, and reds, and oranges, and blues. Then I smashed the paintings and burned them in my fireplace. I’ve checked in on Micah two separate times. Each time a different car was in the driveway, and each time I smashed the windows and all four lights out with a rock from his landscaping. Hopefully, he doesn’t get smart and invest in cameras. 
Micah hadn’t checked in on me. Even though I know he told me to reach out when I was ready, I had hoped he’d reach out to me and check in anyway. For a man who wanted to claim me as his and only his, he isn’t showing any reciprocating feelings of wanting to be mine and only mine. I tried peeking in on him in his house, but he was never in the living room, so I assume he was upstairs railing some hottie like the fuck boy I’m starting to think he is. 
I shouldn’t be upset. I know that logically. But I’m pissed. He hooked me in quickly and now I feel like he’s just leaving me hanging. Such typical fuck boy actions. He will get what he deserves, though. I’ll make sure of it. Micah is going to get the long game on this one.
Rae hasn’t checked in on me for that matter, either. 
Well, at least that I know about. 
I was hoping to see something from her sitting and waiting for me when I got home and was highly disappointed to find nothing from her. Something about her seems oddly familiar, like I’ve seen her before, but I just don’t know when, or where, or who she really is. And why do I find the fact that she’s always in a mask so fucking sexy? New kink unlocked, I guess. In the meantime, I planted some new fall flowers—Rae and all of her bouquets have me loving seeing flowers around. Rearranged all of my furniture, and manic cleaned and reorganized my entire house. I cleaned out my fridge, pantry, and medicine cabinet. Then I restocked anything I needed that had expired, ran out, or been thrown away. I’ve always loved the control of cleaning. Taking care of your space, deciding how things should be set up and organized, find the best flow of movement around the house—energy, or fengshui, or whatever the fuck all the hippies call it. 
At first, not sleeping was fine. I was being productive and enjoying the high. But here now, in the shower crying, I am miserable. I want to stop. I want to sleep. I want to shut everything off and block the thoughts out. Drinking didn’t subdue the mania and sleeping meds made it worse when I never actually went to sleep. 
Have you ever tripped off of Ambien? Z trip, I think the street term for it is. Fuck, it’s wild. They say you should fuck while tripping on it, but unfortunately, all I had to fuck me was myself and my toys. I found the biggest, girthiest dildo I had and went to town. I pulled out the photo album of Micah’s ex and fucked myself until I was a crying puddle on my bed—and I still didn’t sleep. 
Glancing over, I see my razor sitting on the shelf of my shower. My thoughts run through my mind. How easy it would be to sleep if I cut deep and long. How I could take control of something, anything. How no one seems worried enough to check in on me after what they know to have been a stressful situation. How beautiful it would be to watch the blood circle the drain, swirling like my chaotic thoughts until they finally washed away and vanished forever—like I could. I used to cut myself as a child to feel something, anything, besides being alone. I never actually tried to kill myself—I always knew to cut across and never down. I enjoyed the pain, I loved watching the blood trickle down my arm, I loved the power I felt within myself. I just kind of stopped after so long. No real reason why. But here and now, in this cold shower after three days of no sleep but multiple attempts and a whole lot of impulsive decisions, taking my life into my hands and having control over that sounds really fucking nice. 
I slide my thumb across the razor, slicing three little lines into the pad of my finger. I flinch at the sensation, then suck on the wound, allowing the metallic taste to wash over my taste buds. Running my thumb under the water, I watch as the red tints the porcelain on its way down the drain. I break apart the razor head I use to shave my legs and pussy. I whittle it down until one single razor is in between my fingers. The corners are sharp, the edge ready to slice anything it is dragged against. I am numb—and not just from the now freezing cold water. I am shivering, but cannot seem to care enough to get out from under the spray. 
I am sobbing, breaking down, confused, and oh so fucking tired. My body aches, my mind is full and empty at the same time. My grip on myself is releasing with each breath I take. I place the blade to my wrist and slice across, from pinky side to thumb edge. Crimson spills over and runs down my arm. A shallow slice, the pain didn’t even register. I go an inch lower and press the blade harder, slicing across, parallel to the original cut. More blood escapes my body, the pain now burning my frayed nerves. I place the blade at the top cut again, preparing to slice down over both cuts, to open my wrist and let nature take its course. 
Suddenly, my door bursts open. The shower curtain is ripped from the bar before I am yanked out and thrown to the floor. The water cuts off and a dry towel is wrapped around me, before my terrycloth robe is gently placed over my arms and tied around my waist. 
“C’mon, Jolene, let’s get you into bed. I can’t carry you, but I can help. Lean on me, I’m here for you.” Her voice sounds frantic. A hint of anger, but also tinged with sadness and worry. My siren. I thought she was doomed to pull me down, but here she is as my lifeline, just like she said she would be. She places my arm over her shoulder and helps me up, supporting me out of the bathroom and to my bed. Once I’m on the bed, she asks, “Where can I find a first aid kit? It’s nothing fatal, but we still need to wrap these wounds up to avoid infection.” 
“Under the sink is a kit. It has gauze in it. Are you my guardian angel? How did you know to come in at just the right time?” 
She’s in the bathroom, rummaging below the sink before emerging with the red box that is my first aid kit. “Goldie, I’ve been watching you since you delivered that heartfelt speech. I’ve been seeing you spiral, but you needed this. To hit rock bottom. To feel so helpless and out of control, so that I could help you see that actually you are in control.” 
“I’m so tired, Rae. I need to sleep. I’m losing it. I’m losing control and I don’t want that. I want to rise up and burn down anything in my way, anything holding me back. I just can’t seem to grasp it.” 
“It’s ok, goldie. Let me hold you. Let me ground you back into yourself. You’re craving the feeling of love. I can give you that.” I look over and take her in. She is wearing her white and pink mask again, her blue eyes bright and shining through the holes. Her peachy-pink tank top and black yoga pants accentuated her curves. Her skin is ivory with her chocolate brown hair opposing her complexion. Her icy blue eyes glow—even from under the mask. I want to see her face. I want to know who she is. I want to feel her love and let it fill the darkest parts of my heart. 
Rae gently pushes me down to the bed. She has wrapped up my cuts with gauze and medical tape with a layer of Neosporin across the slices. I lay on my side, shivering, as she pulls the comforter up over my body and lays behind me with her arms wrapped around me. I am pulled into her body, her heat warming me immediately. She nuzzles her head into the crook of my neck, and presses gentle kisses into it and along my shoulder. “Just breathe, goldie. Let me hold you. You are safe. You are loved. You are wanted.” And with that, the stress of the week unleashes from my body and I am sobbing once again. Rae holds me, my siren pulling me into the depths I’ve never been brave enough to explore alone—the depths of my own trauma. 
She strokes my hair and whispers in my ear, “You are safe. You are loved. You are wanted,” over and over again, until the tears stop, my body stills, my eyes close, and sleep ashes over me.

      [image: image-placeholder]I wake up and roll over to find the bed empty. Groaning, I struggle to open my eyes as the sunlight cascades in through the window. As my eyes begin to focus, I start to take in a multitude of colors around the room. Bouquets of peonies, marigolds, carnations, dahlias, and roses are covering every flat surface in my room and bathroom. I roll towards the edge of the bed and see a note on my nightstand leaning up against the lamp. 
Goldie, as of this moment, you have been asleep for forty-eight hours. I am so glad you are getting some rest, and that I was able to help you relax enough to find it. I will always be your lifeline. I will always pull you from the depths of your despair. You call me your siren, but instead of leading you to your ultimate demise, I will help you find the death of your past self. I will lead you to the retribution and salvation of taking back your power. I see you. I see who you can be. And I am enamored by you. I’ll return later this evening.
What in the sexy stalker fuck is happening right now? I had been trying for days to find rest, and then this woman comes in and snuggles me and I sleep for days—multiple days. It’s so strange to me that I can feel so safe with her, so quickly. Ok, let’s be real—no it’s not. I get attached pretty easily…But seriously, something about this masked stalker of mine has me feeling more safe than I have ever felt with someone before. Trust me, I get the mind-fuck of that statement—feeling safe with someone who breaks into my house and clearly has a way of keeping close tabs on me. Like how the fuck did she know to break into the bathroom right at that moment? I’d go look for cameras, but I have no doubt she’d have hidden them too well for me to find. I have to make a mental note to ask her. Maybe I can ask for hints on how to hide some around Micah’s house…
I get up and check the dressings on my wrists. She has clearly been keeping them changed and clean for me while I was passed the fuck out for days. Changing into some comfy clothes and finishing getting ready for the day, I get my phone and see a text from Micah.

Micah: Hey, sweet thing! I haven’t heard from you in a while. Are you still alive? I know you said you’d call when you were back, but I’m missing that sweet pussy soaking my bed and my cock. Call me.


He sent it yesterday. I guess I should shoot him a text back and let him know that I am, in fact, alive—thankfully. It’s crazy how once I’m well rested and not in the throes of a mental breakdown, I realize my actions were irrational and impulsive. What’s really wild is now, looking back, I can see and understand both sides—I know I was having a breakdown, manic, stressed, and just craving to have control over something. I also saw I was drinking too much and not handling myself and my issues properly. Mental illness is fucking wild sometimes.
I grab up my phone and send a text over to Micah.

Hey there, handsome. I am back home and ready to see you whenever I can! Hope you haven’t been too bored without me!



I leave out the part where I saw multiple different cars at his house while keeping an eye on him. I wonder who all of those people were. Maybe some dudes are over for a game night, or maybe he was having a wild orgy. Sky’s the limit on ideas when it comes to my fucked up brain. Anxiety, catastrophizing, hyper fixation—these are all daily things that go on in my head. Who else is Micah sleeping with? We never actually had that talk, because I’m too fucking impulsive. Hence the nipple piercings…that Rae seems to have taken just as good of care of as my wounds. Huh, stalker who is down to care for me, could be worse! Anyway, does he want a relationship or just to fuck around? He did mention wanting me to only be with him, but nothing about him only being with me. That’s another thing with my brain that’s a blessing and a curse. I remember everything people say—even when I don’t want to. 
I have this urge to go over to his house and set up cameras to get an idea of what he does while I’m not around. We mostly see each other only on weekends, but I know people are over during the weeknights. UGH. Why am I like this? Why can’t I just fuck them and leave them, or feel good only using them for their body and not wanting them to claim me, to show me off, to belong to someone, and have them call me theirs? Why do I have these compulsions to know everything he’s doing, or be part of everything? Even if it means being sneaky, and stalkerish, and installing cameras in someone’s house, or following them home? Rae said she’d be back later, I’ll ask her for spying tips then…

      [image: image-placeholder]It was 7:30 p.m. when I heard someone in my room. I knew it was Rae, so I stayed on the couch where The Shining was playing until she came and found me. “I guess at this point I should just give you a key so you don’t need to keep breaking in,” I huff at her, not looking away from the two twin girls standing creepily at the end of the hallway on the TV screen. 
“Offering to give your stalker a key. You really do like to make unhinged life choices, goldie. Plus, what fun would that be? Not very ‘stalker’ of me if I just come in through the front door.” Rae laughs as she strides over to the couch and kneels down on the floor in front of me, taking the clicker and turning the movie off. 
“What the fuck, dude, that’s one of my favorite movies.” 
“Goldie, look at me. How are you feeling? Have you eaten today? Do you need some water? How do your wounds look? Have you cleaned them yet?”
“Ok, enough with the inquisition. I’m fine, I’ve eaten a little and even went to the store to get groceries. I’m not thirsty, and yes, my wounds are fine and I cleaned them. I certainly don’t need a mother! Never had, and never will!”
I try to shove her hands away from me, but Rae just chuckles and gently pushes me back onto the couch. 
A sly smirk crosses her face as she says, “You are more than welcome to call me Mommy and time you want to, goldie. Now, sit your cute little ass down and enjoy the sight of me on my knees for you.” With great care and concern, Rae flips my hands over and places them on my knees as she starts to unwrap my wrists. I stop fighting and allow her to care for me. The brat in me wants to rebel, but she looks so beautiful taking care of me and fussing over me—even in her signature white mask with glowing pink stitching over the eyes and mouth. 
As she leans over me to get a better look at the slices across my wrists, her chocolate brown hair falls towards me and I get a whiff of her cucumber and tea tree shampoo. Seeing her on her knees, with her lowered down and aiming for my center, has me feeling some sort of way—waves of desire washing over me and starting to pool between my thighs. Mommy, indeed. 
My mind was at war with itself. I was normally the one so obsessed that I would stalk someone and force myself into their life in an attempt to get them to be as into me as I was into them. It never worked out well, and when they inevitably rejected me in hurtful ways, I’d retaliate to the best of my abilities—and, as it turns out, I am quite capable of retaliation. But being on the receiving end? Having someone so obsessed they stalk me, insert themselves into my life, care for me and look after me—it was something I had never experienced before. The compulsion to be the one in control, the one with the upper hand, was warring with the desire to let someone love and care for me in a way I hadn’t experienced in so long—since maybe Oscar and his family when I was thirteen; even then they ended up leaving me behind and forcing my hand to try and stop them. 
“Goldie? Where are you at inside that beautiful head of yours? You’re off somewhere, lost in thought. Come back here and be with me tonight.” Shaking my head to clear away the emotions and thoughts all fighting for dominance, I focus back on my siren. My wrists have already been rewrapped, no doubt she cleaned them for me while I was lost in my head. 
“Am I even going to see your face?” I blurt out. “Not that the whole mask thing isn’t sexy as hell. I am a sucker for a masked hottie. But I want to see you, to know who you are and how you know me.” I already know she is connected to Micah, she made that clear at the masquerade ball, but how in the fuck does this woman know me? If I knew who she was, I know I could put the pieces together—my obsessive brain loves to hold onto everything. 
“In time, goldie. You’re not ready for that yet. Who I am to you, how I know you, would rock your world and with everything that just took place in your life—I need you to be in a better headspace.” 
“So, you truly are my siren, then? Destined to pull me back down into the pit of darkness that resides in my brain, no matter how hard I try to fight it? I knew I’d never escape my own personal hell that I walk around in every single day. It was silly to think I’d be given someone who could help me bury that hole for good.” 
“No, Jolene. I am not here to drag you down. Quite the opposite. By the time you find out who I am, you will have figured out how to shine a light down in that dark hole. So that if you ever find yourself falling again, your way back out is always illuminated. I am not a siren here to lead you to death. Like I said before in my note, my song is meant to awaken the power in you, the strength that has always been there but never properly tapped into. I am here to lead you to the death of who you are now—struggling for control, wanting to be saved by others, clinging to love and acceptance. And with that, lead you to a rebirth—knowing your own strengths, loving yourself wholly, knowing how to pick yourself back up when the weight of life drags you down.” 
A pressure starts building in my head as the burn of unshed tears stings my eyes. I’ve never been one to shy away from crying, generally I’m alone when it happens, but sometimes when you gotta cry, you just gotta let it out. But this feeling is washing over me so quickly and it’s all consuming. It feels like a mix of sadness—for how broken I truly am being articulated by someone whose identity I don’t even know—and joy—joy at the idea of someone who seems genuine in their desire to love and care for me, to make me feel loved and cared for. Who the hell is this woman, this siren meant to guide me through some sort of metamorphosis? I am determined to figure our connection out. 
This shall be my next obsession.
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His Name Was Trevor


My junior year of high school when I was seventeen, I convinced myself that just hooking up with people and not dating would be a sure fire way to not get attached. If I knew and agreed that it was no strings attached, surely that would be enough of a signal to my crazy brain to not get attached. Fool-proof, right? Fucking wrong… 
Trevor was a year older than me, so a senior. He was so tall, basketball player tall, and the best player on our high school team. He was a jock by all definitions of the term. He lived and breathed basketball. He trained constantly, whether on the court or lifting weights, was always memorizing plays, and hyped up his fellow teammates. He had sandy blond hair, brown eyes, freckles, and was super lean and muscular. 
I meet him passing in the hallway. Well, he ran me over as I was trying to pass him. Trevor was looking behind him, yelling to someone as I tried to maneuver around him in the crowded hallways. I couldn’t get around him and he knocked me on my ass and almost stepped on me. I fell onto my ass and dropped my binder, papers flying everywhere—straight out of a fucking movie.
“Oh shit! I’m so sorry, I totally wasn’t paying attention.” 
“Ugh! Just, help me pick up my stuff, please,” I replied in a huff, frustrated, embarrassed, and already late for my meeting with the guidance counselor. Great, I’m already headed for a conversation about how I was headed nowhere in life, now I was going to be late for it after being run over like I didn’t exist. 
We got all of my papers gathered up and Trevor extended his hand to help me up off the floor. I gladly used the helping hand and got yanked up onto my feet in one swift pull—letting out an embarrassingly loud and shrill yelp. This interaction couldn’t get any worse… 
“Hey, you’re Jolene Moore, right?” 
Ok, it just got worse. 
If he knew who I was, he probably knew my reputation, or really, my mother’s reputation. “That’s me. Now I gotta go, I’m late for a meeting with Mr. Duncan. Thanks for helping me up, after you knocked me down.” I took off down the hall, basically running away from the interaction. I stole a glance behind me and caught Trevor still staring after me. 
After my meeting, which went as well as I expected—I’m not doing enough or trying hard enough and if I wanted to get into college, I needed to try harder—I was heading back to class when I walked past the gym. Peeking in the window as I went, I saw Trevor shooting hoops and practicing by himself. Didn’t he have classes to be in? Must be nice to be a senior. I was continuing by when he turns and makes eye contact. He waved for me to come in, and I paused. Should I go in? Why would I? We had a moment of interaction, and now he wanted to talk to me for the first time ever? We had only been in the same school for the past three years…
I was going to keep walking and pretend like I didn’t see him, but then he hollered for me, “Jolene, c’mon! Come in here!” Well, fuck. I entered the gym, and it’s totally empty except for the two of us. I didn’t know why, but the feeling in the air was charged and buzzing around us. It was a little awkward, and also a little tense in a strange way. 
“Hey, what do you need? I certainly can’t help you with anything basketball related, I’ve never been good at sports,” I laughed out, wringing my hands awkwardly. It’s not that I lacked confidence, I just didn’t know why this guy all of a sudden had taken an interest in knowing me. Pretty sure before today, he’d never even seen me, much less wanted to speak to me or know me. 
“That’s funny. I definitely don’t need help with basketball. I just wanted to apologize again for running you over earlier. I guess sometimes I don’t realize how tall I really am and should probably pay more attention. You good?” 
“Yeah, I’m fine. Don’t even worry about it. It must be hard being so huge…” I trail off, already feeling awkward about calling him huge… 
“It’s not all bad, I can assure you of that.” A sly grin lifted the corners of his mouth at those words, and instantly inappropriate images flash in my mind of what he might be hinting at. Is…is he flirting with me?
“So anyway, Trevor, I accept your apology, really I’m fine.” I turned on my heel, hearing it squeak on the gym’s hardwood floor. Why did shoes squeak so much on school gym floors? Must be the wax or something…Trevor reached out quickly, grabbed my hand, and spun me back around. I collided into his chest, letting out a grunt at the impact. 
“Can I drive you home after school today? To make up for it?” 
“Are you, like, trying to score drugs from my mom or something? Because she doesn’t have a lot right now. I spent all of her extra money on some groceries and let me tell you, she’s pissed! So, she’s gonna want to charge you extra to score more. Just a heads up. I didn’t think jocks like you did drugs, doesn’t it impact your performance or something?” Rolling my eyes I continue, “Anyways, yeah sure, drive me home if you want. I’ll meet you out in the student parking lot after school.” I shoved off of him and ran for the door. Of course, he wasn’t interested in me. It was always about my mom and her drugs. 
I was too stupid to ever think otherwise. 
After school ended, I headed to the student parking lot and found Trevor talking with some of his teammates. Ugh, what the fuck. I would feel awkward if I went over and interrupted them, but I’d really like to get home—I have been working on a painting and I’m just about to finish it. Mr. Gladsby, a local art shop owner, said I could enter it in an art auction he’s hosting this weekend, and Mom lost her job recently, so we really need the extra money. We get enough child support from my dad to be comfortable—if Mom didn’t spend everything left over after I pay bills on copious amounts of drugs. So, it was up to me to find other ways to get more money to make sure I had food to eat. It was really not that bad, at least I got to buy groceries I like, considering Mom barely eats half the time. I was pretty responsible about it, too, not buying a ton of junk food and sweets, and I actually liked to cook meals. I made it work.
Trevor spotted me and waved me over to him. The guys he was with glanced over at me with curious eyes. “Y’all, this is Jolene. I ran her over in the hallway and totally knocked her down. So, to make up for being an asshole, I’m giving her a ride home. I’ll see y’all tomorrow.” They all shot me a wave or head nod as they took off in their own different directions, no doubt headed to their own rides home. Trevor came around and opened the door for me. “After you,” he said while gesturing his arm out towards the passenger seat. 
“Um, thanks,” I muttered. Closing the door, he walked around to the driver's seat, and I took in how nice his car is. His parents must be rich or something. 
The car was a Mazda 3 sedan with white leather seats and the fanciest dashboard I have ever seen. The whole panel in front of the driver showed the speed and such, it was digital and super sleek. I let out a huff and rolled my eyes. Must be nice. “I know what you must be thinking…I’m some spoiled rich kid whose parents give him everything. Well, I’ll have you know I got this car because I got a full ride scholarship to the University of Maryland to play basketball.” He was peeking over at me through the side of his eye with a look on his face that is half proud, and half embarrassed at such a grandiose present. 
“Well, that’s great, Trevor. Good for you,” I said, flashing him a sincere smile. His face relaxed and he rode the rest of the way in silence, aside from me giving him directions to my house. 
Trevor pulled up to the house and parked the car. I was about to get out when he unbuckled, grabbed my shoulder, and turned me towards him. “Listen, Jo. I’m not interested in dating, since I'm going off to college next year and all, but I really want to be with you. Like mess around, hang out, and do stuff together. But no calling it dating, and we both know I’m going to college next year, single. What do you think?” 
I think I felt my jaw hit the floor. “Wh-why would you want to be with me? We don’t even know each other. If you want drugs, I can get them for you without this charade.” 
“Jo, I don’t do drugs. Coach randomly tests us and I have no interest in them, anyways. Just when I bumped into you and saw you, I thought you were so beautiful. Plus, not gonna lie, I’ve heard some rumors that you’re an excellent fuck. So, the best of both worlds.” Trevor huffed out a laugh and ran his hand down the back of his head. 
“Um, I’m not really sure what to say to that…” I replied, rubbing my hand up and down my arm. Rumors of me being a good fuck? What the hell? Who would even be talking about me. I mean, I had been around the block, but not like with the whole school or anything. 
“Can we go inside? Can we just give it a try and see if we want to continue to fuck around?” 
“This is the weirdest fucking interaction I think I have ever had, to be totally honest, Trevor…but what the hell, let’s give it a try. I’m looking for a no-strings attached kind of situation, anyways. I have no clue the state of my house right now, so we will just head straight for my room.” We got out, headed into the house, and booked it to my room. I barely spared a glance at my mom, just to see her passed out on the couch—perfect. I slammed the door behind me and locked it, just as Trevor lifted me up by my thighs, wrapped my legs behind his back, and spun me towards the bed. He lifted me, breaking the hold my legs had on him, and tossed me onto the bed where I bounced and let out a soft grunt. Then he was on me, pouncing like a lion attacking its prey. The bed bounced again and I involuntarily giggled, but quickly composed myself to take in the man looming over top me. His eyes were dark and filled with lust. He pressed his hips into me and I could feel exactly what he was referring to earlier when I joked about the inconvenience of being huge. His cock was rock hard and very clearly proportionate to his large stature. Fuck, this thing was going to tear me apart. But I would fucking die trying to take it, that was for damn sure. 
My breath was stolen as Trevor sealed his lips against mine. The taste of spearmint filled my mouth as his tongue found its way past my lips, tangling around mine. Our breathing came out in short, hot pants and we fumbled for each other’s clothes, like feral animals trying to rip our next meal apart. Once the clothing was shed and in a pile on the floor, Trevor paused to take in the sight of me—naked and sprawled out on the bed. 
“You’re sure we can do this with your mom out there?” he asked, timidly. 
“Don’t get scared on me now. She’s fine, she won't be awake for another couple hours, judging by the joints and bottles on the coffee table next to her.” Without another word, Trevor dove between my legs, kissing trails up my inner thighs. I moaned out my pleasure and grabbed for his hair, needing him to be closer to where I want him—my aching center. 
“Such a greedy little slut, Jolene.” I could feel the grin spread across his face as his hot breath caressed over my clit. He placed a chaste kiss on the hood of my pussy before his lips landed on my clit, sucking it in and working it with his tongue. 
I moaned, grinding myself on his face, wanting—needing—more friction. “Patience, greedy girl. Girls come first,” Trevor mumbled before finding my center with his tongue again and thrusting it into me. “Fuck, you taste so fucking good! I could stay down here forever.” Then his tongue was back inside of me, driving into me vigorously and with abandon. I screamed out as my orgasm hits me hard and I felt my release squirting out of me. 
“Oh fuck, I am so sorry! Are you ok?” I asked, worried about drowning him. 
“That was probably the hottest thing to ever happen to me,” Trevor responded, lifting his head and wiping his face. He crawled up my body and lined the soft tip of his cock up to my soaking wet core. Taking his hand to his shaft, he rubbed it into my slit before lightly smacking the head onto my clit. 
I let out a sharp gasp before sighing with desire. “Are you gonna put it in, or edge me until I die?” I asked, huffing out a laugh. 
“So greedy and impatient, Jolene. How bad do you want it?” Trevor asked with a chuckle. 
“If you don’t put that cock in me, I will send you home hard, and wanting, and take care of my own damn self!” 
With that response, Trevor crashed into me, bottoming out in one movement. I cried out, his massive cock stretching me more than I imagined. I heard Trevor groan from deep in his chest before his hips started to move back and forth, wasting no time to start building his own release. My legs were lifted and placed on his shoulders, the pressure moving up to behind my bellybutton. “Fuck, Trevor!” He quickened his pace, clearly enjoying himself. His eyes were hooded with desire as his hand reached up and found my nipple. “Oh shit, I’m going to come again,” I moaned, arching my back and lifting my tits to him. He took the opportunity to grab the other nipple with his mouth, sucking and biting it as my release soaked his cock and the bed beneath us. After a few more hard thrusts, Trevor quickly pulled out of me and spurts of hot cum shoot out onto my chest, covering my breasts and my stomach. His body was twitching as he milked out every last drop onto me. The room was silent, aside from our heavy breathing. 
“Jesus Christ, Jolene. That was amazing.” 
“I’ve been on birth control for years now, you could have come inside me if you wanted,” I panted out. 
“I just saw those perfect tits and knew I needed to cover them in my seed. There was no other choice…this time at least,” Trevor replied with a breathy laugh. 
He grabbed his pants and asked, “Where can I get you a towel to clean up?” 
“From the hallway closet, it’s full of clean towels. Thanks,” I responded, watching him leave and return with a dark purple towel. I wipe my chest and stomach, before tossing the towel in my hamper and redressing myself. “Well that was fun! See you tomorrow?” I exclaimed. 
“Absolutely, my greedy girl.” Trevor placed a kiss on my forehead before heading back out of the room. I heard the front door open then close before I flopped back down on my bed, spent and highly satisfied with this new arrangement. No strings attached, right?

      [image: image-placeholder]It turned out this fuck-buddy arrangement was exactly what I needed. We had been going strong for over a month now—Trevor drove me home, we had mind blowing sex that also involved one of us going down on the other, he left, and at school we acted like friends, nothing more. It was literally the perfect arrangement. Needs got met, but no attachments were formed and I hadn’t gotten all obsessed and stalkerish. Clearly, I was meant for meaningless sex with nothing more than a friendly relationship. And you know what…I could deal with that! 
My mom was working night shift, and it was Friday, so Trevor asked if he could try staying the night—he would tell his parents he’s staying at a friend’s house and we had all night to fuck, and rest, and fuck some more. Sounded like a fun plan to me. 
I got $500 for my painting in the art auction, strategically hidden in my room from my mother and her expensive habits. I didn’t even think she knew I entered a painting, even though I told her at least three times. Once the pizza was delivered—Hawaiian with feta and roasted red peppers—we plopped down in front of the TV and found a scary movie to watch, deciding on The Exorcist. Placing a couple slices on my plate, I settled into the couch, ready to enjoy a relaxing evening. 
“So…I bought something for you. If that’s ok,” Trevor said, clearly a bit embarrassed. 
“What? Something for me? What is it?” I asked, excited that he thought of me outside of our sexual rendezvous. I could feel something inside me stir, but I was unsure of what it was exactly. My stomach felt tingly, my heart rate increased, and my curiosity was piqued. Trevor walked over to his jacket that was lying across a recliner in the living room and grabbed something black before walking over to me. 
“I wanted to try something tonight, something I’ve never done before…” he said, toying with the black thing in his hand. It was rounded on the top, before tapering off to a flat bottom with a pink jewel. 
“Ok…so, what is it? Just spit it out, Trevor,” I laughed, trying to break the awkward mood that has settled over us. This was supposed to be a fun, easy, relaxing night. 
“So, this goes in your ass. To help stretch you out…for other things to go in there. If you know what I mean…” 
“Oh… oh!” I replied, nervous and curious all at the same time. Trevor stood up. “It’ll need something like lube or lotion, or something. Do you have any lube?” 
“No, but I have some lotion in my bedroom,” I responded.
“Ok, go grab it, and we can give this a try!” Trevor’s eyes lit up when I headed towards my room to grabbed my lotion from my dresser. I come back into the living room and took the black, silicone plug from Trevor, dropping my sweatpants and thong, and rubbed the lotion all over the rounded tip. Trevor walked over and guided me to bend over the couch. “Ok, I feel like this might hurt, so try to relax as much as you can. Maybe try taking some deep breaths or something. I’ll be as gentle as I can.” 
I could hear the hesitation and trepidation in Trevor’s voice, but I spread my legs and handed the plug back to him. “Ok, let’s try this out,” I said. I closed my eyes hard and tried to drift off to other places—my bed, snuggled under my covers, the Inner Harbor to watch boats come in, the night sky on a clear night full of stars. 
I felt the pressure of the plug trying to push into my ass and winced. I could feel my body tense up and I let out a gasp. “Ah, fuck! I don’t know about this…” 
“Just breathe, let’s keep trying for a bit longer. You can do it, Jolene!” I breathed deeply, in through my nose and out through my mouth, for a count of five both ways. The harder he pushed, the more my body wanted to fight. So I tried and puckered my butthole to see if that helped—maybe it’ll just suck it in. 
Fuck! That did it, I gasped and raised up as I felt my asshole fill. 
“Fuck, Jo! Fuck, that’s such a good girl,” Trevor cooed, rubbing my back down to my ass. In that moment, something shifted within me. Like a cord snapped into place finally, or a cog shifted into place in a clock. Like a covert agent in a spy movie who just heard the activation word, my brain claimed Trevor as mine. Aw shit, here we fucking go again. 
I spun around and found Trevor’s eyes dark and full of lust. His phone was out, camera facing me. “I just wanted to snap a picture of your perfect ass with that plug in it,” he stammered. 
“O-ok…” I ran my hands through my hair and Trevor’s eyes fell to my breasts. He looked like a dog salivating over a fresh slab of meat. He guided my back against the couch. 
“First, I wanna slip my dick into that hot pussy. Then we can rest and let it build up, that plug stretching you out, before we try it in the butt. Sound ok?” he asked, his finger trailing down my body and finding my center. I was already wet, and as soon as his fingers slipped into me, a dark chuckle vibrated from his chest. “Fuck, you dirty girl. Already wet from putting that toy in your ass. God that’s so hot,” he moaned, slipping another finger inside of me. His phone was raised again, camera facing where his fingers were pumping in and out of me. Then I could see the camera raise to my chest, my tits starting to bounce lightly as he pumped in and out of me. 
I moaned out my pleasure as Trevor increased his pace, before climaxing all over his fingers and the couch. “Fuck, it is so fucking hot when you soak me like that.” He pulled his fingers out before sliding his dick up and down my slit, coating it with my arousal. He lined up and slowly started to enter me. 
“Oh fuck, I feel so fucking full,” I cried. 
“I’ll go slow so you can adjust.” And he did, taking his time to bottom out. He let out a feral growl before quickening his pace. “I can feel that plug in your ass, it’s rubbing against me and it feels amazing, Jo.” The room was filled with the sounds of skin hitting skin and moans of pleasure. 
“Oh, I’m gonna come!” I cried out before my release sprayed against his body, spraying back onto my ass and legs. He groaned before I could feel his hot spurts of cum filling me. My back was arching when I saw his phone come up to catch a picture of my face while I orgasmed. 
“I just want to remember this for later, so I can jerk off to you and I together.” Trevor said, before pulling out and running to grab a towel from the cabinet like he’s done many times before. We cleaned up, restarted our movie, and got back to our—now cold—pizza.
When the movie finished and we’ve had our fill of pizza, Trevor looked over to me and leaned in for a kiss. As soon as our lips met, I grabbed him by the neck and climbed on top of his lap. I could feel his hardness beneath me, and I ground my hips into him as hard as I could. I was overwhelmed with desire and lust, the plug in my ass still filling me up, keeping me soaking wet and wanting. It was a feeling I’ve never experienced before, but now couldn’t seem to get enough of. I had no idea I would like butt stuff so much! 
“Should we pop this thing out and see what we can do?” I asked, ready for him to fill me with his cum. I was vibrating with desire at this point, needy—oh so needy. 
“Yes, Jolene. Fuck yes!” Trevor’s hand was at my backside, grabbing for the plug that was filling me. I broke away from his grasp and placed my knees on the couch, leaning my back over the arm. “Oh shit! Stay just like that!” He grabbed his phone and snapped a quick picture of me bent over for him, still plugged up. 
Next thing I felt was his hands grasping for the flat edge of the plug. He tried tugging it out, but there was resistance and I cried out. I tried bearing down a little bit as he twisted it and I felt it break free. “Ah!” I cried out, feeling empty back there. I heard Trevor grab the lotion from the table and the sound of him rubbing it over his cock. 
“Here we go, baby girl. You ready?” he asked, rubbing the soft head of his dick over my hole. He placed the tip at the entrance and slowly tried to enter me. I was breathing as hard and deep as I could, thinking of nothing but relaxing my muscles for him. After a few soft thrusts, I could feel him breaking through the tight entrance. We both cried out in desire, yearning for the feeling of being connected. 
I beard down slightly and he slide in slowly—a feeling of fullness taking over me. “Oh FUCK!” Trevor screamed before grabbing my hips and pressing all the way against me. 
“Oh! Oh my GOD! Slow, please!” I screamed back to him, looking back over my shoulder and seeing his feral gaze caressing over my body. 
“Yeah. Yeah. Slow,” he panted out. Ever so slowly, he started moving in and out of my asshole. The feeling was tight, full, slightly painful, but so wonderful—all at the same time. Slowly, his pace started to increase. I reached between my legs, my clit throbbing for attention, my pussy yearning to be filled as well. “Oh, Jolene! Yes! Touch yourself, let me see how you know your own body.” I felt him lean over and grab his phone again, hinging himself back to get their perfect angle for a picture. My pace increased on my clit as I slid my hand further down, placing two fingers inside myself. As soon as I rubbed over my inner bundle of nerves, I felt my release pouring out over my hand. “Fuck yes,” Trevor screamed, grabbing my hips roughly, with his fingertips digging in, and thrusting into my ass with an almost punishing pace. I could feel a second climax ready to explode out of me, and as I release, so did Trevor, his hot cum filling my ass and dripping down my cheeks onto the couch beneath us. 
When we came down from our blissful moment, Trevor slowly slid out of me. I released a gasp at the utter emptiness I felt inside. The same towel from before was brought over and we cleaned up ourselves and the couch. “I’m going to go shower,” I breathed out, tired and sore from our escapades tonight. 
“Ok, baby girl,” Trevor replied. I quickly showered with scalding water, and when I returned to the living room, Trevor was nowhere to be found. I looked out the front door and saw his car was gone. What the actual fuck? I flopped onto the couch, throwing my arm over my eyes, and quickly descended into the darkness of sleep. The rest of the weekend went by in a blur, my body sore and my heart aching. What the hell happened? Was he embarrassed by liking it in my butt so much? It’s not like it’s gay to like a tight hole for your dick to be in—whether that hole is in the front or the back. A tight hole is a tight hole, and a dick is gonna like it—no big deal. 
Monday came around and I headed to school. Entering the building, I could feel a weird weight over people as they looked at me. Groups of friends were staring, snickering and whispering as I walked by. I got to my locker and as soon as it opened, a pile of papers came flooding out. I saw my naked body, plugged up asshole—some with a black plug, some with Trevor’s dick. All of the photos he took to ‘jack off to’ were lying on the floor in front of me. My tits, my fingers inside of me while Trevor fucks my ass. Clearly he was not embarrassed…
People were laughing as they walk past me, but all I could see are tears—salty, hot, tears blurring my vision. I wiped the tears away and black spots started to cloud the edges of my eyes. My body felt hot, vibrating with rage and embarrassment. I was not embarrassed by my body, I was not even embarrassed by the sexual positions I was in. I was embarrassed that Trevor made me trust him, then betrayed me in such a public way. I could fucking care less if people saw me naked—I knew I have a great body. I owned that shit. But betrayal stings like getting stabbed in the back, then having salt rubbed into the wound. However, I had never been one to simply get mad—oh no, I get even. I took the papers at my feet and gathered them into my backpack. It’s gonna be an early school day for me. 
I went to the office and asked to call my mom—but instead of calling my mom, I called a taxi. Getting into the taxi, I gave the driver the address—his dad was a local judge so I knew exactly where to go. I headed to his office at town hall and marched inside, slamming the papers down on his desk. 
“What the fuck am I looking at?” His dad stood up, pushing away from his desk and rushing to close the door. 
“Your son is distributing underage pornography that he took on his own phone. Your son is eighteen, right? Well that is me, and I’m a minor.” 
“Oh, Trevor, what have you done,” he sighed, scrubbing his hand down over his face. 
“I am willing to go through all of the lengths to press the heaviest of charges. Or…” 
“Or what?!” His dad cried out. 
“Or, he can forgo his full ride scholarship, and withdraw from The University of Maryland. I’ll take this to them if I need to. They will pull him themselves, or he can bow out on his own accord. If he chooses not to, expect charges to be pressed against him as well as losing his place at the college. Up to y’all.” I shrugged, gathering my papers and heading for the door. 
“Wait! He will withdraw from UMD, and you will never see or hear from him again. Will that suffice?” Trevor’s dad asked, eyes welling up with unshed tears—anger or sadness, I couldn’t be sure. 
“Yes, sir,” I replied, and walked out of the room with my head held high.
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The Truth


“I feel like we haven’t seen each other in ages!” Micah exclaims, circling his arms around my waist and pulling me in for a passionate kiss. “I’ve been missing you, sweet thing. Craving your body on mine...”  
“Well, I’m glad to hear that, because I am feeling awfully needy.” I flash him a flirty grin as I make my way upstairs and to his room. He hollers after me, “I’m gonna fix us a couple of drinks, you start making yourself comfortable!” Oh, I’m going to make myself really comfortable. Luckily, the other night, Rae told me all about different cameras and how to set them up and such. So I got a couple to put in Micah’s house. I have one for his bedroom and another to put in his kitchen to overlook the downstairs living space. 
I just can’t shake this weird feeling since the night of the masquerade when he acted all possessive, but his actions don’t match what he was seeming to imply. I just get the feeling he wants me to be exclusive to him, but that he can continue to see and fuck whoever he wants—and frankly, I am NOT cool with that. Since I am not above spying and keeping tabs, hiding cameras it is. Rae had a plethora of knowledge, zero shame about admitting to the cameras she has placed in my apartment. I can respect that—she might be a stalker, but she owns it. Just like me. No shame in our game. 
I get into Micah’s room and find a spot on one of his bookshelves near a random gold spiked ball. I use my phone to turn it on and get it all connected. Not much set up to do here, I already took care of that at my house before coming over. Once I can see on my phone that it’s placed well, I slip off my black HEYDUDE shoes and my deep green sundress. Summer is coming to an end, so I am trying to get all of the rest of my summer clothes worn before I start putting them up and changing out my closet for my fall and winter clothes. 
I hear Micah walking up the stairs and flop onto his bed. I wore my sexiest black lingerie—a black, lace corset that comes down to my bellybutton and is entirely see-through with matching black, lace, cheeky panties. The boning on the corset holds my tits up nice and perky and the panties show just enough cheek to make my ass look like something you’d wanna take a bite out of. I do love being bitten…Micah comes in and stops short when he sees me laying across his bed. 
“Oh, you spicy little thing. You look exquisite. I am going to take my time devouring you. I simply cannot let this look go to waste.” He leans over and hands me my drink. We clink our glasses and take a sip. The tequila burns my throat in the best way, warming my body on its way down my throat and into my stomach. 
“So, what have you been up to while I was absent?” I ask. 
“Well, I worked a lot. Hit the gym a bunch. Not much really. It was pretty boring without my sweet little thing to keep me company,” he responds, flashing a smirk in my direction before downing the rest of his tequila and soda. 
“Oh, so no one else came and kept you company? Your sister, maybe? Y’all seemed awfully close…” 
“Someone is sounding a little jealous, and insecure. It’s not a cute look on you.” Micah stands and turns to face me. 
“Well, I was just thrown off a little that night. You were so possessive of me going out with intentions of taking someone home. We’re not exclusive, yet you say you want me to only be with you. It’s so weird to say that, and yet you never called to check on me or see how I was doing while dealing with the funeral and the aftermath. I mean I was basically MIA for a week, and not a peep from you.” 
“You asked for space, sweet thing. So I gave you space. Now you’re upset about me doing exactly what you asked?” I see his eyes roll as he speaks, and something in me snaps. I’ve seen that look so many times. Jo is being crazy. Jo is being clingy. Jo is wanting too much from others. At least he hasn’t called me crazy. “Like I said, it's just so strange for you to basically demand I not see other people—which is boyfriend shit—yet not give me the intimate emotional support and connections that also come with being a boyfriend.” I shrug, placing my drink on the nightstand. “Sounds to me like you wanna have your cake, and eat it, too. And trust me, I know how fucking delicious my cake is. But I’m not that same little girl who gives her heart away so easily.” 
“So what, I should just know what you need from me at all times, even if you say one thing be prepared to do the opposite? Why are women so fucking complicated? Seriously, just tell me what the fuck you want and not play these crazy games.” He throws up his hands and walks over to the closet, unbuttoning his shirt and slipping it off before placing it in the dirty clothes hamper. I jump up from the bed and stomp over towards him. “What the fuck did you just say? I know you did not just call me crazy!” 
“I called your games crazy, Jo. But frankly, yeah this is all sounding a bit crazy. What are we even fighting about? You were doing family shit, you wouldn’t have been able to talk to me, anyways. And don’t even give me that ‘it’s the thought that counts’ bullshit. Are we fucking or not? This is dumb. C’mon, sweet thing.” Micah runs his hands up my arms and pulls me into him. “Nah, I’ve lost my desire. I guess I’m feeling a little crazy right now,” I say, rolling my eyes and brushing him off of me. I take a step to grab my dress, but Micah grabs me again—harder this time. I can feel him squeezing my biceps, my muscles burning from the pressure of his grip.
“Ouch, Micah, that hurts. Let me go!” He shoves me onto the bed—not a sexy, seductive shove, but harsh and forceful. “No, you little fucking tease. You come in here, get undressed and tease me, then start some bullshit fight. I don’t think so.” 
“Dude it's not that big of a deal, let me go home and cool off and maybe I’ll come back tomorrow.” I try to roll away, but he pins me down by my arms, squeezing so hard I can feel my skin bruising. “You’re not going anywhere. You don’t get to rile me up like this, then walk away like nothing. A little fucking brat like you needs to be punished.” 
“The fuck?! No get the fuck off of me!” I’m trying to roll out from under his grasp, kicking my feet and squirming to break free, but he’s too strong. Gripping my wrists in one hand, he grabs at my panties and rips them off of me, before starting to undo his belt with the other. “I don’t think so, Jolene.” His eyes are dark, his face sinister. I can feel the terror and repressed memories starting to bubble back up. My eyes start to burn and well up with tears. I’m thrashing and writhing underneath him as he wraps the belt around my wrists and pulls it tight, cutting off the circulation. “This isn’t funny, Micah. Get the fuck off of me!”
From downstairs, I hear the front door slam then footsteps bounding up the stairs. In bursts Rae, her usual white and pink mask on her face. “Who the fuck?” Micah screams, still sitting on top of me with my hands bound. “She said get off of her, so get the fuck up.” 
“Wh-what? Who the fuck are you? Have you been spying on us?” Micah yells, face red with rage. Rae rips off the mask and I recognize her instantly. The girl from Micah’s photo album, the one I had been getting myself off to. What the actual fuck is happening right now? My head is spinning in confusion and fear. 
“Well, well, well. If it isn’t Natalie. I’m not surprised to see you’re still stalking me. You crazy bitch.” 
“You know I go by Rae. And to be honest, it’s her I’ve been stalking.” Rae flashes me a knowing grin. “Now are you going to get off of her or am I going to have to call the cops?” Micah lets out a booming laugh, the sound vibrating from deep in his chest. I’m still underneath his weight, wiggling my hands to try and free my wrists from the belt securing them. The tension in the air has my anxiety peaking and I can feel my heart in my throat. I try to slow my breathing, knowing that if I don’t calm down I’ll panic and freak the fuck out. Keeping my cool is the only way to get out of this—but that shit is easier said than done.
“And what would you tell the cops, my dear Rae?” Micah practically spits her name out. 
“That you were spying on us? That you broke into my house? That you’re a crazy stalker bitch who deserves whatever comes to her?” By this point, he is still sitting on me, but he’s flipped around to face her in the doorway. I buck my hips hard in an attempt to knock him over, hands still bound tightly in his belt. Micah barely moves, but then turns and slaps me across the face with an open palm, burning my cheek as soon as it makes contact. Rae lunges for him, knocking him off of me and onto the floor. I can hear them struggling as I wring my hands to loosen the belt. 
Micah pins Rae underneath him and punches her in the face. Her head hits the floor with a sharp crack. He starts yanking and tearing at her clothes, like a feral animal. “You’ve always been a crazy bitch. Time for you to get what you deserve!” Micah screams at her, moving frantically to overpower her. If I don’t get my hands free and stop him, he will no doubt rape both of us—or worse. I take two deep breaths, then bite at the belt enclosure while twisting my wrists back and forth, pulling on the material as I attempt to break free. I can feel the belt give a little and that’s all I need, once it loosens a little bit I am able to move my hands enough to break free. Micah rips Rae’s shirt off and she is fighting to stop him from getting her yoga pants off. I remember seeing a knife in the drawer of his nightstand, so I hop over the bed and grab it. Flicking it open, I waste no time in plunging it into Micah’s neck—over and over and over again. 
Blood starts spraying everywhere and he falls backward, grabbing at his throat and sounding like he is choking. Rae is panting when she stands over him, lifting her leg before smashing her heel into his nose—an audible crack echoing in the room as his head bounces against the floor. Micah goes silent as Rae and I stand over his lifeless body. I can feel the memories and emotions vibrating through my body, a panic attack surely imminent. 
I take two deep breaths then grab Rae’s hand and turn her to me. “Are you ok?” I ask, gently running my thumb over her bruised cheek. Cupping her face in my hands, I look deeply into her eyes, seeing her face uncovered for the first time. 
Her eyes are the brightest blue I have ever seen, like the blue ice of glaciers in Iceland. Her olive skin is a permanent tan, making her look as though she just spent days out in the sun. Her chocolate brown hair is soft and silky in my hands. I caress down the back of her head before grabbing a handful and yanking her face close to mine. “I will always protect you, my siren. I don’t know what came over me, but I knew I needed you to be safe so my instincts just took over.” I crash my lips onto hers before she can take a breath, stealing her oxygen and replacing it with my own. Remembering to be gentle with her cheek, I pull her into me, her naked breasts pressing against my body. I reach a hand down and cup her tit, squeezing gently before isolating her nipple and pinching and pulling the hardened bud, a breathy gasp leaving her lips. 
I lower myself onto the floor, Micah’s blood still pooling around his corpse, and pull her body on top of mine. Rae straddles me, pulling the straps of my corset down over my shoulders and letting my own breasts pop free. “Your body is that of a goddess, my goldie. I could stare at you for hours, like a work of fucking art.” Rae leans down and grabs my nipple in her mouth, nipping at the tender flesh and pulling a moan from my lips. She is grinding her pelvis into mine, searching for some much needed friction—dry humping me like two teenagers. I slip my fingers under the waistband of her black yoga pants and find she is wearing no underwear. “Oh, my siren clearly had plans to seduce me later. Such a greedy girl.” Before she can respond, I find her clit, rubbing and pinching vigorously. 
Rae gasps out, Micah’s blood sloshing underneath us, but not deterring us from our lustful goals. “I was hoping to get myself off while watching your body through the cameras you so kindly set up for my viewing pleasure. You had to know I had your phone tapped, able to see whatever you see on your phone. Once you hooked up the cameras, I knew I could keep tabs on you wherever you go. I’m glad you did, too, or else this story could have ended so differently, goldie.” 
“Looks like we saved each other today,” I say before flipping Rae over and yanking her pants down and off of her body. Her pussy is already glistening, her body now covered in Micah’s blood from our rolling around. I plunge two fingers inside of her, feeling her tight cunt squeeze my fingers in as deep as they can go. Rae cries out in pleasure as I thrust my fingers in and out of her, the sloshing sounds from the blood beneath us mixing with the sounds of her soaking wet pussy clinging to my fingers. 
“Oh, fuck, Jolene!” Rae cries out as my fingers graze over the spongy texture of her g-spot in a come hither motion. 
“Yes, give me your pleasure, let me have it all. It belongs to me now,” I growl at her, blood splashing up onto her tits as her body writhes in pleasure beneath me. 
“You better flip your ass over and sit on my face,” Rae says, her voice low and full of lust and desire. 
“Yes, Mommy,” I muse, flipping around so my pussy is positioned over her face and my face is directly over hers. I dive into her cunt with my tongue, finding her clit, sucking and nipping at it. She plunges her tongue into my own soaking wet pussy and I moan out in pleasure. 
We are both going to town on each other, completely unfazed by Micah’s dead body next to us or the blood that is now covering both of our bodies. “Fuck, I’m coming!” Rae cries out as her orgasm washes over my tongue. Her tongue flicks my clit as she thrusts two fingers into my center. My orgasm washes over me before I can even realize it, and I feel myself release all over her face. “Jesus Christ, goldie, that is fucking hot as hell, babe!” Rae cries out from beneath me. We lay on top of each other, trying to catch our breath as we come down from the high we each pulled from each other. 
“Let’s wash up and get out of here,” I breathe out, pushing off of her and heading to the bathroom. 
“Great idea,” Rae responds, clearly still reeling from her release. 
We crank up the water and wash off the blood from our bodies and hair—showering in silence, not yet ready to face the reality of our situation. “What do we do now? I love that his house is kind of secluded for escape purposes, but what the fuck do we do with this body, goldie? I’m kind of freaking out,” Rae says, as we step out from the shower, grabbing some clothes from Micah’s closet. 
“It’s going to be ok. Breathe in for a count of six through your nose and out for a count of six through your mouth. Here’s what we’re going to do…”

      [image: image-placeholder]Rae masks back up and goes to move the car to the end of the trail behind Micah’s house. I’ve never been so happy to be in the suburbs, where trees line all sides of the houses and they pay enough to put some space between them and their neighbor. All of this works in our favor right now. I know self-defense is a justifiable means of murder, but neither of us wants to deal with the statements and paperwork that comes with it. And my mom’s legacy has lasted longer than I ever could have imagined, so I’m sure there are still plenty of cops who have a preconceived notion of me just from my last name. 
‘Moore’ always seemed like such a basic last name—taken from my dad, Levi Moore, who apparently was a total piece of shit and left my mom and me for a whole new family, figured sending enough money to keep us quiet would suffice. I never thought that with my mom having a different last name we’d be lumped together so often. Truly, I was thankful for it for a while, until I realized she had somehow tainted her own last name—Jenkins—and my last name—Moore.
As Rae goes to move the getaway car, I guess she already parked hers away from the house because that’s what she normally does—a conversation we are definitely having later. I head out into the garage and find some canisters of gasoline. I have set one other fire in my life, my childhood home, but I enjoyed it and knew I wanted to do it again. Micah’s house is his most prized possession, so how fitting to burn it down with his aggressive, gaslighting, rapist ass inside of it. Poetic, almost.
I start pouring the gasoline all over the house, feeling muscle memory kick in even though I’ve only done this once before. Rae comes in through the back door. “The car is in position and ready for us, thank God for the suburbs and the seclusion they desire from each other.” She lets out a hard laugh, clearly trying to make light of a situation that is weighing heavily on her. 
I flash her a smile, trying to reassure her, but also keep my ass moving to get this done and get out of here. I’m soaking everything I can on my way upstairs then back down. Luckily he has plenty of gasoline at his disposal—a fact I refuse to think too much into. Once the house is saturated and our heads are throbbing from the horrible smell of gasoline suffocating our noses, we step out the back door, light a match from his kitchen drawer, toss it in, add another, and one more for good luck. We take off down the path towards my car. 
Glancing back over our shoulder, Micah’s house ignites, his sins and atrocities going up in flames. How did I not see that he was so toxic? That he cared so little about me—or anyone else, for that matter? Was I so caught up in my own feelings? Fucking obviously, that’s kind of what we do. Fuck, so true…
We make it to the idling car with the lights off, hop in, and take off. I figure Rae is taking us back to my house, since she chose to be in the driver’s seat. “So…I’d love to know more about the connection between you and Micah,” I say, leaning my chair back a little to help my nervous system reel back in a little. 
“All in good time, goldie. I promise to tell you everything. But it’s all a little too fresh at this moment.” 
“Of course,” I respond, grabbing her hand and pulling it into my lap. This woman, who I killed for, has me in a chokehold. What is our connection, aside from Micah? Why do I feel so safe and connected to her? I need to know. 
She passes the exit for my house and I start to worry. “Where are we going, my siren of the sea? Another attempt to drag me down to my demise?” I ask, half joking, half not. 
“No, goldie. I will never drag you down. Not on purpose, at least. I’m taking you somewhere fun, somewhere we can let loose and deal with our collective trauma and injustice. I cannot wait to tell you how connected we truly are. Your mind is about to be blown!” Rae squeezes my hand, but doesn’t let it go. Holding onto me, she drives into the night, into the uncertainty that is our relationship right now. 
I know I want to get to know her, deeper than ever before, but I’m scared to hear how connected we truly are. Can I handle it? Can I deal with what truths might come out? I’m not sure yet. She seems to sure, but I have no clue what truths are about to come to light. I’ve prepared for so long on how to deal with someone uprooting my trauma that I’ve repressed for so long, but never had to actually deal with it. How do I know that I won’t freak the fuck out? I guess I don’t.
I see her take the exit for the Mount Auburn Cemetery—where my mother is buried—and my breathing picks up as my heart begins to race. “Where are you taking me, my little siren?” I try to huff out a laugh, to lighten the mood in the car, but she’s clearly on a mission. I haven’t been to my mom’s final resting place, having left the funeral early. 
“We’re gonna go visit someone. Gonna go have a hard talk, and see how it goes from here. I want you to know me. Like I know you. Are you scared?” Rae asks, never diverting her eyes from the road. 
“Yes…” I breathe out, telling the truth. 
“Good. We’re about to see if our connection is driving intervention, or another relationship that will drag you down. I know I’m meant to help you, but are you willing to let me, is the real question,” Rae responds, pulling into the cemetery and parking on a random lane of the zig-zagging graves. 
What the fuck did I get myself into?
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Her Name is Natalie


Rae parks the car and shuts off the engine. I know exactly where we are at. I can see her gravestone from the road. Why the fuck would she bring me here? What is her angle? “Um…ok, what are we doing here?” I ask, throwing my hands up.  
“Have you been to your mom’s grave since the funeral?” Rae asks, clearly thinking she’s doing some divine intervention kind of work. 
“No. And that’s fine with me. I had zero plans of ever showing up here. It’s dark, I have no flowers, like what the fuck are we even doing here? Seriously…” At this point, I’m tired, I’m overwhelmed, and I can break at any point. But it’s like she wants to push me—to test me. 
“Rae, please. It’s late and today has been a fucking day. So what the fuck are we doing here, and why?” I ask, exasperated and ready to go home, to go to sleep. The clock in the car reads 11:56 p.m., it’s way too late for this shit. 
“Just get out, I’ll explain everything later,” is her only response. She gets out and walks toward the gravestones next to us. 
What the fuck is about to happen? 
I exit the car and follow behind her, heading towards whatever she has planned for us. 
“So this is the cemetery your mom is buried in, right? And you haven’t to her grave yet?” Rae repeats, casually caressing a random headstone as she walks away from me. 
“Nope. I had no plans to, either. Her sister took care of all of this, and I left after I said my piece about her,” is my only reply. Rae keeps walking and I keep following, like a sad puppy—tired and just wanting whatever reward she has planned for me for doing this shit. 
“Ok. Well you’re gonna see her tonight. We’re gonna play a game. Winner gets to fuck the other one.” 
“Wh-what? Seriously? After all we’ve been through tonight, you wanna play some primal fucking game?” 
“Yes, goldie. Let’s play a game. You run, I chase. If you get back to the car, we go home and sleep it off. However, if I catch you first, then we fuck right here in the cemetery.” 
“You cannot be serious right now! We just murdered someone and burned his fucking house down after he attempted to rape both of us. And you’re fucking horny and wanna make some convoluted point about my fucking mom?!” Her eyes meet mine and something flashes in those ice blue irises. She gives me a slight head nod and a flash of a memory hits me. It was her. At the funeral home. When I couldn’t figure out what to say. She was there, watching me, encouraging me to face my monsters head on and push through. 
I take off running, weaving between headstones in the bare light of the moon. The cover of night is fun for the game, but hard to actually move around well without running into shit. Micah and I played a game like this, but after tonight, this will be the game I remember—my siren, chasing me to drag me to my death—be it literal or spiritual. I push my legs as hard as they can go, feeling the burn of my muscles as I race around the memories of people long since passed. The cold air of the night infiltrates my lungs as I huff and puff while running to my full extent. I zig and zag around stones and raised beds of dirt where people have recently been buried, and those who’ve been resting here for ages. If I get back to the car, we can just go home and sleep. 
I’m all turned around in the pitch black, no moon or star in sight. She strategically led me away from the car when we first got out—smart one, that siren of mine. Mine? Mine. Out of nowhere, I hear the patter of feet on the grass, random leaves and sticks crunching underfoot. Taking a chance, I swing wide and turn in a different direction—not quite back the way I came, but what I hope will end up back there. Suddenly, a strange thought comes to mind—where is my mom buried? I know it’s here, but what does her headstone look like? What does it say? Beloved Mother? Laughable. Sister and friend? I guess in theory she was…Distracted by thoughts brought to light by Rae’s musings, my knee collides with a piece of marble and I trip into a path, taking a slight tumble as I go down. 
I take no time to jump back up and keep running. 
“Goldie…Oh, goldie…” I hear Rae’s sing-song voice from the darkness. 
Even without my sight, my hearing cannot pinpoint where the sound is coming from. I turn in another wide circle and change directions, before almost slamming into a large statue. “Fuck!” I curse out, skidding to a stop before I break my nose on the damn thing. The only sound in this moment is my blood racing between my ears and my short panting breaths. I give myself a moment to collect my bearings and get some much needed oxygen into my lungs. 
Glancing over to the left, I swear I can see the car parked where we left it. Yes! My plan worked! I sprint towards the car, only to be tackled just mere feet from reaching it. 
The breath is knocked from my body as Rae and I land on the grass between headstones. “Gotcha!” Rae shouts, and I can’t help but burst into involuntary laughter. “Oh, I think someone actually wanted to be caught. Is that right? Is my goldie just as dark and depraved as me? Getting turned on by the idea of protecting each other, and burning shit to the ground together? I know I am fucking soaked thinking about how you killed to protect me.” Her hot, wet tongue runs up my neck and face. I squeeze my thighs together, totally turned on just like she said. 
“Bend that sweet little ass over and grab the headstone in front of you. I am going to worship that pussy, just like I told you I’d like to back at the ball. My mouth is watering at the idea of devouring you—claiming you. And your mom is going to watch the whole thing.” 
“Wh-what? There is no way…” Before I can finish my thought, Rae flips me over and yanks the sweat pants I took from Micah’s down my legs, exposing my bare ass to the chill of the night. She grabs my hips and hikes my ass into the air as I feel her position herself behind me. Before I can even comprehend what is happening, her tongue plunges into my center. 
A groan vibrates from her chest as she slides her tongue up and down, over my tingling clit, and then thrusts back into me. She is a fucking expert at what she is doing, I have never been eaten out like this. If I thought Micah was a sex god, then Rae is the goddess from which all life flows—knowing exactly what I need and giving and giving with no reservations. This is what it feels like when someone is doing something simply to make you feel good—no other reason to provide pure bliss. I can feel my release tingling up my spine, ready to explode from me any moment now. 
“You taste like the sweetest honey, pouring out onto my tongue, overflowing just for me to consume and take my fill. I will drink your sweetness every single day until I no longer exist on this Earth. Your body was made for me—your shape, your taste, your entire being made for my enjoyment. And I vow to show my gratitude until I can no longer breathe you in.” As soon as she finishes that statement, I feel her teeth bite into my inner thigh, close enough that her breath is still caressing my center. 
The pain and pleasure is a wild and intoxicating concoction, and I can feel droplets of blood running down my leg. That does it, with those words, I explode my climax out. I can feel my pleasure flowing out of me and all over her face—but she’s my siren of the sea and I know she can take it. 
As the high of my orgasm starts to subside, I slump onto the cold grass, face pressing into the cool stone in front of me. I wonder…Grabbing for my pants, I pull out my phone and turn on the flashlight, shining it onto the name engraved into this stone.
Shannon Jenkins

Sister, Mother, Friend 

I roll my eyes at the titles that my aunt thought could define my mother in her afterlife. She was barely any of those things, but I guess you can’t put Cunt, Addict, Whore. 
“How the fuck did we end up at my mom’s grave? Rae, seriously, I need some answers.” I roll over, groaning as the cool grass touches new spots on my half-naked body. 
“Let’s get back to your place, shower and warm up, and then I will explain everything. I’m proud of you tonight, goldie. A lot has happened, but you’ve faced everything head on and handled it like a badass. A month ago, you’d be a mess right now. You’ve come so far, and I could not be more proud.” She helps me up and I get my pants back on before we hop into the car and head back to my house in silence.

      [image: image-placeholder]We arrive back at my apartment and head inside. I’m ready to warm up and get some fucking answers. Not that I don’t like the mystery of this dual stalking situation, there are so many questions rolling around in my head that I honestly can’t believe I haven’t spiraled yet. I thought I would after killing Micah, but kept it together for Rae. I wanted to break when Rae pulled into that damn cemetery, but was distracted by my siren’s song—and tongue. I thought for sure I’d be wrecked when I realized we fucked on my mother’s grave, but I guess I was still riding the high from my climax. It’s imminent, it has to be. And when that dam breaks, I hope my siren is as good of a swimmer as her nickname suggests. 
“Why don’t you go shower and I’ll make us some hot tea?” Rae suggests. 
At this point, curiosity is outweighing everything else that’s happened, so I respond, “No shower—tea and answers. Then maybe we will want to shower together…” I trail off, worried about what is going to be uncovered. 
“Deal. Go sit down, I’ll grab the tea.” Rae heads into the kitchen like she lives here. I hear mugs clinking around and cabinets opening and closing. A few moments later, Rae walks into the living room and hands me a steaming mug before plopping down onto the other end of the couch. “Ok, goldie. Here goes nothing…I’ve been following you for quite some time now. Just off and on in the beginning, curious about you and hoping our paths would cross organically due to our…unique connection. Then I followed you one day and you ended up at Micah’s, slashing some bitch’s tires, and I knew I wanted you to be mine. That I needed to protect you from getting too involved with him. He cheated on me when we dated. A lot. With a lot of women. When I confronted him, he got physical and accused me of being crazy. I showed up at his house, drunk, one night after we had broken up and he accused me of stalking him and threatened me and my life.”
Sitting silently, I am glad I took care of that fucker when I got the chance. The thought of him putting his hands on her multiple times and threatening her life enrages me in a way I did not expect. I nod, and Rae keeps going. “I first heard of you when you killed Tim…” she pauses, clearly gauging my reaction. 
I had no idea anyone knew about what I did except my mom. How the fuck does she know about that? 
“Just breathe and stay with me. I’m going to explain. Tim was my step-dad from the time I turned seven until I turned eleven. I believe that’s when he left my mom for your mom. He groomed me the entire time, taking advantage of my mom working so much and stealing my innocence little by little. I was so fucked up by him and his actions. My mom had no idea, just knew something was off with me. As soon as he left, and I started acting a little more normal again. She never questioned if it was a good decision for him to leave or not. She never asked me about him or his actions, so I still don’t know if she knows. But he left and she never looked back. When I heard about him getting murdered, I found you and knew he had to have done to you what he did to me—you just took care of him in a way I couldn’t. I was immediately infatuated with you. But as a thirteen-year-old girl, I didn’t know what I was feeling or what to do about it.” 
I am shocked. Tim did that shit to her, as well? I can feel the rage vibrating through my body. I must be visibly shaking because Rae reaches over and places her hand on mine. “You did what needed to be done. You saved me in ways you will never understand. I went for a while and left you alone, never forgetting you or what you did. Then we ended up at the same high school. It was a wild coincidence. I watched you from afar. Being a year ahead, it wasn’t that hard, and it’s not like you were actively seeking people out. I kept tabs on you, the girl who was basically a superhero in my eyes.” She squeezes my hand, a look of concern on her face. I squeeze her hand in return and she visibly releases a sigh, then keeps going. “You never moved away, so it was pretty easy to check in on you, yet keep my distance. I work at the yoga studio right on the water of the harbor, and you go there so often—walking right past me with no idea that I think about you constantly. You meeting Micah was the fated intervention I needed to make a move…Is it so weird that I’ve kept tabs on you for so long? It wasn’t a constant thing, I just needed to know what you were doing and that you were ok. I needed to know if there was some sort of thread tying us together.”
Rae is clearly worried that I’m going to freak out. I kind of want to. It’s just a lot to take in. I haven’t talked about the Tim incident with anyone but myself, so hearing her bring it up is a shock to my system. “Tim was the push my brain needed for my mental illness to really come to light. They say there is normally some traumatic incident that triggers onset—it could be lying dormant or that incident could cause it, no one really knows for sure. He is the biggest reason I am who I am. Is that a good thing? I don’t really know. I know it hasn’t been in the past.” 
“I wouldn’t change a thing about you. I knew how strong you were then, and I can see it still today.” Her fingers start tracing idle circles on the outside of my hand, a comforting feeling that seems so unintentional. Like she doesn’t even know she’s doing it, but instinctually she’s comforting me. 
“I had no idea anyone else knew about Tim, but he’s been with me, lingering in the back of my mind ever since that night I bashed his brains in. Killing Tim was about me, but killing Micah—that was about you. I knew I needed to kill him to protect you. I had never been so clear headed about what needed to happen. Tim was a fit of uncontrollable rage. Micah was a completely lucid moment of clarity where it was him or us—and it was not going to be us. I thought for sure I’d triggered something when he went down, but I’m surprisingly ok.” 
“I am not the least bit surprised. You’re amazing, Jolene. Truly amazing.” 
The dam breaks and the tears start streaming down my face. I am instantly sobbing, shaking into her arms as Rae holds me. Not the siren holding me under water to kill me, but to hold me as I experience a rebirth. I am not “fixed” by any means. But I am also no longer a victim. I am no longer a victim of my brain, of my surroundings, of my circumstances. I make my own circumstances, and that gives me some control in my life.
I will always struggle against my brain—it's just wired that way—but, facing these past traumas and coming out on top has allowed me the space to know that I can find some control and I don’t need to be controlled. 
After some heavy sobbing, shaking, and snot everywhere, I start to calm down—coming down from this roller coaster that has been the last evening into this morning. Rae has been silent, rubbing my hair and back, knowing I didn’t need her to say anything, but just be there. A pillar of comfort and security as my walls came crumbling down and I faced some difficult realities. No one has ever just been there for me. Well, not in a really long time. But this woman, she wants me to be ok, to feel whole within myself, to face my fears and know she will be here with me. That’s all I’ve ever wanted, all I’ve ever needed from someone. To know they would be there to catch me when I fall, to stand behind me as I face life head on, to love me—not in spite of my mental quirks, but because they are a part of me and what makes me who I am. Unconditional, in the fullest sense of what people are actually capable of giving. No love is truly unconditional, but we can sure fucking try our best. And Rae, her love seems as close to unconditional as imperfect human beings can get. 
With a heavy sigh, I peel myself out of Rae’s arms, wipe my face on my t-shirt, and stand up. “I am tired as hell. I need a shower to warm my bones and I want to go to bed.” As I finish that sentence, I reach my hand out towards my siren, beckoning her to join me—maybe I’m the siren this time. She grabs my hand and instantly stands up off the couch. 
“As long as you will have me around, I will be here,” she says, matter of fact, before we head into my bedroom and start up the shower.
The water burns as we step in, steam filling the space of my apartment ensuite bathroom. I immediately pull Rae into my arms, turning us so the water is covering both of our shivering bodies. The tea may have warmed us a little, but the cool air of the cemetery and the emotions released just a bit ago in the living room have our bodies shaking and seeking warmth. Her small stature is perfect for me to rest her head on my chest, my chin propping up on her head. Her naked body is tucked completely into mine, and I have no plans on letting her go anytime soon. Well, maybe to wash off and get into bed. 
I place a kiss on the top of her head, and desire hits me between my thighs. It’s almost as if she can feel it, too. She lifts her head and her hooded eyes look up at me. It’s as if she is pleading with me, without saying a word. I flash her a lustful grin and slowly start to trail kisses down her body. I kiss down her neck, over her collar bones, then down her ample breasts—stopping to love on each nipple, sucking and nibbling the brown buds into my mouth. She lets out a gasp as I trail more kisses over her stomach and belly button. I travel lower, and seamlessly swing one of her legs over my shoulder, giving me perfect access to her center. Just like the first time I saw her pussy in the photo album, I am stunned by the most amazing vagina I have ever seen. Dipping my tongue quickly out of my mouth, I tease her clit. Rae lets out a moan that has me soaking wet, and not from the shower. 
“Oh, my siren, you’ll kill me yet,” I praise, before swiping my entire tongue along her slit. She tastes a little sweet and a little tangy. The perfect combination to have me instantly high. I gently pull her out of the water just a bit and go to town. I am licking and sucking and nibbling on her clit, Rae’s hands fisting my hair roughly. She presses into the back of my head, almost suffocating me in her pussy. I will gladly go with my face stuck between her legs and die happy. But not today, she yanks my head back and I look up at her, juices running down my chin. “You are a sight to behold, face between my legs and giving me the best pleasure of my life.” Then my face is shoved back into her, tongue gladly lapping at her, drinking from her as if my life depended on it. 
I slide my hand between my own thighs, wanting to ride this high with her. My fingers circle my sensitive bud before pumping two fingers into myself. I am so turned on from delivering pleasure to the goddess before me, my orgasm builds instantly. I take her clit between my teeth and give it a gentle pull as she hisses out her pleasure. I am ravenous for this woman, and I dive my face further into her, tongue thrusting in and out of her center. My own fingers pick up speed and pressure as I ride the same wave. My siren is singing the most beautiful song, full of moans and sighs of pleasure. My tongue rolls around her clit and she screams out her release, gripping my hair so hard I think she may pull it out. My own release follows immediately, blown away by the experience I just had and delivered to my own divine being. I will pleasure this woman until I no longer exist on this Earth. I want nothing more from my life.
As we both try to slow our breathing, I stand up and place a sensual kiss on Rae’s lips. We grab the loofah and wash off before turning off the water and wrapping up in some fluffy towels. I grab us both some clothes from my closet and we make our way to the bed. Getting under the covers together, Rae rolls over to me and caresses my cheek. “I want this, with you, forever, Jolene. I have loved you for so long, and I know you feel the same. No one eats pussy that well if they don’t have feelings.” A quick wink shows me she is serious, while making light of it. 
“I love you, Rae. I know it’s Natalie, I figured that out at Micah’s, but you are my Rae of sunshine, my Rae of light in the darkness. Always...Mine.” She presses her lips against mine and I know she feels the same. We fall into the darkness of sleep, still holding onto each other. 
I have never slept so well in my entire life.
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Epilogue

5 Months Later...


Rae and I are sitting in the living room of my apartment watching  Paranormal Activity while eating take out. She has basically been staying here with me since the night we set Micah’s house on fire with him in it. No police have ever asked us or suspected us or anything. It was deemed an accident, a fire in his garage that spread due to the amount of gasoline he had. Why he had so much is beyond me, but thanks for that! 
My aunt Trish calls me. I pick up on the third ring, pausing the show before answering. “Hey, what’s up Trish?” I ask, looking at Rae and rolling my eyes. I had no intentions of keeping up a relationship with her after learning that they all knew my mom was shit, but turned a blind eye because of past trauma. Fucking insert eye roll here. 
“Hey! I heard today that they sent out the goods from your mom’s will yesterday. It should be arriving in the mail tomorrow. Just wanted to let you know to be on the lookout for it. I’m assuming whatever she had went to you.” 
“Ha! She had nothing. So I’ll probably get nothing. But thanks for the heads up. I’ll be stalking my mail man,” I say as sarcastically as possible. 
“Ok, Jo. Let me know if you need anything.” 
“I won't, but thanks,” I say before hanging up. “Welp, tomorrow, let’s be sure to check the mail,” I remark to Rae, before diving back into my crab and cheese rangoons and pad thai. 
The next morning, we check my mail. Nothing yet. That’s ok, we can check after lunch. We shower, get dressed, eat, and hang out. I hear the mail truck drive by before I see it, nodding to the driver, knowing they can’t see me. I rush out and grab the mail, bringing in the manilla envelopes and bills. I can tell which one is from my mom’s lawyer. I rip it open immediately, pull out all of the documents, and start reading to see what all was going on in her head as she knew she was going to die. I pull out a paper, and it looks like a letter. I read it out loud…
Jolene,
If you are reading this, I am gone. I hope you came to the funeral and said a few words on my behalf. If not, I do understand. I was a terrible mother, and while this letter doesn’t make up for it, just know that I knew every single day that I could be doing better. I was too far gone, and that was not fair to you. I was not able to provide you with the love, and comfort, and support you needed. You were forced to grow up fast, to take care of yourself and of me. That was not ok, and I am truly sorry. I have left every bit of savings I kept to you, and the house. Should something happen to the house, you’ll get an insurance check for the coverage on it. I wanted to leave you one last thing. Maybe you’ll appreciate it, or maybe you won't. At the end of this letter is the last known address I have for your father. It’s the return address from when he would send child support. Obviously, it’s been a minute, but it can start your search—should you decide to look for him. I pray you find someone to love and who loves you in the best way they know how. You’re not a typical woman, and that is amazing for a mother to see. I know I’ve never shown it, but I am proud of who you have always been, and who you became as a grown woman. 
All my love,
Your mother

At the bottom was a return address label with an address on it, just like she said… “What the fuck am I supposed to do with that?” I ask, turning to Rae who is at the edge of her seat. 
“Well, I don’t know. You can go look for him—for the rest of your family. Or you can tear it up and throw it away and never think of him again. What do you think, goldie?” 
“I-I don’t know. Maybe I should sleep on it,” I reply.
So I do. We go about our day, out to the movies and then dinner. We come back home and have a nightcap, before heading to the bedroom. We stopped by the adult store and got a double sided dildo. After cleaning it off, we place it to the side of the bed before shedding our clothing and lying together in bed. Rae’s body is so soft and supple. Her olive skin is the perfect tone, complimenting her blue eyes and dark brown nipples. Her pink pussy looks decadent between her thighs as I take in her naked body next to mine. 
“I think you may be the most stunning sight I have ever seen,” I croon to my siren. She has been by my side, just like she promised, ever since that night at Micah’s. She has never wavered, never made me feel like I’m too much. Rae has been a solid rock in my sea of emotions. Where I have ebbed and flowed with my mental state, she has been a pillar of security for me to hold on to. I press my lips to hers, as my fingers thread through her hair, grasping the strands. Her chocolate brown hair is silky smooth between my fingers. I press my lips even harder to hers, my tongue tracing along the seam of her lips. She lets me in and our tongues tangle together, dancing and caressing each other. She tastes like ramen noodles and sweet and sour chicken. I could devour her for the rest of my life. And I plan to.
Her fingers trace down my chest, stopping to flick and pinch my nipples. Her lips find my perky bud and suck it into her mouth. I moan my satisfaction and she grabs my ass and pulls me in close to her. I am rubbing my center on her thigh, searching for any friction I can find. “Oh such a greedy girl, goldie. Is my love so needy tonight?” she whispers to me. 
“Yes,” I breathe out, before slipping my fingers along the seam of her center. She is soaked for me and I waste no time before plunging my fingers inside of her, feeling her soft walls contracting and squeezing me. “I’m not the only one who is needy and wanting, my ethereal siren of the sea,” I laugh out, before flipping her onto her back and straddling her. I reach over and grab the double sided silicone toy, rubbing both ends into my soaking wet core. After I lubricate the toy with my juices, I slip one end into her and the other into myself. We both moan in unison as we start to grind on the dildo. 
We spread our legs so that we are scissoring each other and the toy is as deep inside as it can go. We take turns thrusting into each other, sharing the work and the pleasure. I grab Rae’s hips and start going wild against her. I want her to feel my desire, my love, my pleasure. She grabs my hands and groans into the pillow as she matches my pace. I slide a hand onto her peachy ass cheeks and start to toy with her back hole. Slipping up just a little of our combined juice, I slip a finger into her ass and start massaging. She cries out, “Oh Jolene! Fuck, yes, keep going!” And so I do. 
I keep massaging and thrusting my finger in and out of her backside. She cries out her orgasm and I feel her ass clench against me. Quickly, she flips me over and dives her tongue into my ass. I’ve never had a tongue back there and I yell out my pleasure at the feeling. She is licking my asshole, her tongue tracing the hole then sliding in. I am overcome with pleasure, the dildo still inside of me, and I feel my orgasm squirt out onto her and the bed beneath us. I am crying, yelling, screaming, but she doesn’t let up until I am shaking. 
“What the fuck!? That was amazing!” I moan. We slowly slide the dildo out, and head into the bathroom to brush our teeth and wash up. I find some clean sheets and change those out before we both collapse back into the bed. Rae turns and lets me be the big spoon this time—something she knows is my favorite. I’m smelling her cucumber and tea tree shampoo, lost in her warmth, before slipping into the dreamworld of a deep slumber. 
That night I dream of what I imagine my dad to be like. How he looks—dark hair, brown eyes, muscular build. His family, two kids and a wife. He works at a hardware store in the same town as the return address and drives an old white Chevy truck. I dream of Rae and I walking into the store, and he recognizes me immediately. He invites us to dinner at his house, and we meet his family and catch up. He’s sorry for leaving me, sorry for how my mother turned out, sorry for my life—but I know it’s all fake. He doesn’t care. He doesn’t know. I wake up in a cold sweat, the blankets all pushed onto Rae. I quietly get up, go pee, and grab a glass of water. What the fuck am I supposed to do with this address? Uproot my life? Uproot his? Is that right? Is that fair? Will I be setting myself up for failure and heartbreak, right after I finally got comfortable and feel safe?
Did my mom do this on purpose, knowing I’d obsess over it? 
Is this going to be my next obsession?
No…No, I won't let it.
Well… 
THE MOTHERFUCKING END
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