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CHAPTER 1: JACKSON
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"Jackson Reid! This is the last damn time I am going to come down and get your black ass out of trouble. What in the hell is wrong with you, Son? Why is it that you do everything in your power to bring down our family's good name? Do you know how hard your great grandfather and all the Reid men have worked to build you a promising future? All you do is run around here like some wild party animal!"  

My father was really pissed now. His brow began to furrow, which was a habit whenever he was upset. This was the third time this year he had to come and bail me out of jail, but in my defense, it wasn't my fault. I was at the club with this chick I met a couple of weeks ago at a burger joint, and, unbeknownst to me, the chick had a jealous baby daddy, which was one of the reasons I tried not to deal with women that had kids. Nevertheless, the jealous idiot followed us to the club and wanted to start a fight. I honestly didn't want any confrontation, but what the hell was I supposed to do? Let him throw a punch without defending myself. See, most of these cats thought I was some pretty rich boy, but I had another side to me, too. I could get real hood if I had to. Unfortunately for me, I was paying for it as I was sitting in my father's office being scolded. 

"I'm sorry, Dad. I know you don't want to hear this, but I promise it was not my fault this time," I pleaded. My words were going on deaf ears, but I was tired of being blamed for everything. To me, Dad was unreasonable by not hearing what I had to say. 

“So, is that how I raised you? Not man enough to take responsibility for your own actions? I don’t want to hear any more excuses. You are running down the Reid Brand, and I am no longer going to allow it.” Dad sat back down and grabbed an envelope from behind the mahogany drawer. “It’s time you learn about real life, Son. I wish you could be more like your brother. Your mother and I have never had to worry about Derwin. Now, that's a child to be proud of." 

Hearing Derwin’s name had really pissed me off. I hated it when he compared us. Derwin was always the smart one, the one who did everything "right," according to my father.

"Why you always got to go there about Derwin? Am I such a disappointment to you because I didn't go to law school and become a lawyer like my honorable brother?" I questioned my Dad with an unfriendly tone of my own. My father came from a line of prominent attorneys, and the Reid family was a name to be proud of, but I always felt like the black sheep. 

"You listen here, you don't get to speak to me in that manner after I had to bail your ass out of jail, and two, I am not disappointed that you didn't become a lawyer. I am disappointed that you are thirty years old, and you still have no direction in your life. Wake up and smell the damn coffee. Your mother and I are not going to always be there to bail your ass out of trouble. You need to find a real job, Jackson, and you need to settle down quickly. It's about time you stop chasing around all these loose women," Dad scolded some more, but this time, his hazel eyes were like fire. My father was a charming and a handsome man, but now he appeared more like the devil himself, so I didn't push his buttons further. He still provided most of my bread and butter at the moment. 

“I have a job, Dad. I told you I’m a club promoter,” I explained hoping to get some type of approval. I actually was a great club promoter. No one could sell out an event like I could. In fact, they called me Action Jackson ‘cause a party wasn’t a party until I took over. Truthfully, I did quite well, but I didn’t make the kind of money my parents were supplying to me.

“A club promoter, huh? You want me to be proud of the job that has kept you in and out of trouble? Everything you do wrong is always in the vicinity of those damn clubs. Nothing good can come out of constantly being around drunken, wild animals.” Moses stood over his desk and look down at me. At six foot three, my father had a strong presence. Even though he was known for his intelligence, I knew first-hand how Dad could turn up his bad boy side, if he needed to.

“So, what do you want me to do?” I asked nonchalantly. At this point, nothing I said or did was going to change my father’s feelings about me. I was a disappointment to him, and it pained me to know that. 

Moses handed over the envelope he had pulled out earlier from the drawer. I was reluctant to take it but decided it was best not to make my father any angrier. 

“It’s time you become a man now. Your mother and I have handicapped you too long.” 

Not sure of what my father was talking about, I opened up the envelope to find cash. It looked to be the amount of a thousand dollars, at the most. 

“What’s this?” I asked. 

My father was always one to be theoretical to make his point.

“It’s your gateway to you being a man, Son. It’s time for you to move out and make something out of yourself. I have enclosed a thousand dollars to help start you off. I want you out this house in ten days.” Just like that, Dad’s stern voice filled the room with no emotion in sight. 

“What? I can’t move out with this?” I said rhetorically, looking down at the small amount of cash that would only last me a week. My shirt in itself costed half this amount. There was no way I was going to make it off this chump change. “Come on Pops, you can’t do this to me,” I pleaded.

“I can, and I will. You are a spoiled brat, Jackson. Do you know there are many people out there that would see a grand as a miracle, and yet you complain?” Dad shook his head as he pulled out one of his famous Cuban cigars from his desk drawer. The fine oak desk was regal and made for a king. He only took it out in times of celebration or in times of distress.

“This is not fair, Dad. Where am I supposed to go?” I was beginning to panic. What was I supposed to do?

“Grow up, Jackson, and be a damn man. Settle down with one woman and find yourself a decent job. Show me that you deserve to be a Reid.” Moses inhaled the smoke from his cigar letting out a sigh. 

"Where's Mom? I can't believe this." My father was hard on me, but I could always get in my mother's good graces. Unlike Dad, she was kind and would still give in to my charming smile and some pleading, of course. 

“Your mother can’t help you this time,” he replied.

"Why can't she? Her opinion matters too," I retorted back. I didn't care how my tone appeared now. I was damn near homeless, and my father could seem to care less. 

"You are right, Jackson, my opinion does matter." The sweet voice was that of my mother's. She had walked in, appearing as if she had just come from one of her tea dinners with her church members. She came over and grabbed my face. "Look at me, baby. I love you, but you are out of control. Your father and I both feel this is for the best," she said lovingly, but I still wasn't trying to hear it. I pulled out from her grasp, not wanting to look at her either. 

"It's not fair. I can't believe both of you!" 

Neither one of them reacted towards my demeanor. It honestly appeared they didn't care about me.  

"Please, don't be that way, baby," Mom started crying, but Dad's face was as stern as it was when we first walked into his office. 

"Don't pacify him, Lorraine. He's a grown ass man. If he doesn't calm down that tone, I will make it five days." Dad came over to comfort my mother who was now in tears. "You will not behave like this around your mother!" Dad shouted. 

"Fine. I'll leave today," I said trying to challenge my father in my own way. "Sorry I couldn't be like Derwin," I continued before walking out. I didn't even bother to turn around because now my world was upside down.  

It took me about a good thirty minutes to pack some of my things. There was no way I was going to get everything in my truck, so I only took about a week's worth of belongings. I figured my parents were just upset because I had got arrested last night, but they would cool down in a week or two. Until then, I would need to find a spot to lay my head, so I called my stick man, Mike. Mike had been my friend since high school. I could always relate to him. He, too, came from a prominent family, and we both knew the stresses of having to be “perfect,” but unlike me, Mike became a Navy Seal. Due to an injury, he was doing private investigating these days, and he was damn good at what he did. I was sure my Dad would have been proud of him. I guess he would have been proud of anyone but me at the moment. I decided from this day out I was going to look at this as a challenge. Besides, I was Jackson Reid, and I always came out on top. 
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CHAPTER 2: TIA
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"Get up, Mommy," Chasity's cheery voice peered over my face as I laid stretched out in my queen-size bed. It amazed me how excited she was at six in the morning. I, myself, was never a morning person, and could only imagine her enthusiasm for the morning sunrise came from her father. "I made breakfast for you, Mommy. I made you some pancakes, just like Riley did for her Mommy," she beamed. Riley was Chasity's best friend, and those two were closer than close. Everything Riley did, Chasity followed, and vice versa. 

"Thank you, honey, but how did you reach the microwave to warm them up?" I asked as I studied the premade pancakes that were obviously microwaved. At five years old, Chasity had proved to be capable of a lot of things, but reaching the microwave was still out of her league. 

“Simple Mom, I just got a stool, stood on it, and placed them in there. I put it on for one minute and thirty seconds, just like you do for me,” she replied nonchalantly. 

I shook my head and smiled as I gave her a quick hug.

“You are really special honey, you know that?” I said as I took a sip of the orange juice that sat nicely on the tray.

"Thanks, Mommy, I hope you like it. I wish I could cook for my Daddy too," she said as she plopped next to me on the bed. Her head full of copper curls bounced lightly from the force.  

“I have already told you about your father, honey,” I said nearly choking from the juice that almost went down the wrong path. Talking to Chasity about her father was a painful topic I tried to avoid. She had a right to know about her father; what child didn’t? But the less she knew about him, the better.

“I know, I know, but some of my friends talk about their Dad. Why can’t I have a Daddy too? Am I not special, Mommy?” It hurt me to my heart to hear Chasity questioning her self-worth. I had made the decision to tell her that her father was far away and was never coming back. Sure, it might have sounded harsh, but I couldn't tell her that her father knew nothing about her. I had made the decision to keep him away, and it was for the best.

"Listen, honey. You are special because God made you. Children come from different types of families, but they are all special to God. Besides, I'm glad I get to have you all to myself, because I can hug you all day long," I joked hoping to cheer her up. She giggled in response and began to cheer up at least some. 

"I love you, Mommy," she said as her big, bright eyes glared at me.  

"I love you too, sweetie. Always remember that," I said as I hugged her tightly and ran my hands through her curly locks. After holding her for another two minutes, Chasity eased out of my arms. "Where do you think you are going?" I questioned. 

"I have to go now, Mommy. I have to set up my tea party before Riley comes over," she replied, rushing out of my room before I could respond. I smiled; she indeed was the mirror image of her father. I wish things had worked out for us, but I knew my pregnancy would only shame his family. I sighed as the thought of Jackson not knowing about Chasity was affecting me more each day. 

After reminiscing for an additional five minutes, I got up from the bed and turned the TV on. I immediately tuned into my favorite news station. As usual, the cheery, beautiful blonde reporter was reporting about some company's initiative to spend fifty million dollars to save the whales. I shook my head; all that money could feed a third world country full of people. Shortly after the discussion of the whale's rescue initiative, the perky reporter switched over to more serious news. 

We have breaking news. Jackson Reid, son of prominent attorney, Moses Reid, was arrested again last night. Jackson was charged with assault as he is seen here in this footage striking another individual. We recently tried to get a statement from the Reid family, but no comment was issued. We will continue to follow this story as more information comes in.

"When are you going to grow up, Jackson?" I shouted at the thirty two-inch plasma television screen. I took the remote control and immediately hit the power button, still disgusted at the news that had just been displayed. My head began to form an agonizing pain, and I could feel my heart beating faster. To calm myself, I plopped down on my comfy leather couch and rubbed my fingers through my shoulder-length, curly hair to massage my scalp. How was I ever going to tell Chasity about her father, when her father was still acting like a child? I knew I had no choice; it was time Jackson knew, but saying it was bigger than actually taking the challenge on. How could I just pop back into his life five years later and say, hey you have a kid? It was going to be difficult, but Chasity needed to know her father.

I pulled myself up from the couch and headed towards my desk. I started searching through each drawer until I located the tiny black book. For most people, their black book was used to stash all their romance partners' contacts, but for me, my black book kept important information. I turned the pages until I landed on Jackson's name. Under his name laid two contact numbers and an address. Fear started to rumble through my body as the thought of revealing to Jackson he had a daughter was stressful, but at least I was making a step towards telling him the truth. Jackson was the only man I had ever loved, but he was also the only man to hurt me. I placed the black book back inside my drawer and began to take out my clothing for the day. I had a doctor appointment, so a casual look was in the works today. Hopefully, Dr. Mujui could help me get rid of this throbbing pain that had been penetrating in my head for the past few weeks. 
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CHAPTER 3: Jackson
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Living with my boy Mike wasn't exactly my idea of luxury. After staying with him a couple of days, I decided to make my residence at a local hotel. I couldn't afford the luxuries of one of the beautiful resorts due to the short amount of cash I had, but I was able to obtain a room at a Best Western. It was a complete downsize for me, but it was either that or still living with Mike who was strictly military strategic. Mike got up early, constantly exercised, and was a stickler for keeping everything neat. He was my boy, but I wasn’t one for getting up all odd hours of the night to exercise, so I left. I initially was going to beg my father to let me back in the house, but my pride wasn't about to make that happen. What was Pops problem anyway? He wasn't always this stuck-up lawyer. Dad was a diehard, partygoing, frat brother in his college days, so I didn't understand why he didn't know I was a young man living my damn life. As far as me settling down, that was never going to happen, at least anytime soon anyway. I enjoyed sowing my royal oats. Besides, I had my heart broken because I gave my entire heart to one woman, and she left me. I was determined to not let that happen again. It was because of Tia Daniels that I no longer trusted women.  

After reflecting on Tia, I felt a sudden feeling of nausea. I immediately eased her out of my mind to replace those thoughts with Janice. Janice was a beautiful woman I met at a gas station earlier that day. Her voluptuous breasts and thick bottom were enough for me to take a second look while she was pumping gas into her late model BMW. Right now, that additive was excellent, because she had money too. Janice complimented her body with a tight-fitting gold and black halter top dress accessorized with gold bangles and a nice pair of stilettos. Her hair was nicely crafted into an updo, and her sexy thick lips were accentuated with an attractive shade of red to match her caramel skin. Simply put, she was a dime. 

I admit, I was a complete addict when it came to women, but it was something about Janice that made my insides quiver. It was nothing sexier than a gorgeous, successful woman. After approaching her and giving her my smoothest pick-up lines, I was able to get her number, which was why I was on my way to her house now. I could tell she could care less about wining and dining as she could do all that for herself. She just wanted to know if you could satisfy her womanly needs, and I aimed to please.

I checked myself in the mirror one more time, admiring my smooth, chocolate skin and charming smile. At six two and one hundred and eighty five pounds of muscle, I was every woman's dream. Maybe it appeared I was cocky, but I was just a confident man. I was a Reid; though after being humiliated by my parents, I wasn't sure if I was blacklisted from being a part of the family. A frown appeared on my face, but I quickly filled my mind with the images of Janice's body and the thought of being in between her legs tonight. I would have to deal with my family issues later.  

I headed out onto the highway en route to Janice's house up in the suburbs. The excitement was felt all in my pants as I felt my dick harden at the anticipation of getting some tonight. Don't get me wrong, I could always get a woman at the snap of my fingers, but they were mostly chicks that didn't want much in life. They would screw anyone if you gave them a compliment and bought them a drink. I wanted a classy woman, even if I wasn't too classy myself at times. I wanted a woman like Tia. She was the only woman I could actually say I was in love with, but she was also the first woman that broke my heart. That's why I made a vow, to never fall in love again.  

It took about twenty minutes to arrive at Janice’s gated community. I was instantly met by the security guard’s hard stare.

"How can I help you?" the overweight guard questioned me. His expression was unfriendly, but that didn't bother me. I was used to guys like him that took their jobs way too damn seriously.  

“How you doing, sir? I’m here to see Janice Copeland,” I said, giving him a charming smile. His frown eased as he took out his notebook to research whether or not I was telling the truth.

“What’s your name, young man?” he inquired, still not at complete ease.

"I'm Jackson Reid, sir," I replied, hoping he recognized my family name. Bingo, he did, because he instantly changed his demeanor. 

“Oh yeah, you Moses boy. How is your father doing?” he asked. 

I wasn’t in the mood to chit chat. I was all too interested in trying to get next to Janice.

"He's well, sir. Is my name on the list?" I asked, hiding my impatience. He must have sensed it. He immediately researched his clipboard. He then looked up. 

"I have your name right here, Mr. Reid. Proceed right through the gates." He gave his final nod before going back into his cubicle and pressing a switch to lift the gate. 

I drove my jeep down the nicely-paved road and was instantly greeted with a huge sign that said Connor Estates. The tour continued as the greenery of the fresh manicured lawn further indicated Janet was definitely living good. I smiled; I loved a woman that cared about her appearances and how she lived, but I was also impressed that she had her own. She wasn't looking for a sugar daddy to take care of her, which meant I didn't have to worry about spending my money on her, which was a good thing considering I was damn near broke due to my parent's wrath.  

I displaced my thoughts that wandered off about my parents and filled them with dreams of being naughty with Janice. I continued to drive into the wealthy neighborhood and pulled up to Janice's condo and placed my jeep in park. The modern condominium was immaculate. The bold, black print numbers indicated I had reached her address. 

I got out my vehicle, nearly skipping towards her door. Before I could take out my breath freshener to give my breath one final spray of green peppermint mist, the door opened slowly. Janice's toned body slowly appeared. She was wearing a red, halter-top dress. The dress complimented her toned legs and arms. Her light brown hair was now laying on her shoulders as the golden highlights accentuated her oval face. She was simply gorgeous.

“Are you going to just stare or are you going to come in?” Janice queried as she placed a small smirk on her full, red lips. She knew her ass was sexy too which was another turn on. I loved a confident woman.

“That depends. Are you inviting me in?” I asked, throwing in my own flirtation. She wasn’t the only one that had skills. 

She pulled at my shirt and dragged me towards her and placed a full kiss on my lips before pulling away. “Does that answer your question?” 

My Johnson instantly became erect again, and I knew Janice was about to put it on me. 
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“Don’t worry Ms. Daniels. Everything will be fine. You just need to rest up for a good month and take this prescription I give you,” Dr. Mujui said as she gave me a sympathetic smile. Dr. Mujui’s dark mane of hair was pinned back into a tight ponytail. She was a caring and mostly pleasant woman, which was why I was grateful to have her as my doctor, but this new reality she was giving me was unrealistic.

“I can’t take a month off. That’s impossible for me, Dr. Mujui. I have to work. Is there any way I can take a week off instead?” I asked as I was concerned now. There was no way I could afford to take any time off. My nursing salary was enough to take decent care of me and Chasity, but I still did not have enough sick time available to take care of the month I would have to take off. I was all Chasity had, and I could not afford to not work for a month. Even my savings wasn’t too much too brag on.

“I am sorry to hear that, Ms. Daniels. Believe me, I understand it is not easy for everyone to take time off their jobs. But as your doctor, I have to tell you that if you do not adhere to my warning, I fear you will have more to worry about than just your job. Your blood pressure is way too high for someone of your age. You are only twenty-seven years old, my dear. You have to take it easy.” Dr. Mujui gave Tia a secure pat on her shoulder. “Do you have any family in the area that can perhaps help with Chasity? I know how demanding raising a five-year-old can keep you, but you have to find some way to rest.”

My mind began to think about my mother who had died a few years ago and my father who I had never known. My best friend, Rashida, was out of the country, and Ms. Esther, Chasity’s babysitter, didn’t need the extra responsibility of caring for Chasity any more hours than she was already was.  Ms. Esther had proudly stepped in to watch Chasity more than I had wanted due to me working twelve-hour nursing shifts. There was no one else I could call. Well, there was one, Jackson, Chasity’s father, but what would he know about taking care of a child? He was too busy acting like a child himself, but deep down inside, I knew if I needed him, he would come through, especially if he knew we had a daughter together. The thought of Jackson coming to my rescue dreaded my mind. I could feel the agonizing head throb in my forehead, which meant my pressure was starting to rise. I quickly changed my thoughts so that Dr. Mujui would not worry. If she had sensed anymore stress coming from me, she would have easily added more time to my unwanted time off. Or worse, send me to the ER.
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