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CAUGHT UP

DALLAS BROOKS

A woman can make or break a kingdom, hold up or tear down a house, make love or make war. What is your definition of love? You have divine love, carnal love, the all of love, manifestation is the king of love and the queen called truth. The two become one, one’s thoughts must be harmony. This love is not found between the legs. It is found in the head, your dome of purity, where your heart is kept in a temple. One has to be cautious of self, and learn to be self-checked, for most people’s worse enemy is the self.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“All Rise! The jury has reached its verdict.” Horace could feel his fate at hand. “Count one, guilty. Count two, guilty.” Right before his eyes, his whole life flashed before him. 10 to 30 years for First Degree Home Invasion and Domestic Violence. As they led Horace out of the courtroom, cuffed in a waist chain and leg irons, it was a feeling that words couldn’t describe. Before the L.A. County Deputies led him out of the court room and put him on the elevator, he locked eyes with her. His life flashed before him. He thought back a little over a year ago, on the first night he met her.

February 8th. A popular downtown club was rocking. Horace Robinson had turned 22. He, his brother, and his cousin were in the VIP, living life, as fate would have it. On this day, his life as he knew, would never be the same. 

In the VIP, the music, the women, the drinks, it was jumping like Lebron James in his prime. While the music was rocking, Horace saw her. She was honey brown like an expensive Godiva, and her eyes were light green. She was 5’7, 145 pounds. Her body was flawless and her face was a picture of beauty.

Horace excused himself from his brother and cousin’s booth and walked over to her. Zaria was enjoying her drink and the scenery of the club. She had been in California almost three years. She was from New York. Exoterically, she looked good, but esoterically, she was a monster – a beast within. Zaria suffered from a multiple personality disorder. She was bipolar, schizophrenic and paranoid. She also had that Rockefeller money, the looks that could kill a man, and the body to match.

Horace walked over to her. The music was so loud that he had to seductively whisper into her ear. After shooting his shot, it was on and popping. It was last call for alcohol. The hunter had not only marked his prey, but he was going in for the kill. Every man has a weakness, temptations and a breaking point. Men can be controlled by two things – one is pussy, and the other is money. The pursuit of it or the urge for it is too much for the mortal mind can comprehend. As Horace and Zaria walked to the parking lot as she led the way. Horace was mesmerized by her seductive walk and the way she was throwing that ass. He was so caught up in his carnal desires as she stopped in front of the wine-colored Range Rover, he bumped right into the back of her. “Oh, my bad, baby.” Horace said. 

She just laughed. She knew that fat ass of hers and that killer walk blew his mind. As she drove to her sky loft, her mind was on putting that killer pussy on the young handsome man on the passenger side. She prayed that she didn’t let this one go, or she didn’t run him away. Horace was fucked up from the endless Ace of Spades champagne. All he could think about was this bad muthafucka he just knocked off. He was “Drunk in Love” like Beyonce and Jay-Z. 

Zaria opened the door to her sky loft. Horace was blown away. The living room ceiling was to the sky, with porcelain wrap-around stairs. There was Picasso looking paintings on the wall and hand cut Italian Carrera marble floors. The 90-inch TV on the wall was trimmed in hand sewn alligator skin. Horace was standing there in a trance. “Make yourself comfortable,” Zaria interrupted snapping him out of his trance. Slow R&B music flowed through the surround sound system. Horace set down on the Gucci sofa in deep thought. His young ass wasn’t used to this type of shit. Boy, was he in for one hell of a ride. 

Zaria went up to her bedroom. She slipped out of her clothes, freshened up, and what she put on, Victoria couldn’t keep a secret. She looked in the mirror at the beast within.

Horace was listening to the smooth sensual music, then he looked up and Zaria was standing before him – eye candy body was flawless. She walked up to Horace, but his young mind wasn’t ready for this woman. Zaria looked him in his eyes and asked him, “Have you ever been stung by a bee?” Horace’s dick was so hard it could break through a brick wall like Juggernaut. He wasn’t hearing shit she said or asked him. He was so caught up in the rapture, and his mind was deep in the abyss. But that question would cost him down the line. One doesn’t get the picture until one sees the flash.

Lust is one thing. Lust, in and of itself, is not confusing. But love is the most confusing emotion. Horace had opened Pandora’s Box. Zaria saw the length and width of that anaconda in front of her. Like Reynolds, it was a wrap. She got down on her knees and took him into her hot mouth. Zaria was like a magician with her hot mouth and tongue, as if she could perform magic. She sucked Horace slow at a skill like no other, and deep throated him without gagging. She was a master at her craft, and she knew when one was about to climax.

Zaria’s head game had so much sustenance, he wasn’t even intoxicated anymore. She brought him back to life. His toes were curling so bad he thought he broke them. As he sat back on the couch from getting the best vicious oral of his life, his eyes rolled to the back of his head as Zaria went crazy on him. He stroked her long silky brownish hair. His mind was all over the place. Just as he was about to blow, she stopped and looked up at him like a deer caught in the headlights. Horace opened his eyes and looked at Zaria. He was in pure ecstasy. Zaria got up off her knees, took off her negligee, then stood in front of him.

Horace couldn’t believe what was before him, live in the flesh. Zaria’s pussy was so fat and swollen; the very sight of it took him by storm. Horace had never eaten pussy before. But he was so caught up in his carnal desires and passions. He locked eyes with her as she led him over to the fireplace. Then she laid down on the Persian rug. Horace put his face between her legs and sucked on her nice and slow, with her juices flowing and running like water with the taste of honey. He was so caught up he didn’t notice Zaria shaking and climaxing like a waterfall. Then he sucked on her nipples, they were the size of knuckles. He licked all around the areola and Zaria just moaned in pure bliss. She couldn’t take it anymore. She pushed him back, opened those big lips between her legs and told him to enter. 

Horace was caught up in the rapture. He never went raw-dog, but this time he went in. She was so hot, wet, and tight. He worked her slow from the front with the death strokes. She wrapped her legs around his waist and held on for dear life as he put that pound game on her. It was so good, even after climaxing two times. 

Horace told her to get on all fours. Zaria turned around facing the fireplace. He was hypnotized at the sight of her body and how she made both ass cheeks clap and jump. He entered her hot lava and gave her the pounding of her life. The after fact: some good sex, plus the drink in his system, he was down for the count.

She laid next to him and watched him sleep. She prayed that she didn’t ruin this one with her sickness. The delusionary state of duality – this state is pure mental corruption and its self-imposed psychological double vision at its best. Victims of duality don’t even know of their abusive mental condition because the mind has tricks being played on them. Illusions cause the real to appear unreal and the unreal to seem real.

Horace woke up in front of the fireplace, butt ass naked, wondering... “What the fuck...?” He was trying to recall last night.

“Are you hungry?” Zaria asked.

He looked at the beauty before him, remembering her from the club. “Yeah,” he told her.

Zaria already had turkey bacon, scrambled eggs, buttermilk biscuits and hash browns, along with some orange juice. He couldn’t believe the elegance displayed before him. He wasn’t used to this. Zaria watched him eat. She studied him. She knew he was young and not used to the lavish life. 

“So, do you have a woman?” She asked. Horace almost choked on his food from that question, but he was quick on his feet. 

“Nah, I’m single,” he told her. 

She knew she had to hook him, for the sex was too good. He had her gone. Do you know what it’s like to be under the complete control of something or someone? It could be a drug of choice, a man or a woman; some call it “jonesing!”

After another round of sex in the shower, Horace told Zaria to take him home. As Zaria pulled in front of Horace and his brother’s home, she saw the classic old school Pontiac Grand Prix. 

“Is that your car?” She asked. 

“Yeah, but it doesn’t work... I need a brand new motor.”

Zaria saw her shot as Horace was about to exit the Range Rover. “Excuse me, do you want my number?”

“Yeah, but I don’t have a cell phone.” His mental was doing a million and one, thinking about that good sex.

“I’ll be back to get you in a couple of hours,” she told him.

When she came back, the first thing she did was take Horace to get an iPhone. As she was paying for his phone, he saw she had that black Visa card. She pulled it out of her green crocodile Birkin bag. He looked at her in her Christian Louboutin heels and her Gucci dress. He didn’t know how to work his hand. Zaria turned around and caught him looking at her
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