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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Landon

          

        

      

    

    
      Guilty as charged. Landon’s childhood friend, Millicent St. James, caught the flushed face Advertising Executive red handed.

      “I saw that,” Millicent teased.

      “So did I,” said Jen, walking into Mrs. Jeffries’ office for their weekly Wednesday midweek gossip session.

      Landon welcomed them into her office, glowing in her yellow flawless skin, thanks to her grandmother’s recipe of slapping Vaseline on her face at night. Her thick coily hair rested down her back, and her natural no make-up, make-up look was always topped off with the perfect shade of red lipstick.

      Millicent, on the other hand, never left the house without her hair in place, her face fully contoured, and a pair of high heels. Very driven and outspoken, and ambiguous to the naked eye. She loved when people guessed her ethnicity without ever giving an answer, and used her looks to straddle many fences.

      Jen never shared much about her Latino heritage. Slim with smooth, brown skin and wild hair, she always wore a muted glossy lip, and looked pensive most of the time. She was the smallest of the trio, as well as the most secretive.

      Landon spread the food around the table. “I ordered Chinese today. Hope that’s cool,” she said, closing the blinds.

      “Hmm. Why are we closing the blinds today?” Jen asked.

      “We have a private matter to discuss,” said Landon, passing out the forks. “What I am about to say stays in the vault.”

      “It better not be about that tall drink of water we caught gazing at you.” Millicent gave her the side eye, blinking them fast like a deck of cards being shuffled.

      Landon’s face turned redder. “It is. His name is Dario.” She paused and glanced at Millicent up her nose. “What does it mean when you begin to fancy someone who flirts with you all the time?”

      An office romance was out of character for Landon, as professionalism was her strong suit. She would never partake in mixing business with pleasure, or cheat on her husband, Todd, even if temptation of the flesh was upon her.

      Sometimes Dario’s voice caused her to Kegel, but no one knew that. His eyes twinkled when he winked at her playfully during meetings, but no one saw that. And when he licked his lips, she imagined him tasting her on the very table they sat, but again, no one knew what kinky thoughts crossed her mind.

      “It’s called being stupid,” said Millicent, shaking her head. “Something you are not.”

      Color rushed to Landon’s face. “Nothing would happen of course. He has no bearing on my life outside of work. I was simply wondering how wrong am I for feeling this way?”

      The look on her friend’s faces forced her to stop sharing. She dove into her lunch, wondering if they could tell how much being fetishized amused her.

      Filling her mouth with food she thought, ‘Is enjoying the attention of men normal in a marriage? Is this mere curiosity of the unknown, or am I bored with the routine of the repetitive cycle married couples find themselves in? Work, cook, sex and sleep.’

      Jen ended the silence in the room. “Is he what some people call a work husband?”

      “I wouldn’t call him that. It’s nothing serious. Just a little flirting here and there. I shouldn’t have said anything.” Landon sighed, suddenly regretting his daily delivery of a latte and scone every morning.

      “A moment ago, you said you fancied him. Is fancy your way of saying you think about him sexually?” Jen inquired.

      Millicent smirked at the embarrassment on Landon’s face. She stared her childhood friend of fifteen years up and down, then added, “What is this Dario person doing while you’re fancying him?”

      Landon blushed. “Well the other day he licked his lips in a meeting and I began imagining him using those very same lips on my… You know.”

      “Pussy?” Millicent asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “Say it.” Millicent poked.

      “No. I’m at work.”

      “Even if you weren’t at work, you still wouldn’t say it.” Millicent laughed.

      “So what. I don’t like saying the p word.”

      “The p word?” Jen laughed. “Now I’m with Mills here. Say it. Be a woman.”

      “Okay dammit. I imagined him slurping on my pussy. Happy now?” Landon snapped.

      “Yes. Yes, we are.” Her friends teased.

      They shared a chuckle and Landon relaxed in her seat.

      “Look at you. Able to sit back and drop your shoulders for once. Your body is thanking you for not being pretentious in a moment amongst your girlfriends. I bet you’re real anal with your staff when we’re not around.” Jen joked.

      “Maybe,” Landon answered, then laughed at herself.

      “And how often do you fantasize this Dario guy giving you a tongue bath?” Jen asked.

      “Wait a minute, is he the scone guy?” Millicent asked.

      Landon nodded. “I knew it! The first time you casually mentioned him I felt something was up. Call him in here so we can get a second look at him?” Millicent taunted her.

      “I’m not calling him in here. I only told you two about him because this isn’t normal for me. I have never thought of someone at work romantically.”

      “Romantically?” Jen scoffed. “It’s not romance. It’s a fantasy. He knows what he’s doing.”

      Millicent interrupted. “I know what this is.” Her hands slapped the table. “You never got to sew your oats. Your heaux phase is talking to you. It’s FOMO-Fear Of Missing Out. But trust me, you’re not missing out on shit.”

      “Mills is right. Don’t let your curiosity get the best of you. Even though mine still wants to see what he looks like one more time. But I’m not married so…” Jen waved her tongue.

      “Girl put that away.” Landon threw a napkin at Jen’s face. “But in all seriousness, he reminds me of Todd sometimes. The notes in his cologne hit my nose the same, and he’s driven. I do find that intriguing. He ain’t bad on the eyes either as you’ve seen.”

      “He is slick, is what he is. Men like that love to get married women in their hooks so they can pounce on them and send’em home. I’m not hating, but you’re nothing more than a notch on his belt. Go home and be a slut to the love of your life. You know, the man who gave you his last name. ‘Cause the men out here aren’t doing that anymore.” Millicent lectured.

      “Risking it all was never an option.” Landon assured.

      The hour came to an end and Landon escorted her guests down to the lobby. “See you on Sunday,” she said, waiting for the elevator to arrive.

      “Does that include me too,” a raspy voice intercepted.

      Jen and Millicent turned around towards Landon, then shifted their heads to their left, where Dario stood at her side. His perfectly lined teeth were never absent in her presence, subtly forcing his infectious appeal on the unsuspecting newlywed, but her friends weren’t so easily charmed by his mesmerizing smile.

      “Sorry. No gentlemen allowed,” Millicent responded with venom on her tongue.

      “That’s too bad. Maybe you ladies can bend the rules just for me.” Dario grinned mercilessly.

      “You wish.” Jen laughed. “Call you later Landon.”

      Landon faced Dario. “Sorry, I don’t make the rules,” she said, pursing her red drawn lips, then proceeded back to her office with him on her heels.

      “I imagined you were always in control,” he muttered.

      Landon pretended not to hear his comment. She picked up her pace and sprinted to avoid an uncomfortable conversation. But as she walked ahead, his slanted brown eyes followed her elegant curves bounce down the hall.

      Her stiff suit clung to her in all the right places, and her marriage status was none of his concern. He desired her on a personal level, patiently waiting to add her to his list of victims.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Todd

          

        

      

    

    
      Todd Jeffries proved to be an amazing man: loyal, loving, and protective. A great provider and partner in life, he was everything on Landon’s list for a perfect man: ambitious, striking good looks, thoughtful, and didn’t have any priors, which represented two separate categories. The first, he didn’t have a criminal history. The second, he didn’t have any outside children.

      Just under six feet tall, he stood out in a crowd of men.  Clean shaven handsome face, chiseled jawline, dark brown hooded eyes, and a lean body.

      His motto, Mind the business that pays you, highlighted the entrance of his print shop. He didn’t talk much unless it was necessary. His moves spoke for him, while his character made him the man no one ever had a problem with.

      For the past five years he courted Landon, finally marrying her roughly six months ago. From the moment he saw her, he claimed her as his, never allowing anyone to infiltrate the bond he secured. They complimented each other well from the very beginning, and he treated her the way every woman longed to be treated— Like a Queen in the streets, and a freak in the sheets.

      As he rolled into the driveway, Landon hurried to throw on one of her gifts from her bachelorette party. Her phone chimed with a text from Jen.

      ‘Delete after you read. Scone is a player. He’s never handcuffing anyone. Gotta watch that one. Tread lightly. Love you.’

      As instructed, Landon cleared the message, strategizing how to convey a lack of interest in Dario who was clearly gaining confidence. She spritzed her latest perfume in the air around her, and walked through the mist as the humming noise of the garage lifting, placed what’s his face from work to the back of her mind.

      Taking advice from Millicent, she greeted Todd in the kitchen completely bare, holding a beer in one hand as her shapely silhouette appeared next to the dimly lit countertop.

      Todd opened the door, and a chilly breeze blew inside with him. The cold hit Landon’s nipples and they perked upright. He threw his keys on the counter and yelled, “Babe we’re getting the first snow tonight!”

      Landon hated when he laid his dirty keys in her kitchen. “You know I hate it when you do that,” she said.

      Todd held his chest at the sound of her voice, then followed it, noticing her silhouette in the dark. “What the…Babe why are you standing in the dark?”

      He flipped the switch, then grinned at the sight of her mocha nipples pointing at him. He turned the lights back off. “I promise I won’t put my keys on the counter anymore if you promise to stand there naked every night when I come home.”

      “Come here,” she said.

      “I gotta be honest love, I can get used to this.” He devilishly grinned.

      “Use those lips for something more than talking,” she commanded, helping him remove his jacket.

      Todd towered his wife, intimidating her with his broad shoulders and cut physique. He palmed his wife’s ample ass and kissed her neck, gripping her tightly in his arms. Hungry for her love, he lifted her onto the island and lofted kisses to the highpoint between her inner thighs, pleasing her desires.

      Tasting her sweetness with soft licks and delicate strobing to her clit, Todd sent her into euphoria. High pitched screams of passion parted her lips, begging him not to stop, but also pleading with him to enter her domain.

      She pulled him towards her. “Stop torturing me,” she whispered, then latched on to his dick. With a pleasurable smile upon her face he lunged inside her fire, putting it out with strong, deep jabs, grinning at the waterworks sprouting on him.

      The back of her knees rested on his shoulders, feeling his neck muscles tighten with every flex he used to pull her thighs forward. “I like how you throwing that pussy at me baby,” he whirred as Landon moaned and released a sigh of relief, delighted she initiated contact.

      Spontaneity was what they needed to relight the spark that got lost in the midst of bills, and work, and fatigue.

      Landon’s body quivered from his touch, and when they climaxed together, their eyes met, both fully committed in the moment.
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        * * *

      

      In the morning, Todd woke Landon with a second round to begin their day. Lying on top of her, he rubbed his chin hair against her nose, then questioned her. “Is everything good with you? With us?” Landon grabbed the side of his face, kissed him, then nodded yes. “I’m checking to make sure what you did last night, isn’t because I’m failing you in any way.”

      “I have no complaints where you are concerned.” She brushed her knee against his thigh. “My actions last night were to spice things up. I felt we were getting in a routine.”

      “I expect you to come to me and tell me the next time you feel we’re slipping. Okay?”

      “I will. Should there be a next time.” She winked, then rolled out of bed.

      Todd worked at his print shop for the day, struggling to shake the feeling Landon was hiding something from him. After work he met with his partner and friend, John “Jay” Lloyd, at their sports bar on the south side of Detroit for a drink.

      He sat at the edge of the bar, watching the sports reporters on the screen television discuss the latest trade for the Lions. LaTisha, the waitress he recommended when they first opened, served him his usual Guinness with a bowl of wings. “My mom bakes with this and you drink it,” she said.

      Todd lifted his bottle, “Forever a Guinness man.”

      Licking the lemon pepper from his fingertips, Todd rested his arms and slouched his shoulders on top of the bar. Jay noticed him babysitting his beer and signaled him back into the main office.

      He lit two Cubans and passed one to Todd sitting on the sofa. “It’s safe to sit here I hope.” Todd teased.

      Jay’s neutral face suddenly scowled. “That was one time. You know I don’t eat where I shit man. I nap on that couch.”

      They laughed.

      Todd grinned. “You know I’m just fucking with you.”

      The nervous twitch in his eyes was easy to read. Jay picked up something was bothering his right-hand man. “What’s going on with you T?” he asked.

      “I’m cool.” Todd lied.

      “I know you. Speak on it.”

      Todd took a few sips of his beer and dropped his head. “Has Jen said anything to you about Landon?”

      “Naw. I know they had lunch yesterday, but she didn’t seem any different. You want me to ask her something in particular?”

      “No, it’s cool. Nothing like that. Just a feeling something’s off.”

      “With you two lovebirds? Off how?” Jay released a cloud of smoke.

      “I don’t know. I thought she might have said something to Jen if something was bothering her.” Todd inhaled, curving his lips.

      “She works with all those bougie people, you know something’s bound to bother her.”

      “Yeah. It could be work. Maybe I need to take her away for a weekend. Get her mind off of work and show her a good time or something.”

      “The last time I saw Landon, she seemed normal to me, but you know your wife. A getaway might be cool.” Jay tipped the tray with his ashes.

      The short time at the bar didn’t stop the smell of smoke coating Todd’s clothes. He arrived home and placed his keys on the rack. “Good boy,” Landon said standing naked in the dark again. “Your wish has been granted Mr. Jeffries.”

      Todd carried her to the bedroom, and positioned her on all fours. “Stay like that while I shower. If you move you’ll be punished,” he said.

      Chills traveled down Landon’s spine and her opening throbbed, anticipating his return. As the steam from the shower veiled the room, her body shivered, wondering what her husband was going to do with her. To her.

      The knob squeaked and the water shut off. Todd returned to the room, half dry and slick. He beamed at her liquid lips gyrating in the air, then pressed against her. The throbbing sensation excited him as if he hadn’t just been in water. Fully erect, he rubbed his brim up and down her crevice, teasing her for his amusement. “I like when you jump like that for this dick.” He teased. “Turn around.”

      Landon obeyed and faced him. “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said.

      Landon sneered. “So have I.”

      She shut him up by placing her red traced lips on his mushroom tipped pipe. A fast lick and sturdy hold of a rimshot nearly paralyzed him. Landon smiled to herself, knowing it weakened him by the shudder of his knees when she gripped him there.

      “I love it when you sing on the microphone. Look at those pretty lips. Give me fifty licks,” he commanded, rummaging his fingers through her hair. Landon sucked him slow, counting the times she submerged on his dick.

      Struggling to hold his balance Todd stammered, “Tw-twenty more.” Landon grinned, withdrawing all of her husband’s power.

      She mumbled, “I taste you. You want to bust in my mouth?”

      Her offer made Todd tremble. Without warning, he swiftly turned his generous wife around, and deposited his spear inside his favorite place, thrusting her body into ecstasy. He jerked and pressed her shoulders against the bed, plundering her sugar walls with eager, fast thrusts. “I had to slide in you!” he yelled incoherently.

      “Thank God you didn’t leave me hanging. Now you give me fifty,” Landon murmured face down against the sheets, squeezing her walls to hold him captive once he came.

      Todd smacked her ass. “Let’s go away this weekend. Anywhere you want,” he said, wiping away their residue.

      “I have Millicent’s thing this weekend.”

      “Cancel it,” he ordered.

      “Todd you know I can’t do that to her.”

      “Next weekend then?”

      “I’m all yours.”
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      Loyalty is a fragmented ideology to John “Jay” Lloyd. A trusted businessman with the respect of the streets, a supportive friend to his team, and a reliable partner on all of his ventures. But when it comes to women, Jay is a greedy, selfish prick.

      His medium built frame and disposition drew women to him. Amber brown eyes when the light hit them, the six-foot overconfident bastard exuded a hint of confidence, often mistaken for arrogance. His pecan coated complexion was clear, and the thickness of his goatee always had a fresh clean cut as if he lived in the barber shop— he owned a chain of them which solved why his appearance never lacked maintenance.

      Jay was a top-notch figure in the streets, but never got his hands dirty. He was a boss amongst bosses, and when the smoke from his cigar floated from his lips, he twisted them forming o’s, showing off his control.

      His crooked smile could charm the panties off of a nun. His signature style—button down furlough shirts in the summer, and obscure leather jackets in the winter. Said to be the catch of the season every season, he refused to settle down until Jen came along. But even then, the ladies still loved him, the respect of his name, and more importantly his money.

      Playing house suited him. He did anything to satisfy Jen’s wants and needs, but avoided the topic of giving up his last name like the plague. For four years he never eluded marriage was on the table, and for four years Jen stood by him as a kept woman.

      Being the sole bread winner, paying all the bills, and providing a lavish lifestyle played a major part in his disrespect to Jen. He felt entitled to do as he pleased, regardless of his living arrangement, and obligations. He was the father to Jen’s son, Max, not by blood, and the home life he provided for them made it easy to overlook his indiscretions for a time.

      Jen wanted Jay’s rustic hands to teach Max how to be a man, given his strong work ethic. And Jay took pride into molding him into an independent, self-thinker. Molding him after himself. Making him the son he wished bled from his cloth nonetheless.

      Nothing in the streets came before Jen and Max, but sometimes heauxs got in the way. The night Jen caught him red handed in the act changed everything between them. His offense was tackled by Jen’s defense, and now he was losing in the game that mattered to him most. Family.
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            Jen

          

        

      

    

    
      Jen was new to the Motor City, drifting into Michigan by chance. Her son Max had been screaming for hours on and off, begging to be freed from his car seat. At the point of a nervous breakdown, she pulled over at a hotel to stretch their legs for the night. The night turned into two.

      She roamed the city with her baby, feeling the vibe of the place. Tired of searching for a place to call home, she applied for a few jobs, testing her luck in the area.

      A janitorial service in need of workers offered her a night shift job cleaning offices, banks, and car dealerships on the spot. Jen moved out of the hotel and into a weekly motel rental for a few weeks, taking Max with her to work at night.

      Sweeping floors and pushing buckets kept her afloat and out of harm’s way. The money was subpar, but the set up was perfect for her. No interaction with a lot of people, and no need for a sitter she couldn’t afford or trust.

      Working an assignment one night, Jen caught the attention of Jay. He sat in the parking lot of his bar, curious as to why a skinny girl would be carrying a baby carriage into the car dealership so late at night.

      He circled the building, then startled her wiping the glass on a side door. “I didn’t mean to scare you! I normally mind my own business!” he
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