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	He kept his eyes glued to the picture frame set between two pillar candles as he whispered her name. Desiree.

	The sunlight filtered through the blinds and shone directly onto her face. Seeing her picture-perfect smile prompted the corners of his mouth to turn upward. He picked up the frame to get a closer look at her features. Her heart-shaped face was like that of an angel. My angel, Aaron thought to himself. She had a cute button nose and full, sensual lips, two of his favorite features. Her hazel eyes sparkled like the morning sun’s brightest rays. He loved the way they squinted when she laughed. He remembered the day he’d taken this picture. 

	Desiree had been at brunch with her best friend, Brielle. She didn’t see him sitting across the restaurant watching them. Brielle said something funny that made Desiree laugh hysterically. Aaron snapped the photo as soon as she stopped laughing and grinned at Brielle. Her smile could light up a room. Aaron’s expression transformed into a frown. He truly missed her.

	Aaron sat down and propped the picture up on the table next to a small, square mirror. He grabbed the bag that was also sitting near the mirror and emptied its powdery contents onto the surface. Picking up the razor lying on the other side of the mirror, he cut the powder into three lines. He leaned forward, picked up the straw that was resting on the mirror, and snorted the first line. To ensure all of the coke had gone into his nostrils, he gave a good, hard sniff. Aaron leaned back, allowing the substance to take effect. He sniffed and wiped his nose. His mouth curved into a smile as his thoughts took him back to reflect on the rest of that day. After brunch, he’d been in stealth mode, following Desiree and Brielle on their mini shopping trip. He’d remained out of sight but close enough to capture Desiree’s expressions at different angles. 

	Now lifting his gaze, Aaron cast a glance from one end of the long stand to the other. It pleased him to see all the photos he’d taken of Desiree over the past few months. His attention returned to the picture on the table. He picked it up and brushed his fingertips across the glass, tracing her lips. Along with the ones between her thighs, he loved nibbling on those full lips. The aching bulge below his belt reminded Aaron he wasn’t the only one who loved her lips. As he reflected on the incredible things Desiree did with her mouth, Aaron’s dick expanded. He gripped and adjusted his straining erection.

	When he placed the picture back between the candles, his attention was drawn to the shelf and the black lace panties in a Ziploc bag. It was a keepsake from his last sexual encounter with Desiree. Aaron grabbed the bag, undid the sealing, and pulled out the delicate, sheer material. He pressed it up to his nose and inhaled deeply. Just as he’d hoped, the intoxicating scent remained. He chewed at the material like an animal, swiping his tongue back and forth across the crotch. For a brief moment he could’ve sworn he tasted her sweet juices in the fiber. 

	Aaron set the panties down. He reached for the bottle of lube that was in the stand for his convenience. In a swift move, he undid his buckle and pushed his boxers and pants all the way down to his ankles. He fondled his balls with one hand while squirting the clear gel on the tip of his dick with the other. After tossing the lube in the corner of the couch, Aaron massaged the slick substance along the length of his shaft. Using a full-hand grip, he made long, twisting strokes from the base to the head. Aaron envisioned it was Desiree’s lips wrapped around the head, suctioning in and out as he palmed and pulled it. He took pleasure in seeing her circle the rim with her tongue. Her hot mouth welcomed his girth, and she never had trouble deep-throating the entire length of his dick. His left hand jerked in a rapid motion while he twisted and pinched his nipples with the right one. Aaron growled, “Fuck!” 

	He slowed the speed of the jerking down to a complete halt, delaying his orgasm. After exhaling, he began slow-stroking his shaft and flashed back to the first time Desiree allowed him to explore with breath play. Aaron had taken his time introducing her to this level of kink that he found enjoyable. He’d asked Desiree to trust him and gave her the safe word to use if things got too intense. At first, she panicked, but the fear in her eyes disappeared the moment he plunged into her heated pool. He applied pressure to the smooth column of her neck while monitoring her reaction. Her lust-filled, golden irises begged for more. He pumped his hips rhythmically, edging her to the brink of shattering. Aaron loosened his grip. Desiree took a few breaths and reached for his hands, guiding them back to her neck. He squeezed, and her pussy clamped down on his dick until she spewed a shower of liquid passion. Aaron knew she would be the perfect submissive. He let go of her neck to focus on his orgasm. He pounded at her walls, demolishing the tight, slick flesh. Desiree’s face crumpled up, and her body contorted. She screamed his name as more juices flowed, saturating the sheets beneath them. 

	“Yesss!” Aaron hissed, stroking his dick with ferocity. While focusing on the picture of Desiree, he alternated tugging and stroking from the base to the tip. Aaron moved his left hand up and down, hard and fast. His breathing became ragged. The oncoming sensation had him gritting his teeth. Every muscle in his body tensed, and he jerked as his storm of lust shot out in an arc. Hot seed spattered across Aaron’s chest as his dick pulsed. “Shhhit!”

	A few minutes later when his breathing was under control, Aaron got up from the armchair and went to the bathroom to clean himself up. He came back to the room, stuffed the panties in the Ziploc bag, and sealed it. He returned the bag and lube to the stand, then plopped down in the chair. He picked up the straw from the mirror, leaned forward, and snorted the second line. Aaron sniffed hard and relaxed in the chair, letting his head fall back. 

	If she dies, this would’ve all been for nothing. Aaron thought he lucked out that day when he spotted Derrik and one of his bodyguards leaving a jewelry store. He noticed that they drove separate vehicles. While Derrik pulled away in a tinted, black Bentayga, his bodyguard followed him in a black Escalade, also with tinted windows. Aaron trailed them to the Virginia Highlands until they parked on a side street, then he waited for them to leave before he approached the truck Derrik had been driving. Working as quickly and cautiously as possible, Aaron severed the brake lines so that a small amount of fluid would escape. Knowing they would have to pass him on their way out, Aaron parked a few hundred feet away along the one-way street. A little over three hours later, they finally drove by. He maintained his distance from them until they reached the highway. Aaron cut off the bodyguard and got behind Derrik before the lanes merged into one. He’d been eagerly waiting for this chance. A devious grin spread across his face as he recalled the next moments. He rammed into the back bumper and watched as Derrik lost control and the truck flipped several times. Aaron drove away from the scene and parked his car several feet away. He watched with the other onlookers as the rescue team removed Derrik from the mangled vehicle. Aaron didn’t think Derrik would survive. There was only one problem . . . Desiree had been in the truck with him.

	He can die, but not her. Aaron’s phone rang, jarring him from his thoughts. He answered after taking in a deep breath and exhaling. “Hello? . . . Hey, Brielle, how are you? . . . I’m doing all right . . . No, I was actually sitting here thinking about her. Anything new? . . . What? When? . . . Okay, okay, yeah, I’m on my way up there.”

	Aaron hung up the phone and made a bee line to the front door. His angel was finally awake. 
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	“Dammit, Christian, you knew I was drunk. I still can’t believe I let you talk me into doing that!”

	“I didn’t talk you into anything. You wanted the experience as much as I did. You can’t blame it on the alcohol.”

	“What else could it have been? I wouldn’t have done anything like that if I wasn’t drinking,” Jamal insisted.

	“It was natural, freaky, and spontaneous.”

	The whole ordeal had him agitated, while Christian didn’t seem fazed by any of it. Jamal went to the bar on the other side of the spacious room. He loved the hardwood flooring, open concept, and high ceilings throughout Christian’s condo. He’d decorated it with artwork influenced by the West Indies and outfitted the condo with modern, contemporary furnishings. Since the night of their arrest, Jamal had been staying with Christian. Christian’s home had become an oasis for Jamal, an escape from everything. Besides, Angela wasn’t in any condition to be released from the psychiatric ward. A couple of weeks ago, right before Dr. Mitchell was about to discharge her, Angela suffered a mental breakdown. It would be at least another week of evaluations before she could be released.

	Jamal opened the cabinet. He needed a couple of shots to help him unwind. Christian kept his bar fully stocked with top-shelf liquors, brands Jamal had never heard of. He picked up one with a fancy label. It was one that Christian said he’d purchased overseas. Jamal popped the cork and took a whiff. He liked the sweet, aromatic scent of honey, and he poured himself a shot of the amber liquid. He downed the shot as Christian continued.

	“Okay, Jamie, maybe you wouldn’t do that unless you were under the influence. Perhaps I wouldn’t either. As of late, you’ve made me want to step out and try anything and everything new.”

	Jamal mumbled, “Likewise.”

	“All right then, we’re in this together. Will you try to relax because it’s not that serious.”

	Jamal threw him a sideways look before knocking back another one. Christian was right. Getting caught having sex outside of a club wasn’t a serious offense, but something else he’d done was. Jamal’s thoughts went back to his interrogation with the detectives. Apparently, they’d had their suspicions and had been following him that night. They couldn’t charge him with anything else other than indecent exposure. Even though they’d implicated him, they didn’t have enough evidence to move forward in Rico’s murder investigation. It had been weeks, and the detectives hadn’t tried to contact him again. He needed to keep his cool and remain under the radar. Jamal moved over to the window. He kept his back turned as he argued, “Yes, it is that serious . . . and embarrassing.” 

	“Embarrassing maybe, but no, not serious. We got caught fucking in public, Jamie. So what?”

	Jamal whipped his head to the side and replied angrily, “So what? I’ve never been arrested for anything. Not ever.”

	“And neither have I. Jamie, this would be our first offense. You heard what the lawyer said this morning. We’ll get a pop on the wrist. A misdemeanor, and that’s it. They can’t do anything else.” 

	Jamal groaned. “I don’t need a misdemeanor either. He needs to make sure I don’t get suspended behind this shit.”

	“And he’ll make sure you don’t.” Christian came up from behind and slipped his arms around Jamal’s waist. “Jamie?”

	“Yes, Chris.”

	He pressed his face against Jamal’s back, “Hmm, I love when you call me that.”  

	“What happened to, ‘first of all my name is Christian, not Chris’?” Jamal mimicked, teasing.

	“You know I was upset with you, but you made it up to me, so it’s all good now.” Christian gave him a gentle squeeze before continuing. “Jamie, you know we’re no different from other couples. This is nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed about. We’re going to get through this as if we were any other couple.”

	Jamal eased out of his embrace and turned to face him, gesturing between them. “Chris, this right here is far from the traditional couple.”

	“Only because of what society says. If no one ever told you this was different or wrong, what would you think then? It would be the same, right?”

	Jamal shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.”

	“You know what, come here. Good grief, you’re so fucking tense. I’m not used to seeing you like this, and I need you to relax,” Christian complained while tugging at Jamal’s arm.

	Jamal half-heartedly allowed Christian to guide him over to the curved, plush sofa. He flopped down and, for several minutes, he watched as Christian went back and forth from the living room to the bedroom. He finally asked. “What are you up to?” 

	“Calming my man down. You’re all worked up over something so trivial.” Christian responded from the bar. He’d begun to pour their drinks. 

	“Hold up, your man?” 

	“You aren’t?” Christian cocked his head to the side.

	Jamal blew out his cheeks and rubbed a hand across his waves. He didn’t know what to say. 

	Christian handed him the glass and pressed for an answer. “Umm, Jamie, what are we doing then? Am I not your lover? What would you call us?”

	Jamal took a sip but remained quiet, processing those questions. The past month and a half had been an exciting ride, and he didn’t want it to end. He actually looked forward to having Christian as a companion for a long time. However, Jamal didn’t want to put a title on it. He dropped his head and sighed. “I don’t know, Chris.”

	“What do you mean you don’t know? Ugh! Didn’t we have this discussion? This is exactly why I didn’t want to bother with your ass in the first place.” Christian placed his glass on the coffee table and looked up to the ceiling, speaking to himself. “I promised myself I wasn’t going to get close to another man who didn’t know what side he wanted to be on. But here I am, yet again!”

	“Chris, please.” 

	“No, because I will never compete with pussy.”

	“I’m not asking you to.”

	“Then how long, Jamie?”

	“How long for what?”

	“This charade! Stop fighting the fact that you’re gay!” Christian exclaimed. Jamal cringed, but Christian dismissed his reaction and continued, “You are and it’s time to accept it. Are you holding back because you’re still trying to be in relationships with women? What is it?”

	Jamal lowered his eyes to the brown liquid in his glass as he swirled it around. His marriage to Desiree was over, but Angela remained a major concern for him. He loved her and recognized her grieving came from what he’d done. Jamal knew he couldn’t leave her yet. He needed to end things between them, but that would have to come later. He took another gulp, finishing his drink without responding.

	“Jamie?”

	Jamal raised his eyes up to Christian’s. “No, I told you I left women alone.”

	“Then what is it? Don’t you care about me?”

	Jamal patted the couch, and Christian sat and turned his body to face him. Jamal grabbed Christian’s hand, kissing the back of it. “Of course, I care about you. More than I could’ve ever expected, but all of this is new to me. Until now, I hadn’t thought about the impact of, you know, my first time with a . . .” As his voice drifted off, he recalled the incident in college involving his roommate, Sean. Jamal took a deep breath and began telling his story to Christian. He recalled how embarrassed he’d been, but he also admitted that he’d remained curious and wanted more. 

	“Ha! You liked it!” Christian cheered.

	“I guess part of me did. The rest of me was in denial because of everything I’d been taught. How could I show up to my parent’s house like that, let alone tell my friends? I didn’t want to have to defend my manhood, so I didn’t.”

	Jamal had buried the incident with his roommate in the back of his mind. He never spoke about it with anyone. He tried to forget about it by focusing on his schoolwork and sleeping with as many girls as he could. He admitted his attraction to women was genuine, but deep down inside he couldn’t ignore something was always amiss in his relationships with them. He’d kept those feelings suppressed until a year ago. 

	“Until your friend, Rico?”

	Jamal didn’t miss Christian’s facial expression when he confirmed it. He explained further to clear up any misconceptions about his former lover. “Rico brought back a desire I tried to forget about a long time ago, but it wasn’t like this. Not with him or my roommate. I didn’t feel the way I’m feeling now.”

	“And how do you feel, Jamie? Go ahead, you can tell me,” Christian coaxed, grabbing his hand.

	Although Jamal had conflicting feelings about living in the lifestyle, he also had a strong attraction for Christian. “In all honesty, I was looking to have some fun when I ended up on that site. Just fun, nothing else. I was supposed to be getting ass on the side. I never had any intention of feeling anything or falling for anybody. I never wanted this lifestyle. I can admit that, right?”

	Christian massaged Jamal’s arm while nodding in agreement.

	“For a moment I thought I might’ve been bi since I still had an attraction to women. Like I said, this was supposed to be ass on the side. But after you and I started messing around, something happened. I tried to get into it with my ex, but the feeling wasn’t there anymore. And it was fucking with me. Women were always . . . pussy was . . . you know . . . it should’ve—no, I should’ve been able to. Dammit, Chris, my dick wouldn’t even get up.” Jamal turned away. “What the hell does this even mean?”

	Christian cupped his chin and tilted his face back toward his. With love in his eyes, he stroked Jamal’s cheek. “It means you don’t have to hide anymore, especially not with me.”

	“Chris . . .” he said, barely above a whisper.

	“Yes, Jamie?”

	Jamal paused to take inventory of every feature that had drawn him to Christian. His soft, brown eyes were mesmerizing. His thick lips, kissable. He didn’t have a chiseled jawline, but rather a round baby face and a small, curved nose. Jamal ran a finger down Christian’s arm. The smooth, honey-toned skin didn’t seem to have one blemish. He inhaled the cognac on Christian’s breath along with his cologne. The mixture of the two overpowered Jamal’s senses, making him feel intoxicated. Lust burned in his loins. Their eyes met. Christian was all he could think about these days, all he wanted—and nothing else. Jamal leaned in, ravaging Christian’s mouth, sucking, licking, and nibbling from his top lip to the bottom lip. Christian moaned, wrapping his arms around Jamal’s neck, pulling him closer. They shared a sloppy kiss, tasting one another deeply. Jamal couldn’t get enough. He needed him. He groped Christian’s dick, massaging it with a gentle rub then squeezing hard. Christian wanted to feel his hands. He unzipped his pants, pushed them down, and slipped his boxers off. 

	“Stroke it for me, Jamie. Pleeease.”

	Christian’s shaft grew as Jamal wrapped his hand around it. He massaged as if it were his own, squeezing and pulling. Seeing Christian’s precum ooze from the tip fascinated Jamal. Christian’s dick expanded, and Jamal’s hardness threatened to burst a hole in the front of his slacks. He let Christian go and quickly unbuckled his belt. Christian helped Jamal take his clothes off before removing his own shirt. 

	“Get on your knees.” Jamal commanded.

	Christian obeyed. Slowly crawling from the couch to the floor, he peeked over his shoulder with a sly grin. Jamal moved behind him, spreading Christian’s ass wide. He bent forward, gliding his tongue from the crack down to his nuts. He suctioned the sacs into his mouth then released them, blowing on both. Then Jamal firmly gripped Christian’s cheeks, spreading them wide to eat his ass out. Christian breathed out a hissing sound and arched his back, poking his ass out. Jamal freely let go of his inhibitions in order to please Christian. Jamal couldn’t believe it. He’d never done anything like that with Rico. With Christian he felt inspired to try kinkier stuff. He released one ass cheek long enough to smack it. He massaged and smacked it again. Then he bit Christian’s ass cheek.

	“Ow!”

	Jamal chuckled before planting a kiss where his teeth had been seconds before. He bit the other side as well. Now Christian moaned, pleasuring himself, yanking and jerking on his swollen shaft. It turned Jamal on more to see Christian getting off by the pleasure he supplied. He went back to licking and tongue fucking his ass. Then Jamal slid two fingers inside. Christian dropped lower, putting a dip in his back and raising his ass higher. Jamal pulled his fingers out and pushed them back in with ease. He repeated the action a few times, stretching the hole.

	“Oooh, fuck, Jamie. That shit feels sooo good, but I need your dick in me . . . noooow,” he moaned.

	Jamal reached over to the end table for the lube. He squirted the gel on his fingers and smeared the lube from Christian’s crack to his anus. He grinned, thinking his sphincter hole puckered up at him. His dick throbbed, aching to get inside. He squeezed more gel out, coating the full length of his thick pole from the base to the head. Looking at Christian’s asshole contract in and out, Jamal almost nutted on himself. The heat radiated throughout his groin. Jamal closed his eyes. He bit into his bottom lip to restrain himself.

	Christian peeked back at Jamal. He smirked and wiggled his ass. Then reached back for Jamal’s dick and guided it between his cheeks. Jamal held onto Christian’s waist as he eased it in. In one thrust, he was deep within the tight confines of Christian’s anal cavity.

	“Fuck!” Jamal groaned. He withdrew a few inches then went deeper, making Christian grunt. Jamal needed to keep a steady pace. He’d felt the nut coming long before he entered. He sought a different position and moved back to sitting on the couch. “Come here.” 

	He held his hand out for Christian. Christian climbed up, planting his feet on either side of Jamal’s thighs. While gazing into his eyes, Christian took his time squatting over Jamal’s dick. Once his asshole lined up with the tip, Jamal guided him down, easing into the tight space. Christian gyrated his hips. His sphincter muscles relaxed enough to take half of Jamal’s dick. Jamal didn’t take his eyes off Christian as he went up and down. He moved his hands to Christian’s waist. Christian propped his hands on Jamal’s broad shoulders. Jamal thrusted his hips upward, delivering forceful strokes.  

	“You like this dick, don’t you?”

	“No. I fucking love this dick! Fuck me, Jamie! Fuck me, harder!”

	Again, he felt the sensation coming, but he didn’t want to bust. With ease, Jamal lifted them up and flipped them over, putting Christian on his back. He spread Christian’s thighs, dipping low and sliding back in with a long, deep thrust. Pumping short, fast strokes, he commanded, “Play with it. I want you to come for me.”

	Christian returned a seductive gaze and started jerking his dick. Jamal watched as he stroked from the top of his helmet back down. He jerked his wrist, and pre-cum oozed from the tip. Jamal paused for a moment to regain his composure. Christian continued to squeeze and jerk faster. “Ohhh shit, I’m coming! Deeper, Jamie! I want your cum in my ass!”

	Jamal strained, fighting the rush building within him. When Christian’s semen erupted in hot lava spurts and landed on his chest, Jamal lost control. He thrusted faster, deeper, then went absolutely still. His heart thudded out of his chest as he exploded his lust deep into Christian’s ass. He couldn’t believe how good it felt. It took a few moments before he could catch his breath. Jamal withdrew with ease, fell next to Christian, and pulled him into his arms. They snuggled closer to one another. 

	A few minutes passed before Jamal whispered, “Chris?”

	“Yes.”

	Before Jamal could tell him what he wanted to say, his cell rang. He eased Christian out of his arms. “Hang on. You know I’m on call. It might be the hospital.” He recognized the number was from the hospital, but it wasn’t from his department or Dr. Mitchell. “Hello, this is Dr. Edwards . . . Yes, how are you doing, Taylor? . . . Same here, all is well. So, what can I do for you? . . . I’m sorry what? . . . When? . . . No, I didn’t know. No, thanks for calling. I’m on my way.” He ended the call and picked up his clothes in a haste.

	“What’s wrong?”

	“I have to go. There’s been an accident with Desiree.”

	“Who?”

	“My wife.” 

	Christian raised a brow in confusion, then forced a smile. “Oh, umm, I see. Is she going to be okay?”

	Jamal didn’t miss Christian’s initial reaction. He’d already made it clear that his divorce from Desiree would be final soon. Jamal lifted his shoulders in a half shrug. “I don’t know. That’s why I have to go. I may have to contact her parents. Let me take a quick shower.” 

	Half an hour later, he was back in the living room and sliding his shoes on when Christian came over to stand in front of him. 

	“Will you be coming back here?” 

	Jamal couldn’t think of anywhere else he’d rather be. He stood and eyed him while caressing the side of his face. Christian was a stunning human being, and Jamal enjoyed admiring him. He dipped his head, capturing Christian’s lips for a slow and sensual kiss. His strong, yet soft hand slipped to the back of his neck, leading Christian further into a tongue-of-war. Jamal thoroughly enjoyed ravishing Christian’s mouth. Christian wrapped his arms around Jamal’s waist, and they embraced one another tight. After a couple of minutes, Jamal retreated from their kiss, leaving Christian breathless. Inches separated Jamal from Christian’s lips. His eyes were full of heat as he spoke with confidence. “Yes, of course I am. There’s no place else I’d rather be. And Chris—I am your man, and . . . I love you.”
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	“Mrs. Edwards, are you able to hold your head up for me?”

	Desiree nodded, raising it with ease. Earlier it had felt as though she were trying to lift a bowling ball instead of her head, but the heaviness and fatigue had finally begun to subside. The nurse maneuvered a tube from around her neck and motioned that she could return to her resting position. Desiree reclined against the scratchy cushion. Char was going to have a fit if her hair was damaged from these god-awful cotton pillows. She wished she were at home, sleeping on her plush pillows with satin pillowcases. 

	“Good job. Okay, now I’m going to get this off of you.” The nurse removed the remaining tube from Desiree’s nose. 

	A few days ago, she’d suffered a seizure. She’d never had one prior to her hospitalization. The doctors couldn’t explain it, but thankfully she was no longer in a coma. She’d woken up a few hours earlier, and during that time she’d had visits from various doctors, including her obstetrician, Dr. Logan. Each of the physicians performed exams to ensure she and her babies remained stable. Desiree would be moved to a regular hospital floor since the babies were fine and she responded well during the assessments. She would be able to go home in a few days.

	Although Desiree didn’t know how long she’d been in the hospital, she knew how she got there. She and Derrik had been in a horrible car accident. All at once, her mind took her to the moments before she lost consciousness. Everything had happened so fast. Someone hit them from behind. Derrik’s last words were about the brakes. He couldn’t stop. They must’ve failed. His truck spun out of control before flipping multiple times.

	Desiree remembered her own screams, but there had been nothing from Derrik. Only the sounds of metal crunching and glass shattering. The airbags deployed throughout his truck, and the smell of burning rubber, gasoline, and a faint hint of maple syrup filled her nose. A short while after the truck came to a stop, Desiree thought she heard someone yelling their names. Moments later, she heard more people talking, but she was unable to make out anything that was being said. Her vision blurred. She fought through the dizziness and tried to move, but her legs were pinned under the dash. The pain shooting through her right arm made her cry out. She attempted to move again. Warm liquid poured into her eyes. She used her left hand to wipe her face. She noticed the blood in her palm when she turned it over. She called out Derrik’s name. He didn’t answer. She turned to face the driver’s seat and saw Derrik’s head resting on the steering wheel. He didn’t move. Blood covered his face. She shook him, screaming his name over and over, begging him to wake up, until she passed out. As she remembered the accident, Desiree’s heart rate increased. The last monitor connected to her started chiming.

	“Mrs. Edwards, are you okay?”

	Desiree’s bottom lip trembled as she cried, “No! I . . . I wasn’t alone. Where is he? Derrik Carter . . . I-I was with him a-a-and—he’s still here, right? Like, alive?” She could’ve sworn someone told her Derrik wasn’t going to make it through another surgery. 

	The nurse caressed Desiree’s shoulder, attempting to soothe her. “Yes, Derrik is alive. We’ve contacted your parents and your friend Brielle, and they’re all on their way here. I’m sure they’ll be able to tell you more. But let’s focus on you. Remember, your body is going through a lot right now, especially with you carrying more than one baby. I need you to relax so you’re not putting your body through any unnecessary stress, all right?”

	Desiree took a deep breath in and exhaled. “Yes, of course.”

	On the night of the accident Derrik told her that twins run in his family, so she might be carrying two babies. He’d been right. Now Desiree realized that it was highly unlikely that these were Troy’s babies. A smile formed on her lips as she gently rubbed her stomach. While she was in the coma, Brielle told her to fight for them, and that’s what she’d done. Desiree looked forward to seeing her parents, but she couldn’t wait for her best friend to get back. She hoped it would be soon. 

	“Desiree, you’re awake!” 

	She and the nurse turned to look towards the door. Desiree held back a sigh of frustration. He wasn’t who she wanted to see standing there. The man filling the door frame did, however, ooze sex appeal, which she would never argue. He wore a polo shirt that hugged his broad chest and showed off his muscular biceps, and his slim-fit jeans showed a hint of his dick print. She looked over and noticed that’s where the nurse’s eyes were fixed. Her mouth was damn near on the floor. Girl, if you only knew the type of crazy it came with, Desiree thought to herself.

	Aaron’s long strides got him over to the side of the bed in fewer than three steps. He reached out to grab hold of her hand. Desiree didn’t make it obvious, but she tried to pull it away. She wasn’t fast enough. 

	He stroked her hand gently, his eyes filled with genuine concern. “I’m really happy you’re okay, Desiree. When I was here last time, I thought . . .” his voice trailed off. “Brielle told me it was a seizure.”

	He was here! Desiree remembered Aaron saying that he knew she was with Derrik the night of the accident. She hadn’t imagined it. He was the one who told her Derrik wasn’t going to pull through. She’d panicked after hearing those words. He triggered the seizure!

	“Ahem, excuse me.” The nurse pointed and stammered, “Umm, may I . . . umm, I uhh need to finish . . . you know, all of this stuff before you visit with her.” 

	Aaron released Desiree’s hand and stepped aside. “Why yes, of course. Anything you need me to do.”

	Desiree raised her brow when Aaron started flirting. That man knew he was too fine for his own good. He revealed those dimples and winked at the young nurse. The poor girl almost stumbled over herself, but she recovered her senses and went back to finishing her tasks. Desiree avoided making eye contact with him even though she could feel his eyes on her. She kept her attention on everything the nurse did and asked more questions to keep her there. But it wasn’t enough to make her stay longer. After changing the IV bag, the nurse gave Aaron a quick once over and left the room.

	He returned to the side of the bed. “Hey, how are you feeling?”

	“Tired and thirsty.”

	Aaron went to get one of the chairs by the window and placed it next to the bed. He picked up the water container from the over-bed table and guided the straw to her mouth. “Here.”

	She’d been drinking lots of water, but she was still thirsty. The doctors advised her that the chemicals released when the airbags deployed would irritate her throat and lungs for a while. Desiree sucked down the cool liquid in a few gulps. She let the straw go when she’d had enough and rested back against the pillow. Aaron returned the container to the table. Before sitting, he took a moment to evaluate the seriousness of her injuries. His eyes traveled over the little bandages that concealed the lacerations on her face. He pushed the hair that had fallen into her face and tucked it behind her ear, revealing the larger bandage on her forehead. He ran his fingers along the cast covering her right arm. Desiree didn’t miss the way his eyebrows furrowed as he sat down. Her eyes met his briefly. A sinister yet sly grin appeared on his face. Recalling what he’d told her at his last visit—that Derrik would not pull through—triggered an uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach.

	“You’re swollen and bruised, but you’re still beautiful. I’m happy to see your eyes open. And you’re alert—did you know I was here before?”

	Desiree didn’t want him to know she was fully aware that he’d been there and heard everything he said. She shook her head. “No.”

	“Well, I’ve been coming to see you every day since this happened.” Aaron lifted her left hand, kissed each of her fingertips, and pressed her palm against his face as he continued, “I wanted you to hear my voice so you would know that I was here at your side.”

	That uneasy feeling in her stomach didn’t dissipate. Her senses were on high alert since Aaron now had an eerie air about him. She attempted to pull her hand away, but he kept a firm hold on it. Desiree did her best to remain calm. Her voice was steady and low. “Thank you. I appreciate it.”

	“Desiree, I need you to understand how serious I am about us. If this accident has taught me anything, it’s that time is of the essence.”

	Desiree didn’t try to hide her frustration. Her brows creased. “What the hell are you talking about, Aaron?”

	“I told you, I never worry about the competition because I never lose. I always win, and I get what I want. God, how I wish you weren’t in his truck. You wouldn’t be lying there right now. We’d be in LA enjoying ourselves.” 

	Desiree attempted to pull her hand away. She watched as Aaron’s eyes narrowed to thin slits. His jaw tightened, and his nostrils flared as he scowled at her. Suddenly his left eye began to twitch. Spit flew when he snarled, “You’re mine, Desiree. Do you understand me?”

	She flinched, and he tightened the grip on her hand. “Aaron, let go. You’re hurting me,” she whined.

	“You thought you could just fuck me and toy around with my emotions? I don’t think so.”

	Desiree didn’t know what to think, but she hadn’t led him on. As she stared into Aaron’s vacant, dark eyes, fear began to grow like a shadow in the back of her mind. She began to panic. Her heart started thumping. The machine next to her bed chimed with an alarm.

	“Calm down. No need in getting yourself worked up about this. You just need some time to get over him. I can and will give you a better, more stable life than some record label CEO. I’ve done my research on Derrik Carter and the women he’s been linked to. He’s a player, Desiree. He’ll break your heart like he did the rest of them. Trust me, sweetie, a life with me will be better than you could even dream of.”

	Desiree frowned. “Aaron, y-your nose . . . it’s bleeding.” 

	He let go of her hand and rushed over to the sink on the other side of the room. Desiree squeezed her eyes shut and rubbed her hand. Aaron was delusional if he thought she wanted him in that way. In that moment, she wished she’d never met him and had the affair.

	“Desiree!” 

	Desiree’s eyes flew open, and she looked toward the door. The nurse from earlier stood there, but she wasn’t alone. “Jamal?”

	He hurried to her side, leaned over, and kissed her forehead. “How are you feeling?”

	“Tired of course,” she whispered against his chest. He smelt as though he’d recently showered. 

	The nurse interrupted, “Excuse me, Mrs. Edwards. The alarm went off. Are you okay? Are you in any pain?”

	Desiree didn’t look in Aaron’s direction as she lied. “No, I’m fine, thank you. You told me to stay relaxed, and I’m trying. I promise. I just got a little emotional about the accident, that’s all.”

	“Okay, take it easy. I’ll come check on you later.”

	Desiree nodded. “I will, and thank you.”

	Once the nurse closed the door, Jamal caressed the side of her face, and Desiree allowed him to give her another peck. 

	“Goodness baby, I would’ve been here sooner, but . . .” His voice trailed off as his gaze shifted to the other side of the room. 

	Desiree followed his gaze to Aaron, who’d stopped his nose from bleeding. Without making eye contact or acknowledging Jamal, Aaron headed toward them and settled into the chair next to the bed. 

	Jamal cleared his throat. “Umm, excuse me, I don’t think we’ve ever met. Who are you?” 

	When Aaron rose to his feet, he towered over Jamal by at least four inches. For a brief moment, the two men locked gazes. Desiree shifted her eyes from Jamal to Aaron. She remembered the same sizing up between Aaron and Derrik. Now that Aaron knew their divorce had been filed, Desiree was unsure what he would say or do. She held her breath. 

	Aaron faked a smile and extended his hand. “Aaron Moretti’s the name. Desiree and I work together at Charlton. I came to check up on her on behalf of the office.”

	Jamal took his hand, and they shook for less than a second. “Yeah, nice to meet you.”

	“You as well. I’ve heard a lot about you. Desiree talks about you all the time.” His attention and eyes were on her. “I’m going to leave for now so you two can spend some time together. We’ll finish our conversation later.”

	Desiree tipped her head and responded in a flat tone, “Okay, thanks for stopping by, Aaron. Tell everybody I said ‘hi’ and see them soon.” 

	Jamal was on her the instant Aaron walked out of the room. “What’s up with the white boy, Desiree? You fucked him?”

	It had been an intense encounter with Aaron. Although Jamal was the last person she wanted to see, she was grateful he showed up when he did. Now she needed to get rid of him too. She wasn’t about to let him interrogate her. She frowned and sucked her teeth. “I’m in here like this, and that’s what you’re focused on. Really, Jamal? And you have some nerve to ask me about who I’m sleeping with.”

	“I can tell something was up with him. It’s obvious you don’t discriminate.”

	They exchanged harsh glances. Desiree cut her eyes. “You can leave.”

	“Listen, I came to see if you were okay. They didn’t even let me know when you got here. It’s been damn near three weeks. Do your parents know? They didn’t even call me. I had to find out through one of the surgeons here on the floor. What the hell?”

	She pushed her hair back, smoothed it down the best she could, and sighed. “Yes, of course my parents know. We’re separated and in the middle of a divorce. You do recall this, right? Based on direction from my legal counsel, I made some changes. They wouldn’t call. You no longer have power of attorney over me.”

	“The fuck, Desiree? I know our marriage is over, but I still care about what happens to you.”

	“Okay, but you don’t need to have any rights over what happens with my life. You need to ensure your new girl or man is your next of kin in your emergency contacts.” She folded her arms across her chest and looked out the window.

	“Diva! You’re awake! Thank you, Lord!” Brielle exclaimed as she ran over to the bed. 

	Brielle sidestepped Jamal to sit on the bed and gather Desiree in her arms. Tears streamed down both of their faces as they shared a tight embrace. “Wait, I’m not hurting you, am I?” Brielle asked as she pulled away.

	Desiree held her arm up. “My chest is still a little sore, and so is my arm. I’m tired, but I’m good. Just happy to see you. Really happy, diva.”

	Brielle turned her head to look at Jamal. Jamal returned a stony gaze as both women scrutinized him. “Hey, Bri.”

	“Jamal,” she said, pursing her lips.

	He held out his hands. “Look, I didn’t come here for you to give me all that attitude. Like you, I came here to check on my wife.”

	Brielle cocked her head to the side. “Oh, now you want to be the doting husband. Please Jamal, you’re not worth the time or my energy to give you anything.” Brielle returned her attention to Desiree. “Anyway, I’m so happy to see your eyes open and you talking. I was so worried about you, diva.”

	“I know, but I heard you!”

	“I knew it! The doctor said to keep talking to you. I said my girl would hear me and come out of this.” She lowered her eyes and turned around again to glare at Jamal. “Why are you even here?”

	Jamal threw his hands up. “Damn, why are y’all so nasty? I know I fucked up, but she’s still my wife! She’s been lying in this bed for three weeks, and I’m just now finding out. From what they’ve told me, she and Derrik could’ve died in that accident. So, despite how either of you feel about me, I deserve to be here giving a damn.”

	Brielle sucked her teeth. “I guess.”

	“Desiree, do you want me to go?” 

	He’d done her the favor of getting rid of Aaron. There wasn’t anything else she needed from him. With her head raised high and her chest protruding, she looked at Jamal and without blinking said, “Thank you for caring, but Bri is here, and she’s who I need right now. Take care, Jamal. I’ll see you when I see you.”

	Jamal stared for a moment before mumbling, “Fine then. I wish you a speedy recovery.”

	“Boy, bye.” Brielle waved him off.

	As soon as he left the room and closed the door, Brielle shrieked. “Girl, I know you heard me when I said ‘babies.’ Desi, we’re having twins!”
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	Troy turned into the driveway and stopped in front of his garage. After shifting the gear into park, he switched off the engine and crouched over the steering wheel. He blew the air out of his cheeks, gripped the wheel tightly, and pressed his forehead against his knuckles. Since leaving the hospital a couple of hours ago, he’d been in a somber state of mind. Derrik was expected to make a full recovery, according to the doctor’s prognosis. Yet, he had already spent almost a month in that hospital bed and remained unconscious. Troy harbored no grudges against Derrik or Desiree—despite their betrayal. He didn’t want to lose his best friend. He didn’t want anything to happen to Desiree either. 

	Wow, twins. Troy thought to himself. A couple days after the accident, Troy and Brielle got in a heated exchange in the middle of Derrik’s hospital room. As always, Brielle went to bat defending her best friend, warning Troy to stay away from Desiree. Once Brielle announced that Desiree was pregnant with babies, Troy realized they probably weren’t his, since twins ran in Derrik’s family. After saying a silent prayer for Derrik, Desiree, and their babies, Troy’s thoughts shifted to his wife. 

	In an effort to do better for the sake of their marriage, he cut off contact with all the women he’d been messing with, including Sadé. He expected that they would have addressed their issues by this point so that he could return home. That wasn’t the case. One thing was for certain—Mia was out for his blood, and rightfully so. He’d abused her, cheated on her, and caused the death of their unborn child. Troy had sent texts and voice messages expressing his regret and apologizing for hurting her. He’d driven by their house several times, trying to get Mia to talk to him. He needed her to believe he was sorry for all he’d done and that he never would’ve touched her had he known she was carrying his child. She hadn’t returned his calls and ignored every message, leaving him on read. In addition to everything going on in his personal life, he’d been released from the Falcons, which meant he was officially unemployed. Deep down, Troy was miserable. 

	“What the hell!” Troy was startled out of his mental battle by a loud rap on the window. Mia moved to the side to avoid getting hit by the Range Rover’s door when he opened it. He pushed the door shut, stared at her for a moment, then moved toward her. “What’re you do—no, why haven’t you been answering my calls or texts?” He reached out but dropped his hand. Troy thought of her camera crew. He moved away and took a wild look around. “Where are they? Are they hiding in the bushes?” 

	The corners of Mia’s mouth curved upward, and she tossed her hair. “No, Troy, they’re not hiding because they’re not here. No one else came with me. I’m here alone.”

	The smug look on her face said otherwise. She had those cameramen around her all the time now. He’d seen the behind-the-scenes posts on her Instagram and couldn’t believe those cameramen weren’t somewhere in the cut recording incriminating evidence to further ruin his reputation. Mia insisted she was alone, but he wasn’t sure what to think. Without saying anything, Troy backed away. He began walking backwards up the cobblestone sidewalk to the townhome. Mia followed, keeping her eyes on him. He extended his hand out behind him reaching for the doorknob. As he turned his body and unlocked the door, his eyes stayed fixed on her. He stepped inside. Staring at her, he opened the door wide. Mia strutted past him. The familiar fragrance of the perfume she wore immediately flooded his nostrils. It reminded Troy of how much he’d been missing her.

OEBPS/images/ititle.png
THE RIVETING SERIES FINALE
BOOK 3

THE CLIMATIC TRILOQY BY

MO FLAMES

EEEEEEEEEEEEE





OEBPS/images/image.png





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
EEIERNEE TINGSSERIES FINALE

” BOOK 3

T HIEMEIRENVFANITEC T R I I O G Y "B

MO FLAMES





OEBPS/bw.png





OEBPS/images/image.jpeg





