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I Need Your Help, Pretty Please!

Thank you for reading!

Connect With Ann


 

 

 

 

 

For Jahleel and Tiffany…

…because it was never just ‘Jahleel’, or just ‘Tiffany’.

 It was always Jahleel and Tiffany, 

or Tiffany and Jahleel.

I love you both.




CHAPTER 1

 

“YOU ARE SUCH a strong, head-on woman, Kia. You are awesome.” 

I heard that a lot. 

Long before my parents made their unexpected exit out of my life, I used to hear those words. At seventeen, after they died, I heard those words even more. The same words voiced by so many people complimented me all my life.

And I used to agree. 

Accepting the credits, I did believe I was strong, sensible, driven, mature, sensible (deliberately repeated) and functional. Because I was. Really. Truly. I was all of those things…

Until I met Jahleel Kingston. 

Alright, I didn’t exactly ‘meet’ him. No, not ‘meet’, because he didn’t even notice me. What I should’ve said was: until I ‘saw’ Jahleel Kingston. 

Yes, saw. 

Just saw him. 

Glimpsed him at first. Then tripped over my own feet aiming to draw closer for a clearer, unhindered view. Then I gawked at him. 

Then drooled. Then hyperventilated. Then I became obsessed, becoming a Jahleel-craving idiot.

A fool. A dumbarse. A dolt. A lummox. Throw what names you will, I readily accept them.

So, the adjectives ‘strong’ or ‘sensible’ no longer belonged anywhere near the name Saskia Day. Once upon a time, I was a strong young woman, but that ‘me’ died a brutal death the second I laid eyes on the biggest American arsehole ever, who became the bane of my existence, but at the same time, the love of my life and holder of my happiness.

One glance at him, and he didn’t even have to acknowledge me to rob me of my senses, my thoughts, my integrity, my virtue, my pride, my heart and, most of all, my love. Both a blessing and a curse, he took it all, all of me, just by existing. Just by breathing. 

Jahleel Kingston stole me, claimed me, owned me, just by ignoring me. 

 

 

FIRST TIME I saw him? 

Well, I had just hit the 20, just got me some freedom, and just landed my biggest gig yet. Quite a lot of ‘justs’ there, yeah? So I’ll just throw in ‘just fell in love’, too. 

Just for the heck of it. 

Lion T’mar, a major R&B artiste who was sitting on top of the world at that time, was on tour headlining a show in Manchester, England. Being the silver-tongued, miracle worker that she was, my then manager, Lydia, got me the gig to open for Lion T’mar.

 That was the catalyst for my career. 

Even though the cheers from the audience weren’t for me—some wild-haired, tattooed chick they’d never heard of—I went up on that stage and stole their screams, their chants, their hearts and devotion. Confidence on high, I made them my bloody fans, too. The nervous, sweaty palms thing? All gone once I was in front of an audience. The rush was too great.

Even as I bounced off that stage, I optimistically convinced myself I would hit it large. Soon. One shot was all I needed, and opening for Lion T’mar, I believed, was that shot. Not bragging but, through Lydia’s coaching, I was good at making people like me. 

Obviously, where Jahleel was concerned, I failed miserably.

The instant I was off the stage, I was bombarded with “Awesome!”, “You rock!”, “You ripped it up, Kia!” and other praises of that nature. But I hadn’t the time to respond as Lydia promptly grabbed my wrist, yanking me through the throngs while ecstatically yammering, “Lion has requested to see you! You did great, Kia. You were magnificent up there.” 

Struggling to catch my breath, I let her haul me down an ongoing, shadowed hall, still yapping on about how great this was for me. 

Security was hefty. Every other step we took, there was some buff, almost impenetrable man grumbling into his earpiece, while I was rushed through, beading sweat, not given the chance to grab a breath, a handtowel or a bottle of water to rejuvenate.

 Truth be told, I didn’t give two craps about Lion T’mar’s music. His music was utter bullocks and degrading to women. Songs along the lines of ‘Clap that Big Thang,’ ‘Lick & Slurp,’ ‘Glide & Grind,’ ‘Sit on Daddy’s Lips’… Ugh. 

Thing was, aside from his music, Lion had a talent for developing highly successful artistes. He recognized talent, and with his unlimited connections and secrets to dominating the business, he unfailingly turned them into stars. He was the hottest thing on the music scene back then. But now, even more so as a mover and shaker—he was my ticket to success. 

Lydia stopped outside a door guarded by a man so big and so black, I had to take a frightened step back. 

“Help you?” he asked in a rumble so deep, I felt my lungs vibrate.

Lydia told him we were there to see Lion T’mar at his request and he held up a hand, rumbled some more into his earpiece, then opened the door and stood aside for us to enter. 

There wasn’t a dressing room behind the door as I expected, but a dance room. Wide and open with a long wall of mirrors, laminate flooring, air-conditioner on full blast. 

The frigidity of the air-conditioner was much appreciated. 

Along with Lion T’mar were six other chaps—his backup dancers. No one was dancing though; each had scattered to his own corner, cooling down in preparation for the show.  

Lion, whose back was to us when we entered, fiddling on his phone, turned around with a slant grin on his face. 

“Saskia Day,” he greeted, swaggering towards me in baggy jeans, graffiti shirt, and one helluva gold chain hitting somewhere near his navel. 

Tall and built like a line-backer, he had a smooth, dark-caramel complexion, deep-set brown eyes and trimmed dark hair. Clean, handsome, and unlike his songs implied, no tats, no piercing. 

“Lion T’mar,” I returned with a nod and a smile, being formal. “It’s a pleasure to meet ya’. Thanks for the opportunity.” 

With a steep raise of his brow, he scolded, “Don’t be comin’ up in here actin’ all nice and formal. Not wit’ them tats and shit.” He came forward and hauled me into a side hug.

“I was aiming for politeness,” I explained. 

He waved a hand dismissively. “None of that with me. I like ‘em real. And I know you keep it one hunnit. Can tell by the way you sing, girl. Not many opening acts can get the crowd hyped like that. Sure as shit wasn’t like that for me when I started. Was a while before I learned how to get ‘em crunk, ya know,” he flashed a promising grin, “You gon’ hit it big.” 

“That’s some faith you have in me, yeah?” 

On a chuckle, he waved me off again and started to say something, but I got distracted when the air behind me shifted with the weight of someone’s presence, the overpowering scent of male, sweat and some earthy fragrance. A warm palm pressed lightly to my lower back, sending an electric wave up my spine as I was gently pushed forward to make room for the person to pass behind me. 

At the mere touch, my eyes inexplicably fluttered closed, as my mind drifted off. To somewhere inexpressible. A place I’d never been before. It was a celestial journey. Somewhere I would love to go again. And again. 

Back to earth, I opened my eyes and glanced to the mirror across the room to get a view of the person whose touch alone made my mind blank. But there was no one there. 

I looked to the right of me in the mirror and my eyes got stuck to the reflection of a guy sitting on the floor with his back against the wall, knees drawn up, earplugs in his ears, head nodding to music only he could hear. He wasn’t there before. It had to be him who pushed me forward to pass by. 

He wore grey sweats, white sneakers, and a red hoodie zipped open, sneaking me a peek of his abs and tattoos. 

The hoodie was drawn over his head, so his face was obscure. But it was his hair hanging down the sides of his face under the hoodie that caught my attention. Thick, sandy-brown with sunburned blonde highlights, shoulder length, and begging me to rake my fingers through it. 

Perfect. 

Completely enraptured by the figure in the mirror, I didn’t hear when two girls entered the room until one of them stopped next to me to relay some news about the current performance on stage to Lion, while the other, holding a tray of FIJI water, went straight over to the figure I was staring at and handed him a water.

In tiny, butt-cheeks-revealing white shorts and skin-tight blue blouse slit at the front to exhibit her copious cleavage, she was, I hated to admit, flawlessly sexy: petite and curvy with raven dark hair flowing in waves around her. 

Red Hoodie glanced up at her, and his white teeth sank into his bottom lip as he pulled the hoodie off his head. But before I got a chance to see his face, Water Girl moved in front of him, flirtatiously jutting her hip out to one side as she said something to him. 

With my gaze still on them, I moved sideways like a crab, twisting at every angle, trying to see around the flirty tart, and before I knew it, I was tumbling to the ground in an embarrassing heap. 

Faster than a pirate could say “aye!” I was back to standing, pretending my fall was no big deal, even though my ear tips were flaming. Everyone was watching me with concerned expressions. Everyone except Red Hoodie, and that was because the trollop still flirted with him. 

“You okay, girlie?” I heard Lion ask.

Reluctantly dragging my gaze from the mirror, I raised a hand to my throat and croaked, “Yeah. Just need water.” 

Which was the honest truth.

Lion frowned calculatingly at me as he called, “Tori, bring Saskia here one of those waters, will ya.” 

Gaze shifting back to the mirror, I watched as Water Girl started to move off from Red Hoodie, but he grabbed her wrist and yanked her lower, so her ear was at his lips. Her cheeks flushed crimson as her tongue licked across her lips at whatever he whispered to her. She nodded and started over to us, finally allowing me to see his face. 

Every ounce of air left me. I was immediately desperate for that water. Breath robbed, my world stopped. Heart thudding, I watched him as he watched her bum. 

He was…hot. Ridiculously hot. Ruggedly hot. No-words-to-describe hot.

Jesus Christ. 

Along with his thick, sandy-brown hair, he had eyes so astoundingly gold, they almost seemed paranormal. The sharpest, most conspicuous jawline I’d ever seen on a man. A nose probably too small for a man, and lips probably too full. But everything just worked together. Made him perfect. Flawless. Made him, him. 

And made me breathless. Never had I seen any man that…alluring. Beautiful. Physically without fault. 

In hindsight, I believe the moment I lost my senses was when I fell as I attempted to catch a glimpse of that face. With that fall, my senses scattered from my brain onto the floor, and I’d never bothered picking them up. 

“Um, hullo?” 

I belatedly registered a well-manicured hand waving in front of my face—Water Girl trying to get my attention.  

Snapping my eyes from Red Hoodie, who’d stopped leering at Water Girl’s bum and dragged the hoodie back over his head, I grabbed the bottle of water with a scowl. 

Amused rather than snarky, she raised an eyebrow at me before turning to leave the room, exchanging a look with Red Hoodie as she did. 

I unscrewed the bottle and downed half its contents. By the time the water helped cool my nerves, and I was somewhat coherent, I noticed how everyone in the room—except Red Hoodie, of course, who seemed to excel at ignoring others—watched me with much amusement. 

Pretty apparent I was being too obvious. But I couldn’t help it. Like an eclipse in the sky: it’s there, blinding, unusual, like nothing you’ve ever seen, and you want to tear your eyes away, but you can’t. It’s too beautiful. Too remarkable a sight to miss. You. Just. Can’t. Help. Looking. And so you sacrifice your eyesight in admiration of its beauty.

Leaning over to me, Lion whispered, “That’s Jahleel. Also known as JK…my best dancer.” 

As I began wagging my head, about to lie through my teeth that I wasn’t gawking/ogling, he called aloud, “JK!”

When he glanced up and pulled the plugs from his ears, Lion told him, “Saskia here wanna say ‘hi’.” 

Oh hell. 

Jahleel slid his gaze over me for a brief, bored second, muttered, “Hey, Sastia,” then made to put his earplugs back in. 

“Saskia,” I corrected. 

“Yeah,” he mumbled, without sparing me another glance. 

I felt like nothing. No one. For some reason, I wanted him to look at me like he did Water Girl.

“Really, JK?” Lion said, brows raised, looking a tad surprised. “That’s the best you can do? What with all your nag—” 

Head still down, Jahleel raised his glaring golden eyes at Lion and hissed out, “Gimme a fuckin’ break, man!” 

Wow, not the wisest way to address the person who handles your pay check. 

To my surprise, Lion merely shrugged and looked to me. “Touring gets a bit stressful sometimes. When it does, they get like that.” 

“Not ‘they,’” a voice said from right behind me, “Him.” 

Swivelling around, I realized one of the other dancers had sidled up to me, unapologetically raking me over with a licentious leer. “Don’t mind him, baby girl. He’s a natural asshole. It ain’t you.” 

Gag. I hate it when men call me ‘baby girl’. 

At the sound of the door opening, I glanced over my shoulder and glimpsed the red hoodie retreating through it.  

“So, Saskia…” the dancer beside me began. 

“Fall back,” Lion said to him. 

“Why? Because I’m not JK?” the dancer shot back. “You know what he’s gettin’ ready to do, right? And we’re on in less than thirty minutes. Why does he always get away with shit like that?” 

Lion took a step forward and more sternly warned, “Fall. The. Fuck. Back.” 

The bloke took it with a sniff and walked away.

 Lion turned back to Lydia and resumed their discussion, him trying to convince her to let me move to the U.S. This was my career, I should’ve been on my toes listening, pitching in and seeking favours, but at that moment, I could only concentrate on one thing, one person, while I stared at the now empty spot where he’d sat. I nursed his rebuff, wishing he’d looked at me like he had Water Girl. 

Why didn’t I catch his attention? Was I not attractive? Were blonds not his type?

 Right then, I decided as soon as the sun rose the next morning, I would head to the salon and dye my hair raven black.  

Lion sent us off with, “When you hit it big, don’t forget it started here.”  

I followed Lydia out the door, only half-listening as she went on about her plans for me. 

As we drifted down the dark hall, my head a flustered mess, I heard a soft giggle followed by a moan, and for some instinctive reason, I stopped and glanced back over my shoulder. 

A door on the left was slightly ajar, and as the giggle and moan came again, I inched towards it, as though I were magnetically pulled. When I got there, I peeped through the crack and saw the familiar red hoodie and grey sweats, standing between the parted bare thighs of a woman whom I had no doubt was Water Girl. 

She was spread open in the corner on a glass desk, and he was right there between those eagled legs doing something with his right hand while whispering God-knows-what in her ear, which had the magical effect of making her moan, giggle, then moan deeper and beg for him to kiss her.

Blech. I was already plotting her murder. 

A firm hand gripped my bicep and dragged me away from the door. Lydia. She didn’t reproach me as I expected her to. As if understanding, she instead spoke to me like the mother I didn’t have.

“It’s okay to see and want. But sometimes you have to know when to take. For you, now is not the time to take. Make something of yourself first. Give yourself a name. Make yourself recognizable and respected. So when anyone hears the name Saskia Day, they’ll know who Saskia is, and won’t dare mispronounce it.” 

I wanted to die a million deaths at that reminder, but Lydia patted my arm and continued as we moved down the hall, “In other words, career first—success, respect, financial stability. Men later. By the time you start recording, traveling, touring, you’ll come across tons of fellas who look just like him. Even better than him. You’ll have your pick of them, vying for your attention, and you’ll long forget there was some chap named Jahleel who once made you fall flat on your face.” 

I thought she was right. Because Lydia was always right. 

But after focusing and achieving it all, after I blew up, got a name, became recognizable and respected, after all those hard-earned successes, I realized she was dead, dead wrong. 

About both things. 

One: I never forgot Jahleel. Ever. 

And two: becoming famously rotten rich with number one hits slamming the music charts still wasn’t enough for Jahleel Kingston to notice me.




CHAPTER 2

 

WHAT WAS LIFE like before Jahleel?

Well, I mean, before I knew such a striking fucking creature called Jahleel existed.

Life was crap. Stressful. Lame. Difficult. 

You’d never believe how exciting being obsessed with another human being could make your life!

It could also be sad and depressing.

Anyway, I’d always been a loner, a struggler, a caretaker, a mother. Not to my own children, but to my siblings. 

Sad to admit, both my parents were delinquent drunkards. As in, they both left us at home during the evenings to gamble and drank until they were piss-drunk and broke. Until one night their own sins inevitably consumed them in a car accident. They ran themselves off the road. Died instantly.

Did I miss them? 

What was there to miss? 

We impecuniously grew up on a small farm with my little sister Timberly and my older brother Ferburt—oh Jesus, that name! No idea what Mum and Dad were thinking when they named us. For short, I called him Ferbie. 

Ferbie, he was kind of a dolt. A dumb-dumb. An imbecile. 

Not being malevolent here, he was my brother, after all, and I loved him dearly. Plus I was the only person allowed to refer to him as such. But, he was naturally slow. Three years older than me, but had the brain of a toddler. 

Ferbie was twenty when our parents died, Timberly fourteen and me, seventeen. The only family left was our Aunt Lizzie, a thirty-five-year-old self-centred lesbian, the girlfriend of Lydia. 

Aunt Lizzie sold the farm, kept the money for herself and jacked us up in her claustrophobic one-bedroom flat, from which she was almost always absent. She didn’t care two craps about us, so just as I’d always done since I knew how to spell my name, I assumed the mother role, taking care of my brother and sister. 

The role was nothing I wasn’t used to since my parents were never at home once the clock struck 5pm. It was always all left on me. But being the mother became far more cumbersome after they died. I was forced to quit school and take on two jobs: a waitress by day, a flirtatious bartender by night. Some said it was a waste of time and money to send Ferbie to classes, but I did it nevertheless, because I had hopes for him. Timberly, on the other hand, was a nerd. A smarty pants. A know-it-all. Talked a hell of a lot and never shut up. Eyeglasses, cardigan, pleated skirt, but outrageously beautiful—that kind of girl. 

And I, I was fucking stressed.

One night, Lydia, in search of Aunt Lizzie, popped up at the flat. When I told her we hardly ever saw Aunt Lizzie, Lydia was appalled. She explained that Lizzie sort of lived with her and disappeared from time to time, but she didn’t realize Lizzie had us three crammed in her flat, surviving on our own. After inspecting the apartment, she placed her hands on my shoulders, looked me in the eyes and told me, “You’ve been incredibly strong, Kia. But you need help. You need your own life. Let me help you.” 

Distressed and close to losing all sanity, I wasted no time being prideful by refusing help when I clearly needed it; I accepted. Aunt Lizzie reluctantly agreed to us moving out of her apartment and in with Lydia. 

 Lydia, a sturdy, muscled butch, was from an affluent upbringing. She had glossy black hair perpetually pulled back in a tight ponytail, Stygian dark eyes, and a hard, masculine face: squared jaw, prominent cheekbones, crooked nose. Ninety percent of the time, she dressed in black three-piece suits. Lydia was one of those people who, upon seeing her, even if you didn’t know her, you felt compelled to tilt your chin in respect, because her very presence declared she was someone.

 Her surname was Henry—“Henry’s” was one of the bestselling tea brands in London, black tea, green tea, mixed tea, the works. Her father’s death left her with a large share in the business, so she had a staggering net worth. 

She moved us into her grandiloquent, old English country manor in Manchester. Quite a responsibility to take on; three people with no relation to her whatsoever: one lummox, one smarty pants, and one confused, wild-haired, pierced-up young adult. 

However, I was grateful for the reprieve, which gave me time to pay attention to who I was, what I liked, and what I was good at. Lydia’s takeover didn’t stop my two siblings from calling me “Ma”, though. Lydia thought it endearing, but I wanted to punch them in the eye each time they called me that. But they never stopped, it was automatic for them. They considered me their mother because I was the one who always took care of them. 

Even when we moved into Lydia’s home, Aunt Lizzie’s presence was still rare. But Lydia didn’t seem to care. She became like the mother I never had—in a fatherly kind of way. 

After I started taking classes again, I began discovering me, noting my profound love for music and my jaw-dropping ability to effortlessly hold notes as long, loud and flawlessly as Whitney Houston. 

Lydia thought I had something special. But I thought—I didn’t know what the fuck I thought. All I knew was I wanted to be someone better than who I was, better than my background, before I died. I wanted to take care of my siblings so they’d never want for anything, anything at all for the rest of their lives. I especially wanted to make life easier for Ferbie so people would never take advantage of him because of his impediments. I had an all-consuming desire for something better, and I had the most amazing person in my corner spurring me on and propelling me in the right direction. 

So, when Lydia promised me she would make sure I became something, someone of significance, with a better, easier life…I believed her and held on to that belief. Because I had nothing and no one else to believe in. 

~

 

WITH A DAVIDOFF cigarette burning to weightless grey ashes between the slim crease of my index and middle finger, I stood on top of the world. 

Alright, alright, a slight exaggeration, but I won’t apologize for feeling like Scarface while he sat in his bubbling Jacuzzi in the middle of his mansion.

My ‘on top of the world’ meant me standing at the edge of the all-glass balcony of my 10,125 square feet San Francisco home, sucking down the enriching taste of a Davidoff cigarette, staring off at the spectacular vista as the infinity pool below me ran off to nowhere. 

From where my hilltop house was pitched in a tortuously exclusive neighbourhood, jutting out its balconies over absolutely nothing and creating the illusion of being suspended in the air, the view was priceless. 

At 5:28 in the morning, the sky was a kaleidoscope of soft colours blending uniquely to make a creative artistic statement before the sun turned up its dominating hot heat and melted the sky’s beauty, stealing the blend of colours with its blinding shine. 

On the norm, I wouldn’t be up this early to appreciate the beauteous effects of sunrise, but at 4am I’d slipped out of bed and came out on the balcony to smoke my nerves away because I wasn’t able to sleep much. 

Throughout the night, I’d tossed and turned from excitement and trepidation, stomach in tight knots, knowing that today, this day, I would see Jahleel Kingston. Face to face. For the first time since I’d last glimpsed him back in Manchester five years ago.

 When I moved to the U.S. four years back, I tried with repetitive failure to get near Jahleel, in his vicinity, anywhere I could run into him, but that proved to be as difficult as Trigonometry.

 For one, Jahleel lived in San Francisco, and I in Los Angeles. Of course, I flew the short one-hour journey to SF numerous times for interviews, shows, everything connected to my career. But I was never spared the time to investigate Jahleel. Life had been too busy, too hectic. 

Had I not been the victim, I would never believe someone could dominate one’s mind, thoughts and entire being to such an intense degree even while living life in the fast lane. 

But, he did. Not a single day started or expired without me thinking about that guy. Imagining what it would be like to be his. To be touched by him. To be kissed by him. To have him whisper sweet words in my ear. 

See, ever since that night back in Manchester, I’ve been obsessed. All of a sudden, Lion T’mar’s music landed on my favourites list. Not because I cared for his crappy music, but because he was connected to Jahleel. I listened to his music daily, trying to feel Jahleel through them. I stalked Lion on YouTube to watch all his stage performances—well, not him. But him, the guy with the perfect brown hair dancing in the background—Jahleel. 

Each new music video that came out for Lion T’mar, I watched a hundred times over, replaying the parts showing the fierce, gold-eyed dancer—Jahleel. Even if it lasted only for two seconds, I played his parts over and over again or paused the video and just stared at the pixelated version of him. 

Before long, I had no more YouTube videos to watch and torture myself with because he quit working with Lion, opened a dance studio, and started his own choreography business, and I had no other means of stealing glimpses of him. 

Lion hounded Lydia after our meet at his concert in Manchester, trying to convince her to convince me to move to the U.S. and cross over. He assured her he would endorse me, take me under his wing and make me a star in no time. Lydia stayed on the fence about it, and I was flat-out against it, so Lion gave up.

Or, at least, I thought he’d given up. Turns out he decided, almost a year later, to try one last tactic. Why?

 Maybe because I, not so stealthily, asked him about Jahleel each time we spoke, or maybe Lydia divulged that I never got over the gold-eyed man who made me fall flat. Obviously, he put all those pieces together, grabbed that knowledge and ran with it. 

Lydia handed me her cellphone one evening, a smirk on her face as she told me someone wanted to talk to me. No, it wasn’t him. It was Lion, of course. When I answered the phone, all he said was, “Move here, to L.A, and you’ll only be an hour away from JK. He’s still single so you just might have a chance with him. Think about it.” 

Then hung up. 

Did I ‘think about it’? Nope. The thought of being just an hour away from Jahleel had me packing my siblings in my suitcase and wheeling them behind me to Los Angles. 

How had I not thought about this before? Stupid, stupid, I thought, so much time wasted.

Lydia moved with me, but stayed only for about a year before moving back home when Aunt Lizzie landed on her death bed from pneumonia, thrusting me in the trusting care of Lion T’mar. 

However, being an hour away from Jahleel didn’t mean I got to see him. What Lion didn’t prepare me for was the insurmountable amount of work I’d have to invest into ‘making it big’. 

A heck of a lot. It was never easy. There was no rest. Just work, work, work, day and night, with me surviving on the rush of unwholesome consumptions of energy drinks and adrenaline.

 As soon as I hit U.S. soil, he had me doing a reality show, as apparently that was the new and most effective method of building a loyal fan base. 

“Hook the world on your raw beauty and down-to-earth personality,” he told me. “Buy fans with true reality.”

 Despite my doubts, I went along with it. See, I went along with most of what Lion and Lydia suggested, mainly because they knew the ropes. Also: they never, ever tried to change me, or told me to sing, act or dress like anyone else but myself.  

 Lion believed in the real me, my real voice, my real attitude and that’s who he allowed me to be. Unlike the songs he sang, I later learned the real Lion T’mar was a man of morals. He’d never once hit on me. His love for me was genuine, only wanting the best for me and taking pride in watching as I succeeded. 

He had a woman, and he worshipped the very ground she walked on. With an über-ghetto name, Twana, she had a bum so big, one saw it before seeing her, along with thick, meaty thighs and perfect perky D-cups. The sceptical side of me inquired, and yep, she was authentic: no silicon, anywhere. That bum, that rack, that tiny waist, all real. 

 I’d been to tons of parties and events with Lion. Where he went, I went, and I could testify on a stack of Holy Catholic Bibles that I’d never seen him so much as flirt with another woman. Everything was all about Twana. Twana was his Queen. 

So because of his echt quality, dedication, and commitment to me, I trusted him with my career and rarely disagreed with his suggestions. As a result, most things were smooth sailing because I never put up a fight, followed orders and performed each show, sang each song, delivered each appearance to the best of my ability. 

In my mind, I wanted to get ‘there’ as expeditiously as possible so I could resume my Jahleel chase. And what better way to do that than to push brattiness aside and listen to your mentors who’ve been in this business since the age of Adam?  

By God’s good grace, America received me well. Exceptionally well. Everything happened so fast. At such velocity, I hardly had time to realize my life was changing, climbing, growing, as was my net worth. 

For a whole year, I had no time to stop and appreciate, because it was all work, no sleep and no play. Until my first album, Notice Me, went platinum. An album mostly permeated with songs I wrote while in the throes of Jahleel-craving. 

Since then, Saskia Day has been a sensation. 

One would think I’d feel different, grow a pride pimple somewhere, knowing I could get whomever and whatever I wanted and to hell with that Jahleel dude. But I didn’t. I was, of course, proud of myself. I got what I dreamed of. Ferbie and Timberly lacked nothing, were contented. And because they were contented, I was…somewhat. 

‘Somewhat’, because I still felt incomplete. The one thing—person—I wanted, I didn’t have. 

It wasn’t as though I didn’t date other men, attempting to kill my undying and obsessive crush. I had. But no one, no one, has ever managed to make me feel how I felt in those few short minutes when I first saw Jahleel under that red hoodie. He stole something from me, a huge chunk, and I would never again feel whole, until I saw him again, even if it’s just once, so I could recover that piece of me back from his grasp. 

So, I sold my Hollywood mansion and moved to San Francisco. A move Lion was flat-out against. Residing in Los Angles was more convenient and accessible, he’d told me, why remove myself an hour away from the star capital to make things that much more hectic? 

Because I no longer wanted to be an hour away from Jahleel Kingston, I wanted to be where he was. 

And not even Lion could stop that move. Now, I was near. So close I could almost smell him.

Getting him to take me on as a client was nothing short of difficult. 

Jahleel had transcended into one of the most acclaimed dance choreographers in this hemisphere. Lion endorsed him like he was his first born, while Jahleel let his talent speak for itself, and as a result, he was highly demanded. People went to him, not the other way around. And he picked and chose who to work with. That’s what made getting to work with him so hard.

 He’d accepted me as a client twice last year, and ended up cancelling both times at last minute. Of course, people who truly needed a choreographer would’ve moved on to the next best person. This was their career, after all. 

I, however, didn’t need a choreographer. My performances consisted of running around on stage in wild bursts of energy or standing/sitting with a microphone as I pour my heart into a soulful, high note song. But pretending I needed a dance routine was the only route to seeing Jahleel face to face. 

Earlier this year, he agreed again to take me on but cancelled that meet as well. Frustrating, yeah. But refusing to give up, I tried again, and so far, all was good. Today, Friday April 2nd, I would meet the man who’d owned me, body and soul, for the past 1,826 days.

 Unwittingly so. 

As the sun rose up in its coruscating glory, burning away the cotton candy colours from the cirrus clouds, I grew more and more anxious. I glanced down and saw over four cigarette butts at my feet. Jesus, I needed to kick this habit before things got bad. Sometime between my parents’ death and me quitting school to take on two jobs, I’d picked up smoking and have not been able to quit since. 

Outing the current cigarette in my hand, I turned to go back inside the house, snatched up my wireless phone, hiked myself up on a barstool in the kitchen and dialled. 

Lion answered in a groggy voice, probably frustrated with me as usual, but he never neglected me. “You callin’ me this hour means you freakin’ out ‘bout somethin’. Wassup, Kia?” 

Making a meal of my thumbnail, I whispered down the line, “I’m seeing him today…” 

For a passing minute he remained silent, then sighed. “I thought you were over that, Kia.” 

“I’ve never been over him!” I exploded, more exasperated with my stupid self than with him. Sometimes I believed I had a dose of Ferburt-ism in my blood. In a calmer voice, I explained, “I don’t know how to…” 

“Kia,” he said in a patient tone. There was the sound of sheets ruffling in the background, like he was getting out of bed. “I know you feelin’ him. But, I don’t think you should see him…Yet.” 

“Don’t—”

“Hear me out, will you?” he cut me off. “Two things. One, you got a six-months tour comin’ up in a few months. JK cannot be a distraction. There ain’t no time for that. Two, I know JK, and he’s the biggest asshole you’ll ever come across.  I love both of you equally, but I just don’t wanna see you gettin’ hurt… And, Kia?”

“Yeah?” 

 “He will hurt you.”

“He won’t,” I protested, even though I mostly believed the opposite. 

Lion sighed. “You alotta’ things, girl. Alotta’ things I adore and respect ‘bout you. But being stupid ain’t one of ‘em. Don’t see him.”

“Okay. Okay, I won’t.”

Silence for a good sixty seconds, “I’m bein’ serious, Kia.” 

“So am I. You’re right; he’ll be a distraction, so I won’t see him.” Easing off the barstool, I told him, “I’ll try catching up on some sleep, then, yeah? Call ya’ later.” 

I hung up before he could utter another word, tossed the phone on the kitchen counter, proceeded upstairs and hopped straight into the shower. 

I had every intention of seeing Jahleel Kingston. 



CHAPTER 3


AROUND NOON, I woke up with my towel wrapped around me, my hair damp.  Sometime after I showered this morning, weariness caved in and sleep followed. 

I was expected at Jahleel’s studio by two. My hair was a wild, frizzy mess and my mood was crap. Too many cigarettes. 

At this time of day, my house was usually as noisy as a kindergarten classroom. Ferbie lived with me—I went nowhere without him, nowhere. I’ve always been utterly protective of him and wouldn’t brook others making fun of him. 

My best mate, Amanda, whom I hired as my hair and make-up artiste so she could move here, resided with me also.  She, too, went wherever I went. 

I had two American ‘friends’ Amy and Jamie, who I met when I first moved to the States and started the reality show. Not quite sure if I should label them as ‘friends’ or ‘groupies’, but they came through some door Lion T’mar opened and have stuck to me like chewing gum to a shoe bottom ever since.

On numerous occasions I tried getting rid of them, but Lion assured me they were ‘cool’, and I needed some American girlfriends until Amanda came. I gave them a chance and turned out to like them a bit. 

A bit. 

Credits to them, they were somewhat allegiant, because they’ve remained with me throughout the years and never wavered through the ups and downs. Always at my house, yeah, but didn’t live with me. Amy and Jamie were loaferish, trust fund brats who lived hour to hour without an aspiration. 

When Amanda arrived, she didn’t have a problem with them, so I thought, what the heck, and we became a pack of four. Not that I trusted them, no, not at all. Lion warned me against trusting people, never to let my guard down, not even once, and never to tell real in-depth truths about myself. As far as trust went, it stretched to Lion, Lydia, my siblings, Amanda and no further.

Along with those people, I had three guards: two home guards, and one outside guard who accompanied me wherever I go. So, believe me, this house got real raucous at times. 

Nevertheless, everyone knew when Saskia needed her sleep, she needed her sleep. My bedroom had its own level and was strictly off limits to other occupants of the house. That was how I managed to sleep right into noon without disturbance. Now, awake, I could hear the cacophonous chattering and jeering downstairs. 

Rolling out of bed, I trundled to my massive walk-in closet and decided on something casual to wear. Best if I didn’t look as if I was trying too hard. So I went with Chucks, distressed jeans and a tee—the usual me. 

My full reflection stared back at me in the closet mirror. The girl on the other side looked wild and wary, with a dash of famous and stinking rich sprinkled on top. Eighteen inches of stubborn, raven black curls, tipped rock n’ roll purple at the ends flowed around small shoulders. Cute piercing above an inherently arched eyebrow highlighted big, startling grey eyes on a heart-shaped face. Small nose with even smaller nostrils. Wide pinup-girl lips. Faint dimple on the chin. 

At 5ft 8inches, the slender reflection in the mirror had long arms toned from punitive workouts forced on by a grouchy fitness trainer, long neck, coveted super-slim waist, curvy hips and even longer, toned legs. Sun-kissed complexion, glowing.

The reflection was only half-pleased with itself, but it turned and vanished from view as I exited the closet room to head downstairs. 

The noisy herd was crowded around the breakfast bar chatting about the usual crap. I plopped down on a barstool and glanced at Amanda. 

“Make up?” she asked. 

“Obviously,” I mumbled. “My hair’s like a bloody bird nest and my face is bland as Cream of Wheat.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” sliding off the counter, she left to retrieve her work kit. “You have no idea how naturally gorgeous you are.”  

Amanda was the British version of Twana, except her big bum was fake. She got her bum done the minute she landed on U.S. soil; it was something she always wanted to do. Not sure why, though, as her previous one had been big enough, in my opinion. 

With a smooth mocha complexion, she was temptingly bodacious. Even if she hadn’t gotten the silicon bum and imitated Rihanna’s current haircut—that one where one side is shaved off and the other side has long curly hair—Amanda was still a natural beauty. She was more of a Rihanna fan than a Saskia Day fan, and whatever Riri did with her hair, she did, too. 

Apparently, I didn’t change things up enough. Ever the same ole, same ole with me—chucks and tee, with wild raven curls dipped purple at the ends. 

I hated heels with a bitter passion, and even pulled a Kristen Stewart on the red carpet once—ratty chucks, formal dress and messy hair—which resulted in landing on Fashion Police as Joan Rivers’ ‘fashion hoe of the week’. Consequently, I began practicing wearing heels for red carpet events and it was horrible. 

Then I decided, fuck Fashion Police! Who gives a crap what they think, anyway? Amanda had glibly answered, “Hollywood.” But I disregarded every arsewit who thought they could dictate how people should dress and reverted back to my old self.

While I waited for Amanda, my housemaid, Sylvie, fixed a club sandwich and placed it in front of me with a glass of Crystal Light. Amy and Jamie sat beside me yapping about how “rad” some party was that they went to the night before, while Ferbie perched on the countertop asking Sylvie a million and one questions about things that mattered not one whit to the universe. 

Biting into my sandwich, I spoke around a mouthful, “Go grab a shower, Ferbie. We leave in an hour.” 

“Aye, Ma,” he nodded, hopping off the counter. “What colour do ya think I should wear today?” 

“What does it matter?” Amy said through a giggle. “Seriously, Ferbie, you need to grow up.” 

 When I stopped chewing and shot her a look, she snapped her mouth shut. She should know by now not to mess with Ferbie when I was around. 

“Blue,” I told him. “Blue will suit you well today.” 

He grinned and jauntily walked off. Ferbie was actually good-looking—curly blonde hair that was as wild as mine but never grew past his nape, the exact cat-grey eyes as mine, and an inherently athletic body that reeled girls in like a magnet…until he opened his mouth. Some thought his good looks and amazing bod was wasted. 

When Ferbie was out of sight, I turned to Amy with a vicious, “Mess with my brother again, in or out of my presence, and you’ll no longer be invited here, yeah?” 

Looking chagrined, Amy nodded. She was as pretty as a Barbie. Naturally curly strawberry-blonde hair cropped above her shoulders. Bright, emerald-green eyes and superbly long lashes on an oval face.  “I’m sorry, Kia. It’s just weird that he’s twenty-eight and you’re twenty-five and he calls you ‘Ma’, waiting on your instructions for everything.” 

“None of your bloody damn business,” I hissed. “Leave him the fuck alone.” 

Amy nodded again as Amanda strolled back into the kitchen with her make-up kit. “He’d make a perfect submissive, you know. Too bad he’s not my type. I like them black and strong.” 

“Even if you were attracted, I’d never let him be your submissive, you kinky fuck.” 

Amy and Jamie giggled, while Amanda shrugged and set her kit on the counter. 

Grabbing my shoulders, she turned me around on the barstool. “Okay, time to make you pretty for—” 

I kicked her leg and she stopped, getting what I meant.  Since Amy and Jamie weren’t privy to my personal business, they knew nothing about my Jahleel-craving. 

Close people, usually called “sources” by the magazines, tended to snoop around for dirt to sell to the media all the time, and I was one of those ‘celebrities’ magazines and reporters had a hard time getting personal news on, because I kept things as private as I could, as trained by Lion. Although Amy and Jamie were rich brats who didn’t need to sell dirt for money, I still had a hard time trusting them, so they knew only what I wanted them to know.

Amanda realized her slip up and covered with, “The big meet.” 

 

~

 

“YOU GOING TO get out of the vehicle anytime this year, Kia?” 

Amanda’s voice broke through my overworked nerves as I stared out the Jeep window at the two-storey edifice of Kingston’s Dance Studios—standing proud and tall in all its weathered, red-bricked glory and opaque, glass facade. 

Thomas, my driver/bodyguard, had pulled into a parking space ten minutes ago, and I was still in the back with Amanda and Ferbie, nursing cold feet and rethinking, remembering Lion advising me not to see Jahleel. 

Too bad he was back in L.A and couldn’t stop me. 

Amy and Jamie were sitting in Jamie’s convertible in the lot next to us, waiting for me to make a move. Everyone waited for me to make a move. No one made a move without me, apparently. 

Shooting Amanda an annoyed stare, I groused, “You’re a thorn in my goddamn side.” 

Looking unconcerned as she inspected her nails, she replied, “You sure I’m the thorn in your side, or the guy inside that building who plagues your thoughts so much you can’t even take a minute to live?” She glanced up from her nail inspection and pinned me with her blunt stare. “This is stupid and dumb, as I’ve told you many times before. What’re you going to do, go in there and demand that he dates you? What if he already has a girlfriend? What if—” 

“Shut up, Manda. You, of all else, are supposed to support me, not remind me how much of a berk I am.” 

She shook her head and sighed. “Whatever. It’s going to be interesting to see how this plays out, yeah? Thanks in advance for the entertainment.” 

Jabbing my middle finger in her face, I wrenched open the Jeep door and hopped out. “C’mon, Ferbie.”  

Amy and Jamie got out of their car and fell in with my strides, as did Amanda, Ferbie by my side and Thomas, my tall hunk of bodyguard, who led in front. Ben, one of the other guards, also came along and was at the back. 

Thomas pushed open the door to the building and we all shuffled in. A burly African American man at the security desk stood up as we entered, his grin being one of those wide starstruck grins I’d grown used to getting. “Miss Saskia Day, Mr. Kingston is expecting you. Follow me.” 

Plastering a smile on my face, I nodded once and we followed him up a flight of stairs, down a long hall, passing a number of closed doors with music seeping under the creases, until he finally stopped at a door at the end of the hall. “This is your stop. Have a wonderful afternoon.”  Then he turned and left.

Thomas watched me, waiting for my cue. When I nodded slightly, he opened the door and we breezed in. Cool air-conditioning enveloped me in an instant, reminding me of how hot the climate was. 

“Holy fack,” Amanda whispered from beside me. “Am I in hell or something?  I swear to the most high, I’ve never seen so many hot guys in one room before.” 

Amy and Jamie giggled like the giggly twits they were, while Ferbie just looked mildly bored. The room was long but wide at the same time, the entire right wall being of mirrors, bright lighting and black marley flooring, everything else was all-white. 

There were about seven hot guys, all in black sweatpants and wife beaters, hunched over a laptop, laughing and jeering at something on the screen. As my eyes swept around the large room, there he was, back turned to us. He was down at the far end of the room with his cellphone pressed against his ear, though he wasn’t talking into it. 

No. 

He was staring at me by way of the mirror. 

As my heart slowed to heavy, ponderous beats loud in my ears, I reminded myself I was someone now, and I needed to act like an important, respected ‘somebody’, which meant hyperventilating like an adolescent, as I’d done five years ago, wasn’t allowed. 

Those golden eyes latched on to mine in the mirror and didn’t let go. His tongue made a swift pass over his bottom lip and his teeth promptly sank down on it as his eyes moved down my body, slowly. 

Oh God, he was looking at me like that. The way I’d wanted him to look at me five years ago. The way he’d looked at Water Girl. My heart ricocheted in my chest, and of their own volition, my lips parted and a sigh flowed through. 

I must remember to breathe. I must remember to breathe.

It seemed the person on the other end of the phone call felt neglected and nabbed his attention back in, because he suddenly snapped his gaze from me and frowned as he spoke into the phone. “Yeah, yeah, still here. No. What’d you say?…”

At the touch of Amanda’s hand on my arm, I dragged my eyes from Jahleel in the corner and turned to her with mild irritation. “What?” 

In a low voice so only I could hear, she whispered, “You’re being a little too obvious, Kia. Those guys over there, along with Amy and Jamie here, are watching you watch him like you’ve never seen a man before. Chillax, mate. You’re the star here.”

I glanced over at the men who’d stopped laughing at whatever was on their computer screen and now watched me with amusement instead. Of course, they were Jahleel’s dancers, which meant they worked with celebrities frequently. I was just another famous face who didn’t faze them in the least. Idly, I couldn’t help wondering if Jahleel handpicked his dancers based on looks instead of talent, because those guys were an impressive pack—all taut muscles, drool-worthy faces, exuding undeniable steam.  

“Saskia.” 

At the sound of my name being used so informally, I turned to see Jahleel had ended his call and was coming up to me, right hand held out. My eyes ran over him one last time before I took his hand to shake it, ignoring the tingling warmth between our palms. 

He was ruggedly sexy in faded, cut-off jeans ravelling out at the ends, a stretchy white tee with a dog-tag dangling on his chest, dogged grey sneakers and a grey beanie hiding what I knew was amazing sandy-brown hair underneath. 

“Jahleel Kingston,” I greeted back, shaking his hand and trying not to shiver at the heat seeping from his pores to mine. “So nice to see you again.” 

Brows furrowing, he tilted his head to the side and gold eyes squinted at me. “We’ve met before?” 

Before I could make a bigger fool of myself, Amanda, ever the woman with control and a brain, came to the rescue by sticking out her hand. “I’m Amanda, Saskia’s bitch.” She turned and pointed to the others. “That’s Amy, Jamie, and Ferburt.” 

His lips twitched at the corners as though he wanted to laugh, and I knew it was at the expense of my brother’s name. But he politely shook everyone’s hands. As a matter of fact, the eye-raping person who’d locked gazes with me in the mirror was gone. He was now professional and polite, in an informal kind of way.  

Pleasantries done with, he cracked his knuckles and jerked his head to the side. “Come with me.” Then to my entourage, “You’re free to roam about, but keep off the floor once we start practicin’.” 

Without waiting for a reply, he turned and started towards his dancers, expecting me to follow. Which I did; I’d follow him anywhere. 

Smooth, dark hair laid flat on legs displayed in his cut-off jeans. Ongoing inscriptions tattooed his left leg, running from the side of his knee down to his ankle. The words were too small to read, plus they didn’t look like English. There were writings on his right arm also, running from under his short sleeve down to his wrist. 

Glancing over his shoulder to check if I was still with him, he stopped on the other side of the room and gestured to his dancers one by one. “Meet Tyler, Sprigs, Mace, Dane, Andre, Leo and Trent. Team A, my main dancers.” 

After I greeted the hot pack, I mean ‘Team A’, with a cordial smile and shook each of their hands, they went back to “That’s whassup!” and “Crazy, man!” over some dance competition on YouTube that they watched on the laptop.  

Jahleel pulled out a small box of Sun Maid Raisins from his pocket, popped it open and tossed a couple in his mouth before putting it back from whence it came. Most men had mints, gum or mouth spray.  He had raisins. 

Mouth chewing, he crossed his arms over his broad chest and gave me his business face. “Okay, Saskia, I never got a clear explanation of what you were looking for,” he said. “So tell me, what exactly do you want?”

You. I’ve been wanting you for

























OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
N
f’"/l'

: !
s B ~(' i
5 § s

-
s\:“

* This is not ‘«g‘
J :
@ love story Al
i i
e 2
4N 4
,n » ‘// . :
\"‘ ! | . »

~ ~a

%

S ANN COLE

LOVING ALL WRONG

crazy. messy. wildly dysfunctional.





OPS/image0.jpg
TOXIC
WIELODY

LLLLLLLLLLLLLL

S. ANN COLE





OPS/image1.jpg
lllllllllllll





