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Dear Reader:

Allison Hobbs is talented and there is no denying that. And I do mean all-around talented when it comes to being a prolific writer. From the word imagery to the thorough storylines to the incredible erotic scenes to an always climactic ending. In No Boundaries, she does it again since she is a writer that has never believed in boundaries.

Sometimes in life, we meet one person who literally changes our entire life. Such is the case with the main characters in this book, Fonia and Jaguar. Fonia was raised in a strict, dysfunctional household with a mother willing to do whatever it took to keep a man. She has no sense of normalcy when it comes to healthy relationships. Jaguar has had more casual sex than any one man can appreciate and decides that he wants to refrain from the random acts of blowing out backs until he can find emotional attachment. Two strangers leading completely different lives end up finding the missing pieces to happiness within each other. Both will have to make a certain degree of sacrifice to make it work, but it is all well worth it in the end.

As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you cutting-edge literature that cannot be found anyplace else. For more information on our titles, please visit Zanestore.com. My personal web site is Eroticanoir.com and my Facebook page is Facebook.com/AuthorZane.

Blessings,
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Zane

Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com
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TO ALETHA DEMPSEY





JAGUAR


Butt-ass naked and covered with water beads, I came out of the bathroom and froze. The woman in my room covered her mouth and released a sound of shock. Neither of us had expected this encounter. She took a step backward, and I reflexively concealed my privates with both hands.


The cleaning woman gawked at me, and then lowered her eyes. “I knocked. You didn’t put out the Do Not Disturb sign; I thought you had gone for the day!”


“No, I’m still here,” I said dumbly. Momentarily stunned from the surprise of finding an unfamiliar woman in my room, I stood unmoving as I shielded a dick that had become overly active, thumping against my hand as if it wanted to come out and say, “hello.”


“I’ll come back later.” She backed up a little more, yet her eyes remained glued to my face, and then scanned the length of my naked body.


She was basic-looking. Late twenties, medium height, with wide hips and average-sized breasts. A Latino chick with red-tinted hair that was pulled back in a small bun. On a scale of one to ten, she was a five. Despite her plain face and unremarkable figure, my dick jerked spastically beneath my hands. I think it was the uniform that had me going; the maid’s uniform was a turn-on.


Noticing the movement below, her eyes shot down to my crotch.


“I’m so sorry,” she repeated with a Spanish accent. The accent was sexy, and had a hypnotic quality, influencing my dick the way a snake charmer’s melody draws a serpent out of hiding. I felt the head of my serpent pressing against my palm and then peeking through the space between my fingers.


“Oh,” she murmured. And my dick took that single utterance as permission to stand fully erect, shoving so forcefully, it pushed my hands aside. At that point, my mind grew hazy, and the primitive part of my nature took over. I was instantly motivated by my animalistic side. Like a dog in heat, I was aware of nothing except my sexual urges. The business appointment that had been lined up for me no longer seemed important. All that mattered was pacifying my throbbing phallus—appeasing its desire to plunge inside something warm and wet.


But despite being mentally incapacitated, I wasn’t so far gone that I’d overpower the maid...or any other woman for that matter. I’d never forcibly take what I wanted; I’m not a rapist. I understand a firm “no,” and hearing that word would immediately bring me back to my senses.


And so, wondering if the maid and I were in mutual agreement, my questioning eyes locked on to hers. She didn’t say a word, and I took the excited glimmer in her eyes as consent.


Propelled by lust, I took steps toward her. I glanced at my image in the mirror and saw what the maid saw: a tall, milk chocolate brother with a body that was well-toned from years of playing basketball. I didn’t own any workout equipment, and during law school, my demanding schedule prevented me from working out at the gym, but I’d always made time for recreational basketball. Even if it was only two or three times a month, I found time to get my hands on a basketball. I’d been shooting hoops for as long as I could remember. Where I come from, dudes start practicing their dunk shots as soon as they can hold a basketball.


The maid began to undo the first few buttons of her uniform. It was on the tip of my tongue to say, “Leave the uniform on,” but her fingers were working so quickly, I couldn’t stop her. Maybe I’m a little twisted, but to me, there’s something extremely erotic about a woman wearing a uniform—any kind of uniform. A policewoman, waitress, postal worker, flight attendant, even an aggravating meter maid could make my dick get hard.


The grayish-blue housekeeping uniform dropped to the floor, and I noticed the nametag pinned to the front. Rayna. Stripped down to bra and panties, I was pleasantly surprised when Rayna unsnapped her bra, exposing pert breasts with dark, rose-colored nipples. Rayna’s nipples were distended, jutting out like tiny corkscrews, and seemed to scream, “Suck me!”


I advanced toward Rayna with my lips parted. She pulled down her panties and kicked them off, showing off a forest of curly, pubic hair. Female genitalia could be waxed clean or hairy as a jungle; it didn’t matter to me. All that mattered was the way it felt inside. With no time for foreplay, I practically dove on top of her, lifting up her right leg as I fitted the head of my dick into her moist opening.


“Oh, papi,” she whimpered, gyrating and taking in several inches of dick-length. Her pussy was good and gushy, and I moaned with pleasure as I sank into a swamp of warm honey. I slow stroked for a few moments, and then kicked it into high gear. I was ready to start plunging in and out like a ferocious madman, but forced myself to slow down and savor the experience.


My lips sought out those erect, suckable nipples, and I made all kinds of heathen-like grunting sounds as I sucked her titties and fucked her pussy at the same time. Rayna may have only been a five in the looks department, but her pussy was off the scale. It was sloppy wet like it was crying, and her inner walls clutched and grabbed possessively; it felt like her pussy was throwing a tantrum. Her walls were like a velvet vise around my dick—a vise that kept getting tighter and tighter.


“Damn, baby. This shit is...” I couldn’t even finish the sentence. Could only breathe like a dragon and groan like a tortured beast.


“Go deeper, papi,” Rayna moaned, throwing up her other leg. I knew what she wanted. When a chick says go deeper, she doesn’t necessarily want you to knock her uterus out of place, she wants you to find that elusive patch of pleasure known as the G-spot. She wants you to go deeper so she can bust a prolonged and powerful nut. Finding that hidden pleasure place can be a daunting task, especially when you don’t know the woman’s body, or when you’re pressed for time. From my experiences, I’d discovered that if I turn a chick over on her stomach, and take her from behind, I stand a good chance of locating the pleasure zone.


So I repositioned Rayna, and slipped my dick between her voluptuous thighs, which were tightly pressed together. Anchoring myself, I cupped her breasts, squeezing them as I slid in and out of her syrupy juices. Her pussy felt so good, I had to play all kinds of mind games with myself to keep from nutting too soon.


With each down stroke, I allowed the head of my dick to caress her clit before reentering her pussy. Rayna lay beneath me with her face pressed into the pillow, emitting sounds that were a cross between singing and screaming. I’m not a selfish lover, I enjoy pleasing women. Even at a time like this when it would behoove me to bust quickly and get my ass to my appointment on time, I refused to rush. I took the time to make sure she got hers.


I kissed the back of her neck. Nibbled on her ear. “Rayna, baby. You feel so good,” I whispered, meaning every word as I maintained steady strokes.


Her moans escalated in volume and her creamy pussy seemed to vibrate, pop, and spit. She was cumming, but I didn’t take that as my cue to climax; I kept stroking, increasing the tempo as I intensified her pleasure. I didn’t shoot off my load until Rayna had uttered a final whimper.


I’m street-wise, book smart, and I also have a sensitive side. Added to my list of attributes, is the fact that I’m well-endowed and good in bed. My heightened sensitivity and enhanced bedroom skills often give chicks the wrong message, prompting them to become attached to me.


As I eased out of Rayna’s hairy pussy, I could only hope she’d take this spur-of-the-moment sex session for what it was. Nothing but two people fulfilling their lustful desires.


She turned over on her back and smiled up at me. I gently wiped perspiration from her forehead and lightly caressed her hair. “That was amazing,” I said with one eye on the clock.


“Yes, it was,” she agreed, lifting her mouth to mine.


I didn’t have time for kissing and cuddling, and so I gave her a quick kiss, and rolled off of her.


She clutched my arm. “Wanna go again?”


“Sorry, I’m already late for an appointment. Maybe some other time.”


“When? I could come back later tonight.”


“Um, I don’t know,” I said, feeling pressured and put on the spot. “Let’s play it by ear and get together the next time we’re both in the mood,” I said as gently as I could.


“I’m in the mood now,” she said determinedly.


The chick was persistent. She had me squirming for a moment, but then I became irritated. “Yo, we both got what we wanted, so grab your clothes, get dressed, and bounce. You can come back and clean up in here later,” I said harshly. I didn’t want to go in on her like that, but if I hadn’t, she would have kept pestering me.


My sensitive side gets overpowered by a mean streak that emerges when someone tries to back me in a corner and force my will. I had business to take care of and I couldn’t allow this random, housekeeping chick to guilt-trip me into setting up a future rendezvous.


Rolling her eyes and mumbling in Spanish, Rayna gave me a seething look as she picked up her clothes from the floor. After dressing, she fussed with her hair, and then slammed the door on her way out.


I washed my dick off, dressed and left my hotel room. On the way to the elevator, I bumped into Rayna, who was pushing her cleaning cart down the corridor. Having to walk past her was awkward. “See you later,” I said, not knowing what else to say under the circumstances.


“Okay, I’ll see you soon,” she replied, wearing a hopeful smile, which I chose to ignore.


I grabbed a cab outside the hotel and headed to University City to meet up with my man, Sharif, to get the details on a bartending job.





FONIA


I am completely submissive—the kind of woman who needs a man to totally dominate me and take control of my body and my mind. Eagerly and lovingly, I serve. I live to please, and I derive intense sexual pleasure from being physically disciplined. Nothing that draws blood or leaves me unconscious, but I do melt with ecstasy when I feel the sting of a paddle or the harsh slap of a man’s strong hand against my soft skin.


I have no idea how to exist any other way. From the time I was a child, I was molded and groomed to be docile and polite—to be subservient. I’m not allowed to express my opinions or to disagree. I’m always adorned in beautiful clothes and sparkling jewelry. From head to toe, I’m the image of perfection. A pretty thing—a wind-up doll that does exactly as she’s told.
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Before I’d ever met Mr. Lord, I sensed the influence he had over my mother, and I viewed him as a rival for her attention. She’d been hired as his personal secretary and the way she spoke his name, you’d think she was referring to God Himself. Whenever she spoke of him, her face would light up and there was reverence in her voice. Though I was only eleven years old, I had this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach—a kind of warning. I knew on an intuitive level that nothing would ever be the same.


I recall watching my mother as she sat at her vanity table, carefully applying makeup, getting glammed-up as she excitedly prepared to leave town on a business trip with her new employer. I frowned at the sight of the open suitcase on her bed, and then sat next to her on the vanity bench, pouting and sighing audibly.


“I’ll only be gone for seven days. The time will fly,” she said, trying to pacify me.


“But I’m gonna have to catch two buses to get to school from Nana’s house,” I complained. Getting to school from Nana’s house wasn’t a big deal, but it was worth a try to pretend that it was.


“So, you’ll get up a half-hour earlier than usual. A little inconvenience won’t kill you, Fonia.” She tapped the end of my nose, something she always did to get me to smile, but I maintained an unhappy expression, hoping my gloomy disposition would persuade her to cancel her trip.


“My new job pays a lot more than I’ve ever earned. We’re going to be doing a lot better financially.”


“We’re doing okay,” I said.


“We’re going to be doing better than okay. You’ll see,” she said as she sprayed her neck and wrists with cologne. “How do I look?” She stood up and gazed at me, waiting for my approval.


Wearing a tailored black jacket with gold buttons, a form-fitting skirt, and high heels, my statuesque mother looked chic and beautiful, like a beauty queen going out on a speaking engagement. I turned up my nose and shrugged; I was feeling too abandoned to dole out any compliments. This would be the first time in my life that my mother had traipsed off and left me for an entire week!


Her new job was very demanding and didn’t end at five o’clock. As Mr. Lord’s personal secretary, she was at his beck and call any hour of the day or night. She could be in the midst of preparing dinner or helping me with homework, but if her boss called, she’d go to her bedroom and close the door. Their working relationship seemed shrouded in secrecy.


When her bedroom door reopened, I never knew what kind of mood she’d be in. With a mere phone call, he could change her disposition from gay to morose or from controlled to erratic. A call from Mr. Lord would have my mother practically floating on air one minute and then, jumpy and nervous the next.


I hadn’t met him, but I didn’t like him. In fact, I detested him. At least I wanted to.


While my mother stuffed items inside her luggage, I peeked out her bedroom window and noticed a shiny Town Car pull up to the curb. “Your ride’s here,” I said gloomily.


“Okay, sweetheart. Nana and Poppy will be here to pick you up at seven,” she said. “Lock the doors and don’t open them for anyone until your grandparents get here.”


“I know the rules,” I whined in annoyance.


Continuing to gaze out the window of our third-floor apartment, I noticed the driver opening the back door. A well-dressed man emerged, carrying lots of large bags with impressive labels.


“Mommy,” I whispered. “I think your boss is coming up to visit.”


She glanced out the window and gasped. She gazed around our neat apartment, looking aghast, as if she wanted to give it an instant makeover.


I saw her boss pull out a cell phone, and the next moment, our house phone rang. My mother grabbed it on the first ring. “Hello,” she said breathlessly. “Yes, Mr. Lord, please come up. It’s apartment. 3-C.”


She raced around plumping the pillows on the couch. “Fix your hair, Fonia. And be extremely polite to Mr. Lord. I’ll have none of your sassiness. You will not embarrass me in front of my boss. Do you understand, young lady?” She had an almost crazed look in her eyes that warned of dire repercussions if I behaved inappropriately.


The doorbell rang. My mother’s frantic eyes locked with mine, and I began to feel nervous too. Suddenly desiring to make a good impression on the man that was so important to her, I smoothed errant strands of hair and took a deep breath.


She opened the door and he entered with his arms laden with bags. God, he was handsome and so well-groomed and important looking in his suit and tie. He smelled good, too, and exuded a sort of masculine power that I’d never noticed in any of the male authority figures in my life. Not my own estranged father, not my Poppy, not any of my male teachers, or kindly Mr. Smithers, who owned the corner store that I frequented daily. None of the men in my life carried themselves like kings.


“You must be Fonia. And you’re even lovelier than your mother described,” he said in a rich baritone voice that commanded respect. “These gifts are for you, Fonia,” he said, extending his arms.


It was as if someone from black royalty had entered our humble abode. As I stepped forward to accept the gifts, a curtsey seemed appropriate, but I suppressed the urge.


“You shouldn’t have, Mr. Lord,” my mother said, gushing with pride.


There were four bags and each was filled to the brim with gifts that any girl would die for. Juicy Couture apparel, footwear, handbags, jewelry, and an assortment of cute accessories. There were also electronic gadgets, sneakers, and a cell phone of my own.


“It’s like Christmas in April,” I said in awe.


“What do you say to Mr. Lord?” my mother prodded anxiously.


“Thank you, Mr. Lord,” I replied earnestly.


“It’s my pleasure, Princess,” he said with a warm smile that removed the negative feelings I’d held for him. “I’m sorry I have to take your mother away on business...” He paused.


“It’s okay,” I quickly assured him.


“My phone number is programmed in your phone. If anything comes up...if you need anything, call me immediately.”


“All right.” I was enchanted with Mr. Lord. He seemed like the kind of man that could fix anything. The way he’d showered me with presents and had called me Princess made me feel special. He had treated me the way I’d always wished my own father had, but he’d forgotten about me after he remarried. He and his new family lived in Seattle, Washington and I only saw him for one week every summer. Last summer, he’d tried to back out at the last minute, claiming he couldn’t afford my airfare. My mother ended up paying for my transportation, determined that my father and I would have a relationship.


That visit was a disaster. My father and his wife were constantly on the go, and I was nothing more than their built-in babysitter. I felt more like Cinderella than a princess in the presence of my biological father.


Mr. Lord picked up my mother’s luggage, and she gave me a hug. I watched out the window as the driver opened the car door for my mother and her boss. I gave a long sigh, but it wasn’t a sigh of disapproval. I wanted a dad like Mr. Lord, and I wished with all my heart that I could join him and my mother on their business trip.





FONIA


A few months later, we moved into a small but elegant townhouse that was located in downtown Philadelphia, in an upscale neighborhood. I was enrolled in private school, and Mr. Lord sort of lived with us...or maybe we lived with him. Our residence was beautifully decorated to suit his taste and standards.


The den was turned into his personal office. He stayed overnight approximately two or three times a week, sharing my mother’s bedroom. During his overnight visits, I assumed they’d worked late and Mr. Lord had accidentally fallen asleep. Most of the time, he only stopped by for a couple of hours in the evening to check on us before going to his own home, which my mother had said was an enormous estate outside the city.


I wasn’t quite sure of how to categorize my mother and Mr. Lord’s relationship. He was her boss, and possibly her lover. Despite their closeness, she still referred to him as Mr. Lord. Sensing that the nature of their relationship was a sensitive topic, I didn’t press her for information. He’d improved our lives drastically, and like my mother, I had also begun to believe that he could do no wrong.


Late one night, I was awakened by peculiar sounds, like someone was clapping their hands together in sporadic bursts. Curious, I crept toward the sound that emanated from my mother’s bedroom and pressed my ear against the door. I heard the rumble of Mr. Lord’s deep voice, but couldn’t make out what he was saying. Next I heard the loud clap followed by my mother’s breathy, enraptured murmurings.


What were they doing? Sex? I knew enough about sex from watching X-rated shows on cable channels to know that it was usually accompanied by moans and groans and a headboard banging against the wall. I had no idea what they were doing, and I trudged back to my room, completely puzzled.


The next morning, my mother sat down to breakfast wearing a new pair of diamond studs. “Your earrings are beautiful, Mommy,” I said, trying to work up the nerve to ask about the curious sounds I’d heard last night.


“Do you like them?” she said, brushing her hair away from her face to give me a better view.


Mr. Lord put down the newspaper he was reading and smiled at me. “I didn’t forget you, Princess.” He beckoned me with the wave of a hand, and I leapt from my seat and rushed to him, scooting onto his lap. At this point, we’d grown close and I enjoyed the way he always swept me up into his arms, swinging me around. His lap had become my personal domain. It was my favorite spot whenever we watched TV together.


From the pocket of his robe he withdrew a gift-wrapped box. “Open it.”


Grinning, I ripped away the gold wrapping paper and found a velvet box. Inside was a pair of diamond studs that were identical to my mother’s, only smaller.


“Do you like them?” he asked.


My response was to wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek, inhaling his aftershave, and pretending that he was actually my father.


“Okay, go finish your breakfast,” he said, picking up the newspaper.


“You shouldn’t spoil her,” my mother said in a tone I’d never heard before. I looked at her, searching her face, and trying to determine if she was happy for me, but I couldn’t read her expression.


Mr. Lord left the kitchen to get dressed and my mother glared at me.


“What’s wrong; what did I do?”


“You’re not a baby, Fonia. You’ll be thirteen on your next birthday...too old to be climbing onto Mr. Lord’s lap. I don’t like it; I want you to stop.”


But he’s my father! I wanted to say, but I kept that thought to myself. Her criticism was a reminder that I was living in my own fantasyland, pretending that my mother’s employer was my father.


Feeling deflated, I went to my bedroom and dressed for school. When I came out with my backpack, Mr. Lord was giving my mother a list of duties. She held a notepad and rapidly jotted down his instructions, while repeating, “Yes, Mr. Lord,” over and over.


When he noticed me, he said, “Let’s go, Princess; I’ll drive you to school today.”


I gazed at my mother for approval. She gave me a curt head nod, but had an anxious look in her eyes.


I strapped on my seatbelt and gave Mr. Lord a smile. I felt so special, sitting up front with him.


“I understand you’re scheduled to visit your father in Seattle,” Mr. Lord said.


I frowned and nodded.


“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to spend time with your father?”


“Not really,” I mumbled.


“Why not?”


I shrugged.


“Don’t shrug your shoulders, Fonia. Why don’t you want to visit your father?”


“I’m not comfortable around him.”


“Well, I can’t have my princess feeling uncomfortable. You don’t have to go.”


“I don’t?”


“No. He doesn’t pay regular child support and the visits aren’t court-ordered.”


“But Mommy thinks it’s important for me and my father to stay connected.”


An angry look came across Mr. Lord’s face. “He doesn’t deserve you! I’m more of a father to you than he is. I pay your tuition and I’m the one responsible for everything good in your life. Do I not treat you as if you were my own child?” he asked with anger flashing in his eyes.


“Yes.”


“Good, I’m glad to know that you and I agree. The discussion is not up for debate. Your relationship with your father is over. Am I clear?”


Hit with a mixture of pride and confusion, I murmured, “Yes, Mr. Lord.” To myself, I said, Yes, Daddy. Hopefully, Mr. Lord would make it legal and adopt me. I wondered if he’d have to marry my mother to make that happen. The thought of having my name changed from Fonia Jerkins to Fonia Lord put a smile on my face.
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One evening, after my mother had prepared a quick dinner for me, she announced, “Mr. Lord is on his way over. We’ll be having a working dinner and I don’t want you to pester him when he arrives. He’s a busy man and he doesn’t have time to listen to your endless, adolescent chatter. Stay in your room and work on your book report.”


“My book report isn’t due until next week.” I enjoyed being with Mr. Lord and couldn’t understand why she wanted to shut me out.


“Start working on it, anyway.”


“Can’t I say hello to him?”


“No! Stay in a child’s place, Fonia.”


My feelings were hurt, and I could feel my lip quiver; I couldn’t understand why my mother was trying to keep me away from Mr. Lord. When she’d first started working for him, she wanted me to like him, and now that I loved and adored him, she seemed to have a problem with it.


From the solitude of my bedroom, I heard my mother greet him. “Hello, Mr. Lord,” she said in cheerful tone. She was usually tense and uptight when Mr. Lord was around, but not tonight. I assumed she was happy that she had me locked away in my room.


“Where’s Fonia?” I heard him say.


“Oh, she has a book report. It’s past due, so she’ll be busy until bedtime.”


Liar! Why would she lie to him, and why was she trying to keep us apart? I couldn’t understand it. Refusing to be locked away like a leper, I boldly came out of my room and found the dining room table set up with candlelight and flowers.


“There’s my girl,” Mr. Lord said. “How’s the book report coming along?”


“It’s not due until next week,” I said, giving my mother a look of defiance.


“Then sit down and join us, Princess.”


“No! She already had dinner. Besides, she has other homework that she hasn’t completed,” she interjected.


Mr. Lord glowered at my mother. “What did she have for dinner?”


Mommy nervously fussed with her hair. “Hot dogs...mac and cheese.”


“Don’t ever feed her that kind of garbage again. Only lean meats, fruit, vegetables, and grains. No junk food! Now prepare Fonia’s plate; I want her to have a proper meal.” His voice rang with authority.


Mommy was furious. I could tell that by her mannerisms and the way she slammed my plate down on the table.


I felt triumphant. I hadn’t started the rift between and my mother and me, but I was determined to win. That night, I realized that my mother was in love with Mr. Lord. And though my feelings were a jumbled confusion of infatuation, hero worship, and the desire for fatherly love, I refused to allow my mother’s jealousy to interfere with my relationship with Mr. Lord.


Later that night, I was awakened again by those strange clapping sounds. I tiptoed down the hall and stood outside my mother’s door. Overcome by curiosity, I gently turned the door handle and peeked inside the dimly lit bedroom.


Wearing a white negligee, my mother was standing with her palms pressed against a wall. Behind her, Mr. Lord wore an angry expression. He held up her negligee with one hand, and with the other he spanked her bare behind with a paddle. I thought I was seeing things, and so I stretched my eyes wide. But my eyes had not deceived me. What did Mommy do to get Mr. Lord so upset with her? Embarrassed for my mother, my face flushed and I quietly closed the door.


The next morning, I could barely look my mother in the eye, and when Mr. Lord didn’t join us, I panicked. Maybe he was so mad at Mommy, he’d left us both. “Where’s Mr. Lord?”


“He went home last night, not that it’s any of your damn business,” she said in a bitter tone.


“Is he coming back?” I asked worriedly. From what I’d witnessed, he’d been infuriated with Mommy, but hopefully he wasn’t mad at me.


“Why are you always so concerned about Mr. Lord? He doesn’t come here to see you. He comes here to see me!”


Her words felt like a slap in the face, but I came back with a cutting comment. “No, you’re only his secretary, but he loves me like a daughter.”


She laughed bitterly, and the sound was terrible and mocking. “You’re living in a dream world, Fonia. You have no idea what I put up with...the things I do so that we can maintain this lifestyle.” She waved her hand around, indicating our posh environment.


Mr. Lord loves me; he doesn’t have to spank me the way he spanks you! I thought and then pulled out my cell phone and called him. I had to know that he and I were still all right.


“Good morning, Princess,” he said, sounding happy to hear from me. “Is everything okay, do you need anything?”


I didn’t have a plan formulated; I simply blurted out the first thing that came to my mind. “I...um, I have something to tell you. I lost one of my diamond earrings, and I’ve been afraid to tell you.”


“Is that all? That’s only a material thing—easily replaced. I’ll bring you another pair when I come over tonight.”


“You’re not upset with me?”


“Of course not. I’m glad you were honest with me.”


I gulped. The earrings were in the box they’d come in. I hated lying to Mr. Lord, and I wished I’d come up with a better story. “I’ll understand if you don’t want to buy me another pair,” I said guiltily.


“I love showering you with gifts.”


“Thank you, Mr. Lord.” I hung up feeling awful about my dishonesty. Now I’d have to get rid of one of the earrings to cover up my lie. The only good thing that came out of the phone call was that I was convinced that he cared about me and thought of me as his daughter.


I gazed at my mother victoriously. “He’s coming to see me tonight!”





JAGUAR


The meeting I’d had with Sharif had resulted in a bartending job, but I wasn’t sure if taking the job had been a good decision. My shift had started at six p.m. and so far, the bar was dead. It didn’t seem likely that I’d be getting the generous tips I’d counted on. I should have known better than to listen to Sharif. Sharif could spin a tale better than a bestselling novelist. During our meeting, he’d convinced me that the small bar called The Dive was raking in cash.


“It’s a hole in the wall, but don’t let the aesthetics fool you,” Sharif had said. “There’s an eclectic mix of customers: corporate executives, blue collar dudes, rich college kids, doctoral students, professors, surgeons, politicians, hood chicks, gangsters...you name it. It’s the kind of environment where people working stuffy jobs and living fake lives get to hang out with the common folk. When CEO’s and hood rats get to mixing it up and drinking together, all kinds of craziness starts to pop off. There’s never a dull moment at The Dive, but it’ll be worth it when your tip jar is overflowing with twenties and fifties. I’m serious, Jag, you can make five or six hundred in tips on a bad night!”


Sharif’s sales pitch was intriguing, and as I considered the offer, I began to imagine the possibility of not only surviving the summer, but also making a dent in the enormous debt I had accrued over the past seven years.


“So, why are you leaving? You find something that pays more?” I had asked inquisitively.


“Some associates of mine put me on with a new job—something that allows me to fully utilize my talents,” Sharif had replied with a secretive smile. Sharif always had some kind of hustle going, and since I wasn’t interested in anything remotely illegal, I didn’t pry.


There was irony in the fact that I had recently acquired a law degree, while Sharif, who never finished high school, was in a position to discard a job and pass it down to me.


After graduating from law school, all my college buddies had headed to Cancun for two weeks of fun in the sun. But I couldn’t afford that luxury. I was deep in debt and had to find an internship that paid decent wages, but obtaining an internship that paid anything in New York had become an exercise in futility. Apparently, most firms were only interested in interns that would provide them free labor. It was bad enough that interns were only given grunt work, but to not even offer the minimum wage for said grunt work was reprehensible. It wasn’t merely my ego that didn’t allow me to accept any of the non-paying positions I’d been offered, I simply couldn’t afford to work for free.


So I tossed my resume into a national database, and out of all the fifty states, the only offer for a paid internship came from a mid-sized law firm in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania—my home-town—the place I’d fled.


Blame it on miscommunication, or an overeagerness to get my career started. Whatever the case, I gave up my cramped apartment in New York and arrived in Philly with my bags packed only to discover the internship wouldn’t be available until September. Finding myself in a desperate situation, I sought out Sharif.


From the time we were in middle school, Sharif had always been the go-to guy; the fix-it man. Sometimes, he was true to his word, but he also had game. Like I said, I had turned to Sharif only out of sheer desperation.


I glanced at my empty tip jar and sighed heavily. Surviving the night, let alone the summer, didn’t seem likely at this point.


Many of the dudes that Sharif and I grew up with were dead, doing time, or were messed up on drugs. My main man, Curt, was serving a twisted life sentence. I couldn’t even think about Curt without getting choked up.


I haven’t been an angel; I’ve done my share of dirt. When you start hustling at age thirteen, you grow up fast. I’ve been around and seen a lot, and by the time I was twenty, I’d cheated death at least five or six times. The last straw for me was the day Curt almost got smoked. It sounds cold, but I can’t help thinking that Curt would have been better off if he hadn’t pulled through.


It had been a sunny day and Curt and I were having fun, enjoying the wind against our faces as we sped along Girard Avenue on dirt bikes, laughing as we outran the cops. Zipping on and off the pavement, we gave the cops the finger as we whizzed off Girard and cut down the wrong way of a one-way street. Those lames couldn’t catch us...not with our skills.


We’d bought the bikes from some South Philly dudes. Cash. No ID or paperwork required. Making back-alley deals was the way business was transacted in the hood. We were young and getting it, and if our bikes got confiscated by the cops, we’d turn around and buy four more the next day.


Flexing for the chicks that were grinning and waving at us, we felt superhuman and invincible as we zoomed through the neighborhood. The noise from the bikes was so deafening, I didn’t hear the gunshots. I saw Curt pull back the handlebars, throw a leg up, and do a twelve o’clock. But when my man flew off the seat and sailed through the sky, my first thought was that there was a mechanical problem with the bike. My mind immediately began cooking up retaliation schemes for those South Philly suckers that had the audacity to sell us a defective bike. My plan was to make sure Curt was all right and then go find those suckers; leave them facedown in the same alley where the deal had gone down.


It never dawned on me that some hating-ass punks, hiding in the cut, had opened fire on Curt.


Everything became a blur after that. One minute I was stunting and doing wheelies through the streets, and the next minute, I was hovering over Curt, screaming for somebody to call an ambulance. The front of his white T-shirt was sprayed with bullet holes, and the back of his head was caved in with globs of blood and brain tissue oozing onto the asphalt. Witnesses said I lost it for a minute. They said I was rambling incoherently as I tried to scoop up portions of Curt’s brain with my cupped hands. But I don’t remember.


Thankfully, my subconscious blocked out that part of the tragedy. Still, after experiencing something so unimaginable, it’s a wonder I’m sane. Then again, maybe I’m not. Who knows what a psychiatrist would uncover if I ever let one poke around inside my mind?


It didn’t make sense for someone so young and fun loving as Curt to be laying up in a nursing home. Seeing him helpless and paralyzed, wearing diapers, and being fed through tubes made me rethink the way I viewed the world. Doctors said Curt was brain dead, that he was a vegetable, but I didn’t buy it. Curt was still there. Trapped in that motionless, atrophied body, my boy was aware of his miserable situation. I could see awareness brimming in his eyes. And I was tortured by the fact that he knew what was going on. I would have felt better if he wasn’t conscious of the fucked-up way his young life had been altered.


The last time I saw Curt, he was gazing at me pleadingly. Like he was begging me to help him. When the male nurse came into his room and began the process of flushing his trachea tube, Curt’s eyes latched onto mine and were wild with panic. The procedure seemed painful, and Curt’s watery eyes seemed terrified.


“Yo, that’s enough, man,” I yelled at the nurse. “You’re hurting him.”


“Oh, he’s fine; he doesn’t feel anything,” the nurse replied casually, like Curt was nothing more than a house plant that he’d come in to water. Meanwhile, Curt’s eyes had started rolling into the back of his head. I lost it. Something inside me flipped, and without planning, I found myself charging toward the nurse and yanking him off Curt.


Foul-smelling, milky fluids sprayed from the trachea tube and onto the walls, the bed, and on my shirt. And Curt nearly asphyxiated. Security was called and I was permanently banned from the facility.


I was a basket case after that incident, and mad at the world. I had been taking random classes at Community College, merely to keep my grandmother off my case. As long as I was in school, she didn’t harass me about getting a real job, and a real job would have interfered with my hustle. But after what happened to Curt, my heart wasn’t in the game anymore. I saw it for what it really was—a trap. The game was all smoke and mirrors. None of us were making any real money. We were young and gullible, and easily influenced to risk our freedom and our lives for a pair of sneakers, clothes, cheap jewelry, and a knot of cash that was large enough to impress naïve, young girls.


Through the neighborhood recreation center where I went to shoot hoops from time to time, I found out about a scholarship. That’s when I decided it was time to turn my life around. Curt had gotten an unfair life sentence and I felt an obligation to make something of myself.


But after four years of undergrad in Virginia and three years of law school in New York, I ended up right back where I started, unsuccessful and broke. Working in a hole-in-the-wall bar seemed like a cruel joke.





FONIA


2005


When Mr. Lord asked me what I wanted for my thirteenth birthday, I revealed, “All I want is you. I want you to adopt me. Please.” I held my breath as I waited for him to respond.


“That’s complicated. I’d have to be married to Lena, and that’s not going to happen. Also, your biological father would have to give up his parental rights. He’s a poor excuse for a father, but I doubt if he’d willingly sign away his rights.”


“But he doesn’t care about me.”


“You’re right; he doesn’t care about you. But I do; I care about you deeply. That’s all that matters. We don’t need a piece of paper to think of each other as father and daughter, do we?”


I shrugged. “I guess not.”


He cradled my chin between his thumb and index finger, and looked into my eyes. “Don’t I treat you like you’re my daughter?”


“Yes.”


“Do you want to know why?”


I nodded.


“From the moment I saw you, I knew that I had to possess you—educate you in the ways of my world. I enjoy molding you into becoming the perfect little submissive,” he said in a loving tone that was accompanied by a gentle stroke on my cheek.


I didn’t understand what he was talking about, but his words sounded so lovely, I gave him a big smile.


“I couldn’t ask for a better-behaved child. You do exactly what you’re told, and I hope you never change.”


“I won’t change.” I was flushed with pride. Having his approval meant the world to me.


He released my chin and ran his fingers over my cheek. “I’m the only man who knows what’s best for you, Fonia.”


“I know,” I whispered, feeling mesmerized.


“That’s my good girl.” He stroked my cheek again and I closed my eyes, craving more of his affection. As if sensing my yearning, he kissed me softly on the cheek.


“Can I call you Dad?” I asked eagerly.


He thought for a moment and then shook his head. “No, not yet.”


“Why not?” The rejection stung, and my eyes glistened with tears.


His eyes hardened a little. “You’re out of line, Fonia. Never question my decisions. I prefer that you continue calling me Mr. Lord, is that clear?” he said harshly.


“Yes, Mr. Lord!” I lowered my eyes to hide my hurt feelings. Mommy frequently dropped her eyes when Mr. Lord was around. I never understood it, but now it seemed as if I had a better understanding. She felt embarrassed whenever she said or did something that he disapproved of. I was terribly confused about the nature of Mommy’s and Mr. Lord’s relationship. Did all bosses spank their secretaries? I wondered.


“I don’t want to be out of line, Mr. Lord, but I really want to ask you something.”


“Go ahead.”


It was on the tip of my tongue to ask why he spanked Mommy, but fearing repercussions for snooping, I blurted, “Is Mommy your girlfriend?”


“What gave you that idea?”


“Well, uh, because you stay the night sometimes, and you sleep with her.”


He released a sigh. “Lena is my employee, and we’ve developed a special bond. I suppose you could say we have an agreement. She’s eager to succeed in the business world, and so I come over a few evenings a week to give her additional training. But in response to your question, no, she’s not my girlfriend; we’re not romantically involved.”


I became quiet, trying to make sense of what I’d seen. Spanking an adult seemed an odd method of training, but in my eyes, Mr. Lord could do no wrong. He knew what was best for my mother and me, and I hoped she’d quickly learn her duties and responsibilities to avoid getting spanked again.


“Don’t trouble yourself about your mother and me. Lena is my employee...nothing more. On the other hand, I adore you, Princess,” he assured.


I felt a rush of relief, and decided on that day that I would do everything I could to stay in his good graces. Maybe one day, he’d love me enough to really accept me as his daughter. In the meantime, I would strive to please him. I’d never be like Mommy; I’d never upset him to the point where he had to spank me. I’d always be his perfect, little submissive.
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