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	Heads-up 

	This Multicultural/Interracial Urban Fantasy book contains very adult themes.

	So please be prepared for that. Guidelines to follow on the next few pages, so please read them.

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of

	[image: A picture containing text, person, indoor, young

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	
		On PG. Explicit Sexual Situations 

		ON PG. Cheating (character has good reason, abusive a-hole who holds his billions over her head/won’t give her a divorce)

		On PG. Slang

		On PG. Violence

		On Page Colloquial Speech/Slang

		Lots of Profanity
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	Written Language

	British Accents/Spanish/Spanglish/Irish accents and Slang, as well as Latina-Afro-Latina and African American Colloquial speech 

	they are not typos.
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!

	And don’t forget to help a Sistah out, by leaving a Review! LOL
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Chapter One

	I don’t love you…
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	For 

	two months he’d been planning for this trip, stating that it would be a chance for us to try again, and with the holidays as the background, maybe we could find it again. 

	I’d been a bit apprehensive, because I felt like after 6 years there wasn’t much that could bring this marriage back together, no matter if it was the Christmas holidays. 

	His explosive temper, the way he spoke to me now…the way he would raise his hand as if he meant to strike me constantly now; or the fact that he’d actually struck me on more than one occasion killed any true sentiment or emotions that we might have had analogous to love five years ago. It’d been wedded bliss, or so I thought.

	I learned real quick…that what Chad Montanan says goes, and if anyone balks against it, they’d find themselves in a world of trouble. I thought I loved him, and probably had true feelings for him in that ball-park, but he crushed it, ripped my beating heart from my chest; then trampled it like it was nothing more than a plaything to him.28…full of life…spirit…and this sexy billionaire bad boy wanted me!

	Of all people.

	The chick…who hadn’t put out on the first date.

	He’d wooed me like you would never believe!

	Weekend trips to Paris, a two week stay in Cairo…a month in Italy…another three weeks in Scotland, a weekend in London; all of it impressive, and I had assumed done with the intent on loving and being loved by me.

	However, that was the furthest thing from his mind, and I found that out one year to the date after our first year of marriage. He had no intention of loving me…I was highly doubtful if Chad Evert Montgomery Montanan was even capable of love!

	I was the status quo.

	The proven fact that Chad Montanan cared for… mind you…because he certainly didn’t love women; save his mother. That this supposed care, knew no color lines, that he was true in his affections, no matter race or creed; whatever the hell that meant. That he did not discriminate against the women he bedded behind my back, that each of them had equal opportunity to be his mistress! 

	If ever I hated a man, it was my husband, however, not just for the slew of affairs and mistresses; but for the deep-down person that he was, and the fact that I…would probably never divorce him. After the first year and the overabundance of affairs I’d even gone to my parents, however, rich people don’t have problems like that; at least not that the neighbors or anyone else knows. I remembered laughing hysterically as my mother asked me if there was something I could do to make him less angry. 

	Was I doing my duty as his wife?

	I remember sitting there gaping at her. I never expected that. 

	Even though through the years I had seen her as this fierce Puerto Rican-Cuban- Latin woman, who put men like my French-Dutch father in their places; when it came to her personal life she was just as dependent on a man as my abuelita was when she was young and in Cuba!

	When women had no say, and men would kidnap them from their villages and force them to marry them or live in shame and infamy for the rest of their lives! My mother, the pillar of strength, poise, and light in my life; basically, told me to stop whining, and man the fuck up!

	Her advice to me…go home…and make no more trouble.

	Like I was living in the fucking 1950s!

	And the saddest part of all…I did exactly what she said!

	With no feeling for myself, nor any hope that my marriage would ever be anything other than it was after that day; I went home…and it has been exactly the same for the last six years.

	This wasn’t a marriage anymore. 

	We could barely stand each other, and I figured the only reason that he ever touched me was because his mother longed for a grandchild. 

	We were simply going through the motions. He was an Adonis in bed, however, his bed was filled with his…pleasures…never mine; so, if I didn’t cum, he gave zero fucks! But the women just seemed to keep coming, the blonde at the Starbucks, the brunette at Macy’s, the woman with the braids at his attorney’s office, the new biracial secretary he hired last week; they were never ending, and nothing new to me. 

	They never ceased to amaze me, and the one thing I could say; was that my husband loved women…period…and race did not matter one bit to him! 

	The only thing that kept me married to him…I’ll gladly admit…as well as he knew was the money. 

	Plain and simple.

	Chad Evert Montgomery Montanan was worth 2.5 billion dollars!

	He’d founded a Dot.Com business the first year out of college, some stupid ass dating match up like Tender or Grinder; but only better because these people were actually interested in dating and settling down, unlike the afore mentioned two. These people weren’t looking for hook-ups and ass smacking, but actual relationships; so, I had allowed that to color my judgement in the basic girly way! That if he was willing to help people find the love of their lives, he must feel, want, and need that same love?

	Boy was I batshit crazy for thinking that!

	He was in it to win it; it was all about the money.

	He couldn’t give two shits about helping people find love, his dick was too busy plated on the seven continents of the Earth! His money brought him pussy the world over, so why care about the little wifie at home. Ply her with gifts and goods, and she’ll get over them.

	But…there it was…right there…the money.

	There was no way that anyone…. could simply just walk away from that.

	Especially after six years.

	I mean don’t get me wrong, given the fact that I’m Latina, was raised Catholic, born into a realm of guilt the average non-Catholic man, woman or child has no clue in which the depths Catholic parents will sink…I could just picture my aubelita wailing and noshing her teeth at this farce of a marriage, because she wanted something different for me. 

	Yet, if I needed to I was sure I could…walk away. 

	But the truest and simplest fact was…that I didn’t want to yet.

	In the last six years…I had learned to accept my mother’s words; and even with all he did to me…it hadn’t been bad enough for me to walk. 

	I stayed away from him mostly, allowed his affairs, his womanizing, and I got to do whatever the hell I wanted. I would attend his functions, smile prettily, and be the “wife” that my mother taught me to be; nevertheless, both he and I knew the love, if he even had that to begin with was long gone.

	However…we fit.

	He knew what was expected of him, and I knew what was expected of me.

	And the super crazy part… in six fucking years I had never once cheated on him. Although he was a ruthless asshole, I was sure had some of the shadiest business practices, that he was more than likely hooked up with a seriously malo criminal element…and should probably be in league with the mob if it still existed; not once had I ever thought about another man in that way.

	Was I insane?

	Probably, but I hadn’t.

	Chad was a very handsome man.6’2, blonde hair, green eyes, and a well-toned body and a dick that would rival the best of them. 9-inches, and at least 4-inches in width. He kept to a daily gym routine, ate all the right stuff, and prided himself on his body and intelligence. It was the one thing that drew his caliber of women, so of course he couldn’t appear to be stupid; not in today’s society of female scholars. 

	My life wasn’t that bad though…at least compared to others?

	But over the last year…that sentence alone was what stuck in my craw most times.

	Wasn’t that bad?

	Was that how one was supposed to live their lives…“Not that bad?”

	I’d been to places in the last six years that I had never imagined in a million years that I would ever go. I mean, I didn’t grow up poor. There wasn’t some sad story to tell of the girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

	Aaaahh no!

	My name is Micaela…Abagail…Enriqueta… De Vries.

	Both my parents had been political advisors to some degree, so I hardly grew up poor. My mom won the senate five years ago, was one of the first Black-Latina women to…and it was the happiest moment in her life…I swore next to birthing me.

	And France and Denmark were well known to me from the age of five because of my father. I went to the best schools, had friends handpicked and framed around me, had body guards, was told what to do and where to go; and anything my heart desired I was given it. I’d taken ski trips to France, Fashion Week in Milan, a summer in London; however, nothing like with Chad, which I’d assumed had drawn me to him. I was schooled at some of the best, lived in Beverly Hills, was in the “in crowd,” my parents made sure I had whatever I wanted; and if I had to look back that was the problem.

	In my eleventh-grade year I met Sandi. 

	She was a transfer student from Hollywood and was pretty much middle class. Yet, the things and places she introduced me to even today I am grateful for, because that was the moment of change in me. She taught me how to be a person, not some… my daddy’s money purchases all… kind of bitch.

	I guessed it was that upbringing though, no matter Sandi’s attempts; which led me to Chad. 

	I’d met the Prime Minister of England, the Queen, The Marrakesh of Dubai, as well as the Presidents of Egypt and the United States; and so much more. 

	And sometimes at heart…I was still that little stuck up girl that I was before Sandi met me. So, in essence, I had agreed to this little trip of getting to know each other again. I figured it was my mother’s doing, and the fact that in six years; we hadn’t had a child yet. But then my mother had no clue that I’d been taking the Provera shots for years now.

	I didn’t want a child with him!

	Especially not to be raised as I was!

	If I ever had a child I wanted him or her to have no part of Chad, my parents, this world, or anything like it!  Yet, I wasn’t even sure if I could have a child anymore, despite the fact that I was only 33 ½ years old. I sighed, rose from the vanity table, then walked into my closet. The worse part was the fact that sexually, in spite of his good looks; I just wasn’t interested in him anymore. I had become quite the little actress where he was concerned. I hadn’t had a true, non-self-induced orgasm in five years!

	So, whenever he fucked me, because that was all he did; I simply thought about some unknown mystery guy, which made the sex endurable. Don’t get me wrong, Chad was strapped with a hellava package, and regardless if I wanted it to or not…my body responded to him anyway…it was simply the person behind it. Take those looks, and put them on a true man, and that would indeed be mind blowing. 

	I attempted not to scowl as he walked into the room.

	“Hurry up, I don’t have all fucking day Mica! The Ó Ceallaigh’s will be there at 6pm, and I need to get those contracts to Cálaeb done before the new year. You think I want this Christmas bullshit.” He snapped, and I exhaled deeply.

	Some new business partner of his was throwing a week-long Holiday house jumping party, and had expressly stated that if he didn’t show up, he’d need to wait till after the new year. Of course, his greedy ass would be there will bells on, only seeing dollar signs, not the actual fact that it was Christmas. 

	“Wow, and here I thought this was how did you put it… A second honeymoon, a second chance at us?” I countered, when he gave me his customary lopsided grin, which I was sure dropped many plenty a draws for him; but it’d stopped working on me five years ago when I found out who he truly was.

	“My shit’s already downstairs, all you have to do is put on some clothes Mica, no one gives a shit what you look like; they haven’t for years now.” He stated, I felt that in my chest, then nodded. There was no point in arguing with him; he’d stopped hearing…anything I said years ago.

	“Whatever Chad. I’ll be done when I’m done.” I snapped, turned towards the closet, when he snatched me around, and we slammed into the wall of the closet. He gripped my chin, then jerked it up so that I could look into eyes that I once thought amazing, yet now held hatred and bitterness.

	“Get your shit done Mica, I won’t have these fucking contracts fucked up because of you.” He hissed, then crushed my lips with his. He jerked me up, fumbled with his slacks, jerked my panties to the side, then sent his dick straight up to my cervix.

	I screamed from the pleasure, in the face of my hate for him.

	Yes…he still fucked me…only it was for his benefit … never mine.

	He gripped my hair, crushed my mouth with his again, and continued to fuck me up against the wall, grunting his pleasure in my ear.

	“Open up this pussy Mica, say this is the best dick you’ve ever had. I dare you not to. No one, fucks you like I do, and hasn’t in the last six years.” He spat as he gripped my hair tighter, his dick pumping into me at a more frenzied rate now, so I knew he was about to come.

	I just needed to concentrate on something else.

	I gasped as he bit my neck, pinching my nipples as he did, his dick continuing to pump inside of me.

	I felt the orgasm rise. 

	No matter how much I couldn’t stand him as a person, he was true in his sentence that I hadn’t ever felt a dick as big or used the way in which he used it. I felt the orgasm tingle up my spine, center on my pussy, then spiral up my legs as he continued to pump dick into me. However, before it could hit me, he came, grunted, then pulled out placing me on my feet. I gaped up at him not even sure why I was shocked that he would do that.

	It’d been the same way for five years now.

	 “You never want me to fuck you anyway… so why bother.” He shrugged grinning, staggered backwards, slipped off the condom, tossed it in the trash bin by the bed; zipped his slacks, grinned even wider, then walked out the bedroom.

	I realized then that this was just another one of his bullshit trips, and some colleague of his had more than likely stated that it was wives only; so whatever mistress he had this week he couldn’t bring her. But I refused to allow him to bother me though.

	Although there was five years of bullshit like this, and the pain of it still struck deep due to the fact that I had once loved him; I refused to allow him to see it. 

	I’d cried enough in our first two years of our marriage to last me a life time! I walked into the bathroom, cleaned myself, then walked out again. I snatched out some sweats, put my hair up in a ponytail, jerked on my chucks, a tee, hoodie, snatched up my purse and sunglasses; then exited the bedroom.

	Like he said, who fucking cared what I looked like.

	This would be some business gathering where I would smile, make nice, and pretend that I was the happy loved wife; and he would saunter around like a pressed peadick, attempting to drawn in even more shadier business contracts. 

	I wasn’t sure if he’d broken any anti-trust laws, but I was damn sure the FCC would love to get a look at his books!

	 


His Beverly

	Hills Estate…

	Why are we even…
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	Once… 

	downstairs the driver opened the door and as usual his personal assistant Vanessa was there. Gorgeous African-American woman, with legs that seemed to never end. I knew they were fucking and had been for some time now; but I gave two shits. After our first year of wedded bliss, some trick he’d fucked came up to me at a dinner party and told me that she was having a four-month long affair with him; so, I pretty much knew our marriage was over then. 

	I’d wept for a month straight, due to the fact that I did love him, and thought he married me for the same; but realized that the 12months of bliss was simply me attempting to ignore what I knew was true all along. I stopped giving a fuck what he did after that, as long as I had the money, I was good.

	Whatever euphoria I’d had 12months prior went straight out the window.

	I remembered telling my mom, and she gave me such a disgusted look that I was like finally, someone understood; however, the look had been for me and the fact that she saw me as weak and complaining when he waited on me hand and foot.

	So, what if he was unfaithful; because to her…his money wasn’t.

	I had thought about divorce so many times in the last two years, but for some reason or other he would deter me anytime I brought it up.

	We both pretty much hated each other…so why even remain married?

	I looked towards the stereo, and it was like an epiphany for me as Teairra Mari’s Deserve spun from it, and I knew as he sent his secretary a side look that I did! I remembered screaming when he gave me his customary… I think you’re such a fucking idiot smirk…then stated that if I divorced him the restaurant and all its wears would return to him, I’d be out on my ass; and he would make sure to make my life a living hell! 

	 I’d strayed as far from politics as I could at my parent’s disdain. I hated that world, and chose what I’d considered a normal career, even with my educational background. I wanted to be a chef, went to one of the most expensive prestigious culinary schools in the nation, and found myself still barely able to get a job. I think it was what I loved most about this field. 
My parent’s money meant shite when I graduated, and any master chef I worked under not only talked shit about the fact that my parents were rich, but made me work even harder for what I wanted because of it. 

	If anything, it was this, and the fact that even now Sandi was still one of my closest friends that actually made me human, in spite of who my parents and husband were. Yet, even that couldn’t erase the wrath I would incur if I did leave him; so, I’d opted to stay…because once again; it wasn’t that bad. I rarely saw him, which I counted as a blessing, and if I did; it was usually for something like this. I hadn’t had real sex, love making or a fucking orgasm that I hadn’t given myself in five years!

	But I just couldn’t bring myself to cheat; no matter what my friends said.

	Although he was a gaping asshole; that Catholic upbringing which silently stated that a woman must be faithful to her husband at all cost, no matter how much of a motherfucking asshole cheater he was seemed to be inbred in me and I couldn’t! I hadn’t even contemplated it once in my miserable life. 

	I believed there were no truer words than, Money cannot buy happiness…and mo money mo problems!

	But I still hadn’t left him yet, even with his threats.

	Nebina, my bestie on the upper social circle cheated on Gary on a regular basis from the pool guy to the caterer, and he wasn’t even half the asshole Chad was; but for some reason I just couldn’t bring myself too! I figured no matter how much I tried to disregard my mother’s words, they obviously rang true in this family, because I continued on in this fucked up existence!

	“Hurry the fuck up Mica, I don’t have all day! I need to be in the Hamptons by two.” He yelled.

	“I’m sure she’ll wait.” I muttered as I got into the limo, when he jerked me into his body.

	“Keep fucking with me Mica, you’re gonna piss me off; and you know how I get.” He hissed, then shoved me away from him.

	I noticed that Pete frowned, gave me a sympathetic look, but he never intervened; and I never expected him to. Pete had a wife and four children, and I was sure what Chad was paying him was three or four times the going rate; for his indiscretions alone, so Pete was all about his job.

	 


Chapter Two

	Los Angeles

	International Airport California

	We’re Broken…
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	The drive …

	to LAX was basically me looking out the window, his secretary penning contracts, him on business calls, or chatting with one of his mistresses. I could always tell when he was speaking to one of them, because his voice did what it used to do when he spoke to me.

	I cringed at his next call, him screeching at the house staff to get the house in order before he got there. I wasn’t sure what his parents thought when they realized they’d raised a self-centered, two timing asshole motherfucker; but Burt and Monica were good people, in spite of their asshole of a son.

	They weren’t in his tax bracket, but Burt could hold his own with the best of them, especially since he’d sat a federal judge seat for 25 years. 

	Which was basically how I’d met him, because our parents were besties.

	I sighed as they began to remove the luggage from the trunk, and he motioned that I get out the car, not even bothering to get off the phone. As we walked into LAX, I sighed happily as I saw the all the Christmas decorations. That happiness dissipated as usual where he was concerned as he began yelling at the ticket woman, said fuck them, then had his plane flown to LAX after a huge ass scene, where I knew it was best to stay in the shadows.

	As we boarded his plane, I sighed for what seemed like the 100th time. I already knew what this weekend was going to be like, waved to Carlos his in-flight attendant, and Carlos laughed nodding.

	Carlos was a seriously fucking hot man.

	He stood at least 6’2, had green eyes and dark hair, which caused his eyes to stand out even more. His seriously toned body was kissed by the Cali sun, and I was sure he was pretty well endowed, because the smile he gave the other female attendants said just that. 

	He and I had ever only had short chats, or weather talks. He’d never once flirted with me, and it seemed as if he respected me as a person, even more than my husband did. He was basically…mad cool, funny, and anytime I was forced to go on one of these excursions, he actually made the plane ride fun. Moments later, he placed three shots of Patron, lime wedges, and a Corona in front of me. I threw my head back laughing, he winked, then frowned when Chad wedged himself in front of Carlos, then sat down.

	“Thinking of fucking my wife Carlos? I think I could have a problem with that…but then…I mean you guys having that Mexican vibe and all…I just might let you.” Chad said laughing, but there was no mirth in his eyes as he looked up at Carlos, and Carlos glared right back at him. Chad’s assistant snickered, and I glared at Chad as well as my face turned red.

	“Nah, not my style Boss. I respect women like Micaela.” Carlos returned, looked at Chad’s assistant, her face had the grace to turn red, Chad glared, and I smiled slightly as Carlos nodded to me walking towards the Captain’s cabin.

	“First off that was fucked up you fucking jerk. I know we have nothing together Chad, but really, to offer me to someone like that; what the fuck is wrong with you! And second, tone-deaf white boy…I’m Afro-Latina…that means Black-Latina and he’s Mexican; two different cultures prick.” I spat, glared at his assistant, she gaped shocked, when he seized my wrist then and jerked me forward.

	“Actually…I couldn’t give a fuck less. All I know…is that he better not come panting around you, or I’ll end him.” He spat back, then crushed my lips with his.

	That was his spiel.

	He could fuck whoever he wanted to but threatened any man that even glanced my way.

	He shoved me backwards, I drew my finger to my lip, then rose glaring at him as I drew back the blood from where he bit my lip.

	“Whatever Chad.” I sent back.

	“That’s what I thought. If you fuck him Mica, I’ll end him; so, you’d better remember that.” He laughed again, the assistant finally looked up completely thrown, then busied herself with paperwork.

	Maybe she’d finally get a fucking clue and stay as far away from his ass as possible.

	I walked into the bathroom, then frowned into the mirror as I closed the door.

	I wasn’t even sure what to do anymore.

	I hated this man more than life almost, but I couldn’t just leave him.

	I couldn’t make myself happy, because for five years now he’d threatened to end…as he said any man that came near me, so I pretty much figured that was the real…reason why I hadn’t had an affair in five years; because I was afraid of what he’d do seriously pissed off.

	I wiped the blood from my lip with a paper towel, then sighed again as I straightened my ponytail. I knew that I would have to make some serious decisions this weekend, because we couldn’t continue on like this.

	Another six years of this?

	I couldn’t even imagine being married to him like my parents were!

	They’d been married for 30 years, and I knew another year would probably cause me to catch a case!

	Because I was seriously at the killing him in his sleep stage.

	I wouldn’t survive this…and I knew it!

	 


Six

	Hours Later…

	There is no us…
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	His… 

	assistant Vanessa opted to take a car service to the house, and for that I was happy. Maybe she would wise up and stop fucking his cheating ass. 

	 He was as charming as a snake and hid it even better. 
He decided to rent a BMW and said he would drive us up the hill. I concentrated on the landscape, while he busied himself with his usual stupid ass business calls. I saw the wolf in the road before he did, screamed his name, but he hit it anyway.

	“What the fuck Chad! Stop the car!” I screamed jerking the steering wheel, he dropped his phone, glared at me, then hit the brakes. I jumped out the car and ran back up the hill.

	As I reached the wolf, it was gasping, and I felt the tears immediately spring to my eyes as I saw it’s two broken legs. I ran my hand over it cooing, because I was sure it was going to die.

	As I scanned its body, I saw the blood near its chest, the two front legs appeared to be twisted, and he was short of breath. I also noticed that I had never….and I mean never seen a wolf this huge in my fricken life! He was solid black, and as he panted up at me, his beautiful amber eyes appeared to have flecks of an ocean blue in them.

	I drew near to him, nuzzled him with my face embracing him, and he smelled like fresh earth, woods, and something else that I couldn’t quite put a name to.

	“You’ll be fine, I promise.” I swore blinking back the tears as I stroked him, when Chad suddenly jerked me up frowning.

	“It’s a fucking animal, basically a dog. Calm the fuck down, we need to go; especially before some PITA fuck happens along and starts some shit.” He cried, then jerked me towards the car.

	“You can’t just leave him here in the fucking road like this Chad! We have to help him!” I screamed attempting to jerk away from him, when he snatched me into his body, cupping my chin tightly.

	“Get in the fucking car Mica, I don’t have time for this shit! If you make me late…” He hissed.

	“Fine…but please… can you at least move him from the road!” I wailed, he shoved me towards the car, then glared at me.

	“Get in the fucking car…now.” He hissed, then began walking back towards the wolf in the road. He bent to take hold of the wolf, then yelped. I gasped as Chad kicked the wolf, got out the car and ran back up the road.

	“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I screeched throwing my weight into him, when he spun and slapped me across the face. 

	“If I get rabies from this shit…I swear you’re going to pay for it Mica…one way or another.” He threatened, heaved the wolf down the ravine, then jerked me back towards the car, his blood staining my blouse. 

	He shoved me into the passenger’s seat, slammed the door, then walked around the car and got into the driver’s seat.

	I swore at that point that as a man, he had not one ounce of redemption to him; and I vowed never to speak to him again unless it was to my benefit. I would begin planning my escape from this self-centered evil man.

	 


Hampton Bay

	Actions bring 

	about reactions
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	As he … 

	pulled into the drive, his servants immediately rushed from the house, and the courtyard was all a hustle and bustle with them, beautiful decorations filled the lawn, and the house, and that small respite of Christmas cheer reappeared, until he opened his mouth to speak to our neighbors. 

	I ignored him as one of his neighbors waved, Chad walked to the end of the drive, then began a conversation with him. From what I knew Mr. Wellington was into securities and trust. I hated this fucking world he and my parents dragged me into and swore as of that moment I would do whatever was necessary to release myself of it. 

	I sighed as I walked into the house and went straight up the stairs.

	I would need the strengths of the Gods to get through this weekend. May hap he would get tired of me, want to be with his latest mistress, and send me home early. Basically, I couldn’t leave until he decided to dismiss me. I was so happy that the servants had aired out all the rooms, because I had no intention of sleeping in the same fucking room as him. 

	I always took the blue room, so I was sure some of my things were already in it, Marta would have made sure of it. I threw open the double French doors, then breathed in deeply of the spring air. It wasn’t quite hot yet
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