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Dear Readers

	Author’s Note
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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Dark Romance 

	book contains 

	Very Adult… Dark Themes

	 so please be aware of this before making a purchase. 
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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18++++

	This Book is chalked full of “Triggers” . 

	This is a “Dark Romance” and may be inappropriate for sensitive readers, so please be aware of that before you choose to read or purchase this book. 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Chowchilla California

	Central California

	Women’s Facility Correctional & Rehabilitation

	State Prison
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	"Revenge is an act of passion; vengeance of justice."

	Samuel Johnson~

	I glared…

	[image: Image] as the guard shoved my belongings across the counter, leering as he’d been known to do for the last fifteen- years. Givens was a sick bastard, as sick as they came, and I’d been privy to his sickness for fifteen-years of my life for a crime I hadn’t committed. 

	Now, thanks to the advancement of DNA testing, and the Innocence Project, I was finally exonerated and released after fifteen fucking years of my life being wasted. My lawyers were at that very moment drawing up papers for a civil suit against the city for twenty-million dollars, and it had shocked me at first when they said it. I’d been like isn’t that a crazy amount to be asking for, but my lawyer Serita’s brown face scrunched up, like girl, what the fuck! I’d been sixteen and one half-years old when they charged me with the crime of murder; so, Serita felt like they owed me even more, since I was an innocent honor roll student sent to state prison, for what she believed was the color of my skin. But right now, that wasn’t on my mind. The only thing that I could think of at that moment was my mom and sister. 

	They too had felt the brunt of the last fifteen -years as well, and it was taking its toll on my mother I just knew. But no matter, my mother never gave up on me; even when my father stopped coming. I glanced down at the twenty-dollars in cab fare I was given, then heaved my belongings into the large dumpster the guard and I passed as I came along side of it. He exhaled deeply, then smiled slightly.

	“You’ll be fine Nena, even though it was fifteen hard years. I always believed you were innocent, and the lord has seen fit to make others see it as well,” Sergio smiled, when it was my turn to exhale noisily. Sergio was a God-fearing man, and I respected his beliefs; but for me God came a little too late. I just couldn’t see a holy purpose in what I went through, and how at seventeen-years old, it would make me a better person. 

	I fingered the shiv scar under my right breast, then scowled even deeper. I nearly lost my life for some fucking pudding …where was the respect in that! I took a deep breath as the alarms sounded for the gates to open, straightened my shoulders, drew my jacket closer around me, then held my head high for the first time in fifteen years; for I could once more breathe free air. I wasn’t surprised to see that no one was there waiting for me. For the last year my father practically forced my mother to stop visiting me, stating that I was a lost cause. Unlike my lawyers, he believed I was guilty of murder, and no amount of me trying to convince him these last fifteen years was going to change that.

	I walked towards the highway, then sprinted for the bus I noticed coming up the road. I made it just in time as the driver was about to close the doors. He gave me a look, then glanced towards the prison. It was pretty obvious where I had come from, so when I frowned at him as I placed the entire twenty-dollar bill into the fare machine, he quickly looked off from me.

	I took a seat next to some old ladies, when they smiled. One patted my hand, then handed me a bible track. I exhaled, then took it anyway out of respect. No matter that I did spend the last fifteen-years of my life in a women’s correctional facility, my mama did raise me right and I would never disrespect little bible carrying abuelitas . Obviously, someone was trying to put me in touch with the God at seventeen I felt deserted me, and pretty much left me for dead. I breathed out deeply as I gazed out the window, knowing full well that my father would never accept me, but I needed my things before I went to the court ordered halfway house.

	 


Southern California

	West Los Angeles
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	If you prick us do we not bleed? If you tickle us do we not laugh? 

	If you poison us do we not die? And if you wrong us shall we not revenge? 

	William Shakespeare~

	Three-hours…
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	and forty-five minutes later I arrived on their doorstep. My sister Renia opened the door, huffed up, screamed, then jerked me into her arms crying what I hoped were tears of joy. My mother hobbled towards the door as quickly as her aged legs could carry her, then embraced me wailing as well.

	I smiled as I embraced her nearly frail form gathering her towards my heart, since for the last fifteen years she had been my strength.

	“No eres bienvenido aquí,.” you are not welcome here, my father suddenly spat, my mom and sister drew away from me, when I breathed out deeply, attempting to quell the rage I felt at suddenly seeing him..

	“No worries Miguel, you’ve made it clear that I am no longer your daughter whether I was innocent or not for several years now. Sólo estoy aquí para conseguir algunas de mis cosas,” I’m only here to get some of my things, I countered, glaring just as hard.

	“Tiré tus cosas a la basura,” I threw them out, he spat once more, when I began the count down in my head, least I punch him in his fucking face. Despite his hate of me, he was still my father, so I would respect him for his name only. But if he put hands to me, then that was a different story, and that fifteen years of rage, would meet him head on. Funny thing though, no matter how much he hated me now, my mother swore I was exactly like him.

	“Whatever,” I muttered, then turned to walk out the front door, but my sister seized my wrist.

	“I saved some of your things in the garage,” she countered, glaring at our father now herself. Renia was two years older than me, but had always been the dutiful daughter. She did everything requested of her from them, him especially; so, I was considered the wayward child, despite the fact that I’d had a four-point-five GPA in high school, was on my way to valedictorian, and had my pick of any ivy league school I wanted. But that was Miguel, nothing I ever did was good enough for him, so by the age of fourteen I stopped caring.
Yo era la niña negra.

	I was the black child of the family, and as much as we Latinas hate to speak on it as well as attempt to negate it and ignore it, the colorism in our diaspora, is just as bad as it is in any other culture of peoples of color that were conquered by white people. My sister was lighter skinned, light eyes, and nearly white presenting, whereas I was granted my African ancestry. 

	“Toma tus cosas y luego vete,.” you take your things, then leave, he hissed, when I walked out the front door; like I said, least I punch him in his fucking face.

	“So how are you here?,” Reina cried as we walked towards the back of the house, embracing me once more.

	“They finally got the DNA results back, and I was cleared of all charges. The blood in her bedroom from her supposed body, that they still can’t seem to find after fifteen years, wasn’t mine like I said; so the judge exonerated me. Not that he seems to care,” I stated as she opened the garage, and I began to go through the boxes, knocking the dust from them. 

	I collected a few keep sake items, but the majority of the stuff, clothes included was pretty much junk now. I’d lost so much weight over the last fifteen-years, that the clothes in those boxes were not only too small, but too big as well, as I used to be a size eighteen; where I was now a size six. I held up one of the dresses, when Reina laughed.

	“Not like you could fit that anymore. Hold on, I’ll grab some of my clothes that are too small for me now,” she said, then took off towards the house. Reina had three girls now, so the tiny size two that she was before I’d gone away was now a size eight. I looked up from the box as my mother walked into the garage.

	“Te extrañé mucho pequeño,”  I missed you so much little one, she smiled, the tears caressing her cheeks. I embraced her tightly, then blinked back my own tears. “¿A dónde irás?," Where will you go, she asked, her voice muffled by my hair, which was to my butt now.

	“They have me set up in a halfway house. My lawyer Shenita, figured he would do this, since he was never there for me, and refused to believe that I was innocent. They call it a transitioning, which I would have been forced to do regardless; so, it’s fine until I can find something of my own. 

	That little bank account abuelita set up for me years ago before she passed, should at least carry me over for the month until I can find a job. That’s also one of the requirements, so I’ll let you know as soon as I’m settled,” I smiled, then scowled as I saw my father hovering at the garage door. Reina eased passed him with a duffle bag.

	“I put some toiletries in there as well, just in case you need them,” she smiled, and I returned it embracing her tightly once more. “I placed Mina’s old phone in the bag too, so you can call us,” Reina said, when I nodded blinking back the tears.

	“Thanks sis,” I returned kissing her forehead, because not only was I thinner than her now, but I towered over her. Rena had obviously stopped growing at five-feet-two inches, whereas I was five-feet-nine now. I looked at my mother then. I took another deep breath, willing the tears back down.

	“Llámame tan pronto como te instales,.” call me as soon as you get settled, she commanded as she embraced me, and I smiled rolling my eyes playfully as she slipped what I already knew was money into my front jean pocket. She handed me the information for my nana’s account, when I smiled embracing her once more kissing her cheek.

	“Thank you,” I whispered, when she nodded embracing me for a second time. As I walked from the garage, I sent my father’s glare right back, waved to my mother and sister, then walked up the street towards the bus stop. Now…I would make him…as well as every last fucking one of them pay for what they’d done to me! I thought as I walked towards the end of the block, and the memories came flooding back…

	 


Commemoration 

	May 25th, 2004

	Fairfax High School

	Hollywood California

	Senior Year
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	“Oh…

	[image: Image] my God this is the year we will finally be in the in crowd. You lost ten pounds, my acne cleared up, and we bout that!” Gabby laughed, when I smiled slightly. Sure, I’d lost ten-pounds, but I basically had at least one-hundred to go! And no matter how much she wanted us to fit into the “IN” crowd; as we walked down the hallway the looks we received; stated that would never happen! 

	I patted her back, accepting her words regardless, even if I knew they weren’t true. I was the fat chick, and she was the string bean nerd. I had been a heavy girl all my life. From as far back as I could remember I was, and although I wanted to believe it was a thyroid problem like my mom claimed, deep inside I knew it was more of a self-esteem issue. Not only was I fat, but I was the darkest skinned in my Puerto Rican and Dominican family; so that came with connotations, that often shot straight to my self-esteem. I was factually fat, and dark skinned, so not too many people paid attention to me. And most of the time I loved that fact, however, there was one…person I sometimes did wish would notice me.

	Anyway, whatever it was that made people like Simone Haller, Scythia Frayer, Jemica Sims, Kory Platt and Quinn McKinney shine; it seemed to be missing in me no matter how hard I tried to find it. And even with the loss of ten pounds, which I had basically, starved myself to take off; I was still a size eighteen. My mother liked to constantly inform me that I was beautiful, no matter what size I was, that I was just big boned; but she and I both knew that was from a mother’s love. No one on this planet thought I was beautiful. But I loved her dearly for trying.

	“Lunch?,” Gabby said bringing me back to the here and now, I shook my head no, but she dragged me to the lunchroom anyway. As we walked in, of course I got the looks. People were assholes, especially teenagers. It was like why couldn’t a person like me walk into the lunchroom and people not assume that I was there to eat. Just because I was overweight, didn’t mean that I was one; always hungry, and two, I would eat anything someone placed in front of me!

	“Has she ever thought of grabbing a piece of fruit, or a salad. It might do her some good,” I heard Simone Haller laugh, when her circle of friends laughed out loud. Simone Haller was a bitch, and had been since the third grade. She made it a point to make my life a living hell ever since too. If I hated anyone on the planet, wanted to shank them in the throat several fricken times…it was her, and I had imagined her demise any number of times in my head.

	When I had to take swim class as an elective, since my mom swore that swimming would help me lose the weight, she and her cronies would play orca whale sounds on their phones as I attempted to get into the pool. When I signed up for music class, she advised Mr. Kline to give me the tuba, since with how fat I was I would definitely have enough air to sound like the tuba Bach. When I decided to try out for the dance team her and her cronies played Prince’s House-quake, interrupting the auditions, to which everyone in the gym burst into laughter.

	My mom and principal Karlton’s advice …was to simply ignore her… for small, minded people like her would get theirs in the end. However, what neither of them seem to understand, was the damage she did to my self-esteem, not to mention my reputation as a whole, and my mental wellbeing. I’d asked to transfer to another school, but my dad said that until I lost the weight, it wouldn’t matter what school I went to, because there would always be a Simone somewhere; so he wouldn’t allow me to, stating that it would toughen me up.

	I swear I hated him just as much as I hated Simone. But the really crappy part, was that Simone never directly said anything to me, nor did she ever use my name; so, she never got into trouble, as her parents said it was circumstantial since she had never once named me in any of her taunts. That was bull, since the entire school knew she meant me. 

	“Ignore that bitch, I swear I hope she gets smallpox,” Gabby hissed giving her the finger, when I smiled slightly as she dragged me on towards the empty tables in the back. Gabby was vegan, so she didn’t even eat school lunch anyway; so, I knew she wanted to show Simone and her crew, that they couldn’t scare us off. I peered at the table where she sat then, as Quinn, Jamica, Serina, and Todd sat down laughing at something she said. I breathed out deeply for a second time as I saw Kory, Scythia, and Gavin sit down as well. If there was ever a “cool table,” the minions at this school thought, that was it. 

	 They all looked towards me and Gabby then, when I groaned. I couldn’t wait for high school to be over, forever. I had a four point five GPA, with ninety-six  college acceptances, so I could pretty much go to any college I pleased; and in five-months I would. Both Gabby and I looked up as Quinn rose from the table, then began walking our way. I looked up completely stunned as he stopped in front of our table, then smiled, his grey-blue eyes pinning me.

	“Looking good Cataleya, how much have you lost already?,” he asked, when I just gaped up at him in complete shock that he was even speaking to me. Equally, how had he known that I’d lost weight? Gabby elbowed me, I looked at her stupidly, when she nodded to him smiling slightly.

	“Oh, crap, ten so far,” I stated nervously, when he nodded smiling wider.

	“Awesome, you look great. Keep it up, and you’ll be supermodel status yet,” he grinned, when I frowned slightly, for his cronies were looking our way gaping as well, but the look on Simone’s face was anything but surprise. If I had to gage it; it would be more like white hot fury.“Don’t mind them, Simone can be a bitch most of the time, but she’s really not that bad,” Quinn said taking a seat, when Gabby and I looked at each other, then at him as if he’d just lost his complete mind.

	“Won’t they be pissed that you’re sitting with us?,” I squeaked, when he laughed waving them off.

	“I’m not worried. But if it makes you feel--,” he began frowning as he attempted to rise from the table, when Gabby elbowed me, and I grunted.

	“No! Stay,” Gabby cried, when I glared at her.

	“Cool, so what did you think about Mr. Felt’s Trig test. I swear I’m failing his class, and my dad is going to kick my ass,” he laughed, Gabby did too, when I realized why he suddenly wanted to sit at our table, exhaled deeply grimacing looking off from him. Could we not do the shitty stereotypical jock needs help from smart fat girl. I looked off from him once more. I huffed up when he suddenly snatched up my hand, then jerked me forward just a bit.

	“Nope, that isn’t why I wanted to sit with you guys. Kory’s already promised to tutor me, if I gave him my Call of Duty World at War,” Quinn laughed, when I looked at Gabby, for it was like he was reading my mind, not to mention was still holding my hand.

	“So why--,” Gabby began, when he cut her off, but looked me in the eyes then.

	“Because I like you Cata Espinal; you’re smart as shit, cool, funny, and I actually listen when you speak when we’re in class. You seem like you’d be fun to hang out with,” he replied smiling slightly, when both mine and Gabby’s mouths dropped to our tits. Also, he was still holding my hand!

	“Okay, and she is,” Gabby countered, when I scowled at her.

	“Soooo, I was wondering if you’d like to hang out this weekend. Just some mindless fun. You could totally come too Gabby. Kory, Selma, Craig, and I are going to Finn’s for some arcade fun, to see the Matrix, then to Saber Point to the bond fire,” Quinn solicited, when I still just sat there wide eyed and open mouthed. 

	“We’d love to,” Gabby cheered answering for me, when I turned on her giving her my foulest look.

	“Great, here,.” he said finally releasing my hand reaching for my sidekick, then commenced to type in his number, all the while I just sat there completely stunned. Gabby had a smile a mile long on her face, and was slightly dancing on the bench. He called his number from my phone, then hung up smiling as he handed the phone back to me.

	“So, I’ll call you like at six-pm to pick you guys up,” he grinned rising, when Gabby nodded. I was still completely stunned as he walked back to his cronies, when him and Simone began arguing. He hissed something at her, I saw he said I don’t give a f, then motioned to Kory and they both walked off.

	“I’m so not going,” I snapped, when the smile left Gabby’s face.

	“Yes, we are. He actually likes you Cata, who cares what that bitch Simone says or does,” Gabby snapped back.

	“But--,” I began when Gabby cut me off scowling.

	“No buts Cata, we are just as good as those bitches, and we’re going,” she hissed as the bell rang, jerked me up from the seat, then propelled me out of the lunchroom. When I looked back, it was to see Simone giving me the evilest look anyone had ever given to me in my life.

	 


3:05-PM

	Hurry the Frick Up!
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	I exhaled …

	[image: Image] deeply as I looked at the clock praying that three o’ five would hurry the frick up! I raised my hand, Mr. Felts inhaled deeply, then nodded waving me off. I grinned, since he and I both knew that my two-fifty-five bathroom runs were to waste time. I breathed out deeply as I walked into the bathroom, went to the sink, washed my face, then took several paper towels to dry my face. I groaned inwardly as Simone, Jamica and Heather walked into the bathroom.

	“You do know that it’s a pity date, right?,” Simone said, when her cronies laughed. I rolled my eyes, tossed the paper towels in the trash can, then headed for the bathroom door, when they blocked my way. “Stay away from him you fat bitch,” Simone hissed, when I grinned.

	“Not on your life, if for no other reason than to piss you off even more; because I have the one thing you obviously don’t. Oh, and heads-up, the mean girls troupe is so fricken tired,” I laughed hard, then brushed passed them laughing even harder as I went out the door.

	“I want that fat bitched burned, and ended now!,” Simone yelled, when her cronies nodded frowning.

	 


Why

	Am I even doing this!

	[image: A bedroom with pink walls and a bed

Description automatically generated]

	I groaned…
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	at the dress my sister Reina picked out, sulked, then plopped on the bed. It didn’t matter what I or Reina picked out; it would still look like a sackcloth of material.

	“¿Qué te pasa, cariña?,” What’s wrong sweetheart, my mom asked as she walked into my bedroom smiling.

	“No importa lo que me ponga, mamá, seguiré siendo esa vaca gorda que nadie encuentra ni remotamente atractiva. Podría aparecer en una bolsa de basura y ni siquiera lo notarían,” It doesn’t matter what I wear mom, I’ll still be this fat cow that no one finds even remotely attractive. I could just show up in a trash bag, and they wouldn’t even notice it, I fussed, then threw myself on the bed. My mom exhaled deeply then.

	“Pero obviamente este chico piensa que eres especial, cariño, o no te habría pedido que fueras con él,” But obviously this boy thinks you are special sweetie, or he would not have asked you to go with him, my mom sent back smiling as she sat down, her light brown face lighting up.

	“Fiesta de lastima,” It’s a pity date, believe me mom, I groaned as I rose, then walked into the bathroom turning on the shower. He said that he would be here at six-thirty after he picked up Gabby and the rest of his friends.

	“Then why go sweetie, if it as
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