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Chapter 1 - Her Choice

 


"Are you sure you want
this?" the doctor asked for the third time. There was a lot of
frustration in Dr. Chance Jefferson's voice, but she could hear
genuine caring behind that.

Renna Johnny had a million
things going inside her head and had to focus on the handsome black
young doctor to understand what he was asking.

He was way over six feet
tall and well-built going into his thirties. Most likely, an injury
in college sidelined his professional football career, making him
lose the scholarships. Deep in debt from probably a historically
black college, Dr. Jefferson probably decided to become a doctor
because that was the only thing that could pay his bills fast
enough.

Or he felt up too many
girls in his old days. He knew the women's physique so well he
decided to make a profession out of it.

Renna had to look away
because she couldn't help but to smirk at her silly thoughts.
Pretty good at reading people who weren’t close to her, she
determined her original assumption was close to the truth, but most
times she let her negativity about men get in her way of objective
thought.

It’s not negativity, it’s naivety, her
father’s voice said in her head, quelling her harsh judgment of
herself.

Being honest with the
doctor would be the only way to get what she needed out of him.
Adjusting the uncomfortable medical smock over her broad shoulders
to hide her internal unease. Years of lifting heavy loads and hard
work had created strong shoulder muscles, but she was always
comfortable with her body. "I'm not sure what to expect, but I have
an opportunity to get what I want.” She wasn’t going to go into
details of her personal nightmare breakup. “Unless you have ten
grand in your back pocket and you want to give it to me by tomorrow
morning, then I guess I have to say yes."

The doctor snorted. "If I
had ten grand, I would put that toward the eighty grand I owe in
student loans."

"Then you understand MY
need to get this money. It's going to change my life. It's going to
increase my business. It's going to help me."

He still hesitated in
signing the form she needed.

"Look, Dr. Jefferson, I know this sounds all
unconventional, and I swear I've never done anything like this
before."

"That's the problem that I
have with this whole thing, Ms. Johnny. Looking at your history,
you haven't been with a man physically… ever?"

Shrugging off her embarrassment, she
responded very candidly, "It's not like I haven't had dick up in
me."

"A real one is different-"

Cutting him off, Renna
snipped, annoyed, "It's my vagina to do with as I please. I jumped
through all the damn hoops, and if I don't give the seller the
money by tomorrow, I could lose out on a lucrative business deal.
It’s just sex, with a man, which I don’t care for, but I’m willing
to do because of my sudden change of circumstances. Can you sign
the damn paper?"

As handsome as the doctor
was, he seemed to care too much about his patients. She should be
grateful because the last time she had been in a doctor's office
was the worst moment of her life. The incident leading to her
having to go was what had turned her off about men
completely.  At the time, she didn't know anything, so staying
away from men and running into the arms of her female best friend
for seventeen years was too easy.

Or so Renna had convinced herself.

Dr. Chance Jefferson still
hesitated for a moment, but after a second, he scribbled his
signature and handed her the form.

Stuffing the form in her
messenger bag, Renna said, "I'll figure it out. It's not like I'm
trying to get a doctorate on dick. He wants three minutes of my
time for the amount of money that I need." She'd been researching
like crazy.  Most men who paid for sex had something usually
wrong with them sexually or a lack of sex at home from the wife. "I
figure a hundred and eighty seconds, and it'll be all
over.

Her assessment didn't get
that worried look off his face, but Renna didn't care anymore. She
just wanted to get out of the doctor’s office and not think about
what she was going to do. This doctor had a way of making her
almost care about what goes on down there.

Hardening her emotions,
Renna remained unemotional about what a man needed to do to get his
rocks off with her.

The doctor handed her his
business card after he wrote a phone number on the back. "You call
me anytime for anything when it's over if you feel you need to talk
to anyone."

Renna snatched the card
and walked out of the office. Now that she had the paper, she could
call the number and let them know she was ready. Getting to her
beat-up yellow Ford Ranger, she couldn't ignore her phone anymore.
When she looked at her cell phone, there were five missed calls.
She didn't have to read the call log to know who they were. Ever
since Tatiana asked her to leave two weeks ago, Renna had been
getting calls from her ex as if she was the one who had broken
everything off. She cleared the screen, dug in her messenger bag
for the extra burner phone she’d bought and called another
number.

She was ordered to
remember the number and never to write it down. "They" wanted no
trace of the transaction, and rightly so. Everything about this
situation was very illegal.

The young female voice answered, and Renna
said, "I got the doctor's clearance form."

"Oh good," the voice said
excitedly. "The client just called me, still very eager, and it
will be nice to finally tell him we have a go-ahead for tonight,
right?"

"Yeah, of course, I need the money right
away," Rena answered. "He has the money, right?"

"Yes, you will get the
initial part as soon as you arrive and perform services. You'll get
the final payment tomorrow morning at our initial
location."

Renna sighed with relief, glad this would be
just a dark storm to get to her rainbow.

The young woman continued,
"I'll text you the address, and you should end about thirty minutes
after arrival."

The line clicked, and Renna held the phone
to her chest for a few minutes trying not to think about all the
details coming tonight.

For some reason, this
young black woman who couldn't be more than about nineteen had
approached Renna at a bar after a shitty assignment with some white
cracker that rubbed her the wrong way and asked if she could use
some money.

"Are you even old enough
to be in this bar?" Renna asked the young woman dressed in a light
gray hoodie, jeans, and matching gray sneakers. 

Her hood covered her head, and she looked
around like someone was following them.

"Probably not, but I saw you come in, and I
think you need a lift in life?"

"What kind of lift are you
selling, little girl?" Renna asked, amused, finishing the cheap bar
beer.

"The kind of lift that could set you up for
the rest of your life? Honestly, how much do you need to get your
life on track? Realistically?"

Renna threw out her best
figure to get her the hydroponic system, an excellent business
setup, and a decent condo where she could grow her small business.
"Ten thousand."

"Good. I can give it to you, but in return,
you have to sell your soul for one night."

Renna couldn't stop listening because she
had nothing to lose at that point.

If someone had told her
she would sell her body TO A MAN two weeks ago, she would have
called them a straight-up fool.

But Tatiana had decided to put her foot down
about the adoption and solidifying their relationship, and Renna
needed to make a decision.

Why ruin another child's
life? Renna had ruined one already.

Do what makes you happy or
gets you money, Renna and stop living for others, her father’s
voice had whispered when she was confused about what she needed to
do when it came to staying with Tatiana.

"Get your shit and get out
of here," Tatiana had screamed when Renna had revealed her decision
not to stay.

Never much for materials,
it only took four construction-size trash bags thrown in the back
of a ranger, her desk, her desktop computer, her plants and a
futon. Renna was used to hard work and gathering her s*** and
getting out of there took only three hours while Tatiana locked
herself up in the back bedroom and cried - or more like hollered
about how Renna was breaking her heart.

Back in the day, Renna had
worked for some landlords and knew some efficiencies that she could
lay her head down. One was right on the west side of Detroit. By
midnight, she got the key and moved into a small first-floor
bedroom by the end of the night. These were never safe, but Renna
was no stranger to the crime-ridden city. There had been many times
their apartment had gotten robbed.

Most times, the crooks stole Tatiana's
expensive stuff and maybe a couple of tools from Renna.

She had to hide her things
around the efficiency in case somebody decided to kick in the cheap
locked door and steal her tools. The most valuable items to Renna
were her plants. Being an herbalist was where her passion
rested.

When she was little, she
would spend time learning to be a gardener, specializing in herbs,
nurturing plants like they were her babies. Plants were life to her
growing up as her father ran a nursery and taught his daughter how
to grow beautiful herbs. Once life got in the way, she moved away
from what she thought were childish things and never touched a
plant again. And that was until she got word a year ago her father
was dying. She dropped everything, including her full-time
construction union job, and went to her father's side in
Ohio.

Despite everything that
happened in the past to her, none of it had been her father's
fault. Her father had warned her about things taking her away from
what she really loved in her life, but in her teenage mind, at the
time, Renna didn't listen to him. Yet when he was dying, she
regretted wasting away the years of never keeping in touch and
losing sight of what was important to her to please
others.

"You used to grow the most
beautiful, sweetest smelling sage," her father said when Renna
walked into the hospital room.

After breaking down and
crying while becoming his little girl in that instant, all over
again. Renna spent her father's last days holding his hand,
attending to his needs, and reliving the days that she had long
forgotten with a man who had always loved her.

They spoke of everything
before she lost hope in the world and in men.

Once she laid her father to rest, she sold
his nursery business in Ohio, but gathered all the seeds.

Tatiana thought she was
crazy but didn't mind Renna taking over a corner of the house with
a small hydroponics system to grow herbs. Soon their neighbors and
friends started asking her for the extra and then started buying
from her.

The small business venture
wasn't much, but the extra income from customers over the years
told her she needed to expand, and now that she was away from
Tatiana, things seemed more apparent.

Clearing out her call log, Renna saw a text
message from a number she had deleted the name a couple of months
ago.

There were three words, "I miss you."

Immediately, she hit
delete and looked in the mirror. Staring at light brown eyes under
natural long lashes and thick trembling lips, she forced herself
not to cry. The natural youthfulness of her chubby cheeks
complimented the thick nose that often crinkled even when she
wasn’t confused. And yes, her nose was crinkling now because it was
becoming hard to not feel the emotions of pain as tears welled in
her eyes.

She had lost her father,
broke up with her best friend/lover, and turned away from a
childhood friend all in three months. Feeling very alone in the
world was so difficult when she had so many questions about herself
and what she wanted to do with her life.

The phone rang again with
Tatiana's number. Renna pushed her ex-girlfriend into her voicemail
yet again because at just that moment, she was not composed enough
to even handle talking.

Taking three minutes of
deep breaths to pull her equilibrium together, Renna reluctantly
decided to hit the call back button to bring Tatiana on the
Bluetooth in her truck.

"So that's how it's going
to be?" Tatiana asked, irritated.

"What do you mean?" Renna questioned. "You
told me to leave."

Tatiana clicked her
tongue. "Why do I have a feeling you were waiting for me to give
you an ultimatum, Renna? Ever since your father died three months
ago, you've been acting strange. You came back from handling his
affairs acting weird; Like you didn't want to be with me anymore.
Before you left, you were all set to sign papers for the adoption.
When you came back, you were acting like bringing a child into our
lives would be wrong. Being with me was wrong."

"Tati, I just felt that if
we're going to bring a child into our relationship, it should be
when we both feel we can afford something like that." That had been
only ONE of the reason’s Renna had coped out.

"I am a nurse
administrator," Tatiana exclaimed. "We could afford it. We could
afford anything we wanted."

"You just got promoted," Renna sourly
pointed out. 

Tatiana countered, "You
feel you have to be in charge. How can you expect to afford
anything while you're just starting a business? I know you're
staying somewhere cheap."

Renna didn't want to get
into the details of her living situation, so she reiterated, "I
didn't feel our lives needed to change any more than what it
was."

Tatiana took a deep breath
on the other line to calm down. "Renna, I understand how you feel
about having children. I WAS THERE holding your hand when it all
happened. I know what you went through. That is why I chose the
adoption because I knew you wouldn't want to go through that again,
and you didn't want to see me go through that at all. It was the
next step in our relationship."

Renna tightened her hands
around the steering column because she didn't want to talk about
this at all. "Look, I got another call coming in, I got to take...
There's nothing to talk about, Tatiana. You said to choose you and
the adoption or choose to be alone. I decided to be alone. Let's
just let it go and move on with our lives."

Renna hung up before
Tatiana could say another word.








Chapter 2 - He Choose

 


Beck wanted to throw the
phone across the room but then knew it would not help him if he had
to call back. The young woman was quite confident he would have
what he wanted tonight, but he needed to be a little bit more
patient. He was not a patient man, and he hated leaving anything to
chance. Or anything to a woman much less.

Ever since he saw the thickly built snack
size boyish woman, he started to envision a way to quench his
thirst without getting a commitment.

"What did the Shadow say?"
his best friend, Ian inquired.

"The same thing," Beck growled
disappointedly. "Everything will happen tonight." He was so
frustrated he drilled the nails into the wall with only two taps of
the hammer.

"She's never been wrong as
I've heard. Whatever you want, the Shadow gets."

Beck sneered, "She better get it. As much as
I'm shelling out for this arrangement, I better get what I
want."

"And all this over soup?"

Beck rolled his Iris blue
eyes. “I’m telling you there was something about the soup and
her.”

Ian frowned. “You think
she’s a witch? Because I haven’t seen you this interested ever in a
woman. You know some of those black women come from Haiti knowing
that voodoo shit. Didn’t you see that American Horror Story? Or
that old Bond movie?”

Ignoring his friend's
silliness, Beck said, “I just know for the first time my stomach
didn’t hurt a whole day, my head didn’t kill me and when I took my
blood pressure that night, it was close to normal. It had to be the
soup.”

“So why don’t you just get
the recipe from her through Thaddeus instead of paying some weird
Shadow person to find her.”

“Because I don’t want
Thaddeus to know and it’s not JUST the soup, Ian. I want her
too.”

“I think you’re going
about this ass backwards. You’re going to fuck her and then ask for
the soup?”

“I haven’t thought that
far. I just know I want her,” he grumbled a bit
confused.

“This isn’t like you at
all, Beck. You’re meticulous to the point of being psychotic, but
all of a sudden you can’t think straight, you have no plan of
action and out of nowhere you like green soup.” Ian chuckled
thoroughly amused at his friend’s anxiousness. “I think she’s a
witch, because you plan the order you eat your food on your plate.”
Ian laughed at Beck’s confusion. "I gotta ask, why now? Why this
woman? Is it because of the anniversary? The promise you
made?”

Beck shifted
uncomfortably. “It’s been on my mind a lot. After all these years,
I mean I should move on, but… Ian, you know how hard that’s been. I
know I’ve been restless, and I’ve wanted to get her damn brother
out of my life sooner than later, but women these days want more,
yet are so damn fragile. I fucking look at one and I’m being
accused of hurting them. I need less with something sturdy.
Unbreakable.” He shrugged. “I thought if I started looking at my
needs like a construction project, I could find what I could get.
She’s thick and sturdy.”

“She’s black. That’s never
been your type.”

“It’s not about the type,”
Beck quickly responded. “It’s about the durability. This is more of
an analytical decision, Ian. A pussy is a pussy. If I have to close
my eyes to enjoy it, then so be it, but she was kinda cute in the
face, in a puppy kind of way. A smarty pants, but I’m not getting
her to chew the fat.”

Ian winced at Beck’s
cruelness, but then asked, “Have you thought about where you're
going to take the young lady? In terms of a
place?" 

Beck wanted to punch himself in the face.
His fogged lust was envisioning how he was going to take her, not
where he was going to take her.

Being a planner, he
managed complicated construction jobs like the back of his hand,
but he was totally out of sorts when it came to his personal life.
"No, I haven't thought that far."

"But didn't you say the Shadow said
tonight?"

"I got the money; that's no problem."

"But you know yourself,
Beck. And you know how you are. What are you going to do? Take her
to a hotel, cover up with a blanket, tell her to shut up, and do
her?" Ian asked.

"No, that wasn't what I
was thinking. I wasn't thinking at all."

"What about here?" Ian
asked, looking around the master bedroom of the
farmhouse.

Beck looked at his best
friend as if he had lost his mind. "I'm going to be selling this
property. I don't think bringing a sex slave here would be
okay."

Ian rolled his eyes
ridiculously. "As if she's going to know this property is going to
be up for sale. As if she will care in two months a whole 'nother
family will be here, after what you will do to her. This occasion
is a one-time deal. Plus, now the brother knows you're going to
sell it; they're just waiting for their cut and will stop
interfering in shit."

Beck looked around the
place and figured he could brace a makeshift wall in a couple of
hours and then take it back down tomorrow, and no one would be the
wiser.

"You're right," he agreed with his best
friend.

"As usual," Ian said
arrogantly. "I'm going by the depot. You want me to put some stuff
to be delivered."

They both loved to build
things, and they had a dedicated store where they could get
suitable quality materials. "Yeah, put it on my tab. I'll send you
the measurements and items while you're on your way." He was still
accessing the whole master bedroom. "Thanks for the
idea."

Beck took out his
measuring tape and began to size up the room.

"If you want an idea, I
know what you're thinking; make sure you put it over the mirror so
she can just look down at your bald ass head on the other side and
see what you're doing to her."

Ian knew him too
perfectly.

Beck didn't know when Ian
had left because he didn't think about anything else once he became
consumed with a project. He texted Ian the measurements and all the
items he would need. About an hour later, Ian texted him back to
let him know everything was most likely ready for delivery in
another hour.

He was grateful to have a
friend like Ian who understood his idiosyncrasies and perverseness
for something different. Beck had his vices, and they had guided
him for so long in his life he didn't understand normal
anymore.

Beck stepped back to
envision his construction masterpiece. Soon as he had the proper
material and an hour, everything would be finalized. Rudimentary,
but capable of doing the job. Carpet boards he had requested would
suit, and the straps he could add to the weight bench would easily
hold her in place.

He could feel himself
becoming engorged, and that had not happened from the thought of a
woman in a long while. Yet ever since he had seen her dressed in
ragged overalls and an oversized hoodie with a construction hat,
hopping out an ugly beat-up yellow Ford Ranger like she owned the
place, he couldn't think of anything else. He’d sized up her thick
one hundred eighty-pound frame immediately like he was building
something.

He'd met plenty of black
women, and nothing phased him, but this voluptuous sister, with her
stern direct gaze from those exotic doe-colored light brown eyes
and a firm handshake, taking everything up a notch. She wasn’t
scared of guys, although she couldn’t have been more than five feet
three. 

She'd come a week ago to a
project that was going sideways. Someone had ordered a
twenty-foot-wide marble counter for a fifteen-foot entrance, and no
matter how Beck thought it out, there was no way to get the panel
through the door. No one person could lift it, and the forklift
driver was clueless.

Beck had been about to
fire everyone. This project was vital to him because to get in
Thaddeus Newman's good graces would mean getting contacts with big
business in Detroit.

With the way the city was
leaning, Beck could make millions by the end of the
year.

On top of that, Thaddeus
Newman had decided to show up for the delivery because the marble
piece would showcase the place, and he wanted to watch things run
smoothly.

"I got a guy," Thaddeus
said, seeing the frustration on Beck's thick reddish-brown bushy
eyebrows.

"Just give me-"

Thaddeus held up a hand.
He was a man that looked like he could punch concrete with his
fist, but a continuous smirk on his face told everyone he wouldn't.
A former football player, Thaddeus was the owner of one of the
largest black-owned construction companies in Metro Detroit. When
the casino moved into Detroit, the man had done lucrative business
throughout the area.

Now Beck was trying to get
a piece of the pie running his construction management team, taking
construction projects to completion, and he was damn good at his
job. Moving to Detroit hadn't been in his cards twenty years ago.
He thought he would be moving up in a suburban construction firm,
but things went awry, and Beck was fired and wholly banned from
working with any of the suburban construction firm's clients or
competitors. His former in-laws had their hand in making that
happen.

Yet, this whole month was
extremely hard for him because he'd woken up to news the medicine
he took for his high blood pressure was giving him headaches and
stomach issues, and yet another treatment option was
needed.

"I know a badass forklift
driver that could swing that piece in there like it was nothing."
Thaddeus was already calling who he needed and giving them an
address. "Yeah, Ree, can you be here in an hour?" There was a brief
pause. "If you get here in less than thirty, I'll give you a grand,
plus your usual day cost if you fix my problem."

An hour later, an old
rusty yellow Ford Ranger pulled up, and the shortest forklift
driver Beck ever saw, shaking Thaddeus' hand like they'd created
the handshake, carrying a backpack and a lunch bag as if they'd
just gotten off of work.

'Confident ass bitch,' Beck snarled to
himself, making no effort to go over there and even meet this
arrogant ass.

Beck stayed away and
glared hard, frustrated at his failure. The little man would barely
be able to sit and put their foot on the pedals. This "Ree"
couldn't be more than 5'3, and he noted there were extended heels
on the bottom of their work shoes!

Mug fug! They were too
small to drive the forklift and had lifters to reach the
pedal.

He wanted to go over there
and tell Thaddeus the man had finally lost his mind, but he decided
to sit back and watch this little bitch fail.

Thaddeus handed the little
man a wad of cash, which meant that Ree didn't do shit until
payment was in hand.

Bouncing over to the
forklift, Beck watched them adjust the seat considerably for their
small stature and then start it up.

Just as Thaddeus said,
this Ree meticulously drove the marble up to the doorway and
engineered the large piece through.

When it was through the doorway, this Ree
shifted the forklift down and asked, "Where do you want it?"

Beck's mouth dropped open
at the light brown eyes and small face.

"That's a fucking girl!" he exclaimed out
loud.

Thaddeus chuckled as Ree
shot Beck a look of disgust.

"Put it over in the large
part, Ree. The foreman in that area will direct you," Thaddeus
ordered her and then turned to Beck. "Close your mouth, Beck;
you're looking like you just saw a unicorn."

Beck adjusted himself
mentally and physically because his whole body seemed to find
something damn arousing about a woman working a forklift like it
was putty in her hands. "I ain't never seen a girl drive no
forklift like that," he admitted, flabbergasted. "Hell, I ain't
never seen a man do that."

"Neither have I," Thaddeus
agreed, impressed. "Ree's a natural. She told me she used to get
the flats off the truck when she was ten for her dad's nursery. She
got certified to drive a forklift before she even got her driver's
license. Met her at another job and keep her handy for things like
this. She’s on-call, not full time anymore, but I like her. She
gets shit done."

Thaddeus received a phone
call and became distracted, while Beck decided to wander over to
where Ree had put down her bags. He couldn't stop himself from
digging through her stuff when no one was looking. There were books
about plants and even packets of seeds inside the bag, along with
other items, but nothing personal. Her wallet wasn't in there, so
he couldn't get any information about her or her address. Not
finding anything was disappointing because Beck knew Thaddeus
wasn't going to tell him the information about this voluptuous,
thickly built brown skin beauty.

He opened up her lunch
bag, and since he hadn't eaten all day, he partook in some homemade
soup in a glass jar. He could smell many natural scents and unknown
herbs in the soup, but he didn't care because he was hungry. There
were slices of homemade bread as well. And even a nectarine. He
tucked the fruit in his jacket pocket.

Pissed that he couldn't
find more information from his rude snooping, Beck's curiosity
about her increased and from afar watched her for the next hour.
Occasionally he took a picture secretly when he could get a
memorable shot of her. If he never saw her again he needed to
remember her.

His brain wondered, did
her flawless brown skin on her face spread over to her butt cheeks?
Damn that oversize coverall she wore. He was frustrated because he
couldn’t see her breast and wondered if she had the aureoles that
covered the whole breast. Was she tough enough to take the sucking
he wanted to do? He could lick his tongue all over the goosebumps
they produced and -

Fuck! His damn work pants
were so uncomfortable, but he wouldn’t dare touch the area. Not
here. 

Half an hour later, Ree jumped down from the
forklift and went over to her bags.

He watched as she
immediately could tell something wasn't right, and then when she
went through her lunch bag, Beck almost cackled, knowing she was
looking for that nectarine. Instead of going girly hysterical like
he thought she would, Ree surveyed the construction site but then
seemed to shrug off the theft.

Instead, Ree bounded over
to Thaddeus. "I'm out," she said.

Beck could read her nice,
luscious lips from twenty feet away. Thaddeus looked around for
Beck and then said to her as they walked toward Beck, "Ree, I'd
like you to meet Beck Hardy."

Beck braced himself as
they approached him. He shoved his hands in his pocket and didn't
change the intimidating scowl on his face. "He was very impressed
with your forklift skills, Ree. He'd been trying to figure out the
problem all morning."

Moving uncomfortably close
to her, so she would be forced to crane her neck up at his six-foot
height, Renna didn’t back away. She didn’t cower and he liked that.
Beck put his hand out to shake and, at the same time, took the
nectarine out and took a sizable juicy bite from the fresh
fruit.

Renna, with those light
brown eyes that seemed to conflict with her dark brown skin tone,
just looked down at his hand as if he'd scratched his ass, and
there was shit all over his fingers. He had to look down at his
hands to make sure there was nothing on there from the sour look
she gave him.

"If you want anything
accomplished, just send a woman in to do the job," Renna said,
gritting her teeth and tipping her hat before walking
away.

"She's not very sociable
today," Thaddeus said with a chuckle.

Beck didn't care if she
was social or not. That's not what he wanted from her. Riling her
the fuck up had not worked, so now he needed something more from
her.

Sucking on his teeth, he
watched her like a hawk as she jumped in that jalopy of a Ranger
and drove away. In his gut, he had a feeling she was watching him
out of her rearview mirror with that "fuck you" in those pretty
brown eyes.

Damn, he wanted to grab
that ass and grind his body down on hers. Beck bet she was sturdy
enough, and there would be no bruising.

Well, tonight, he would be
able to grab hold of that brown ass while he drove himself deep
inside of her. He was still irked that her personal information was
being kept from him, but he would get what he
wanted. 

She would be tough enough
to handle him, and Beck would pay her enough to shut up about it so
he wouldn't have to go through what had happened last time he was
with a woman.

"If you want something done right," The
Shadow had said. "You have to pay for it."

 



Chapter 3 - Three Minutes, Right?

 

The address was easy to
find, but when the rideshare only pulled up to the gate and
stopped, she looked curiously at her driver.

"Aren't you going to pull in?" she
asked.

"Not according to that
sign," the driver said, pointing at the posting on the gate, ‘no
cars allowed past this point.’

Renna stepped out of the
vehicle and walked up to the speaker box by the gate. According to
the instructions texted to her phone, she had been given a code. A
lock clicked on the gate after entering the numbers. She pushed
open and walked through, closing the gate behind her. The car drove
off, and she knew she could not change her mind.

Renna found a dark salmon
spaghetti-strap babydoll dress with matching flat open-toe sandals,
and just like the instructions told her, she was to wear nothing
underneath.

Before sex with Tatiana,
Renna had permanently removed her hair from public areas using a
sugaring technique. With lemon juice mixed with sugar and warm
water, this was like a natural wax that removed hair immediately.
Tatiana had demanded any and all hair removed, disgusted by
follicles down there.

Renna had similar beliefs
and had kept up her grooming even after she and Tatiana were no
longer having sex.

Although, grooming was so
time-consuming, Renna would rather be with her plant babies feeling
relaxed rather than tending to unwanted follicles.

It was a warm spring day
in Metro Detroit, and even though she had to drive thirty minutes
from her home to where she would spend the next couple hours, the
weather was still lovely.

Walking up the drive, she
noted the yellow farmhouse she was walking towards was rather
large. The place had to be at least over 8,000 feet, and that
didn't include the many acres of land around the
property.

As she stepped to the
front door, a cool breeze seemed to flow up the dress and give her
a chill. Maybe she had taken off a little too much. But according
to Cosmopolitan magazine, this was what most men liked as well.
There wasn't much she could go on, and this scared her the most.
But the circumstances surrounding this situation would be
beneficial for her because she would only have to lie there and let
him "do his business."

The doctor’s words reverberated in her head,
“A real one is different.”

Renna would be okay with
everything because she had no idea what to do. Her experience with
a man had been the same as with a woman: a little foreplay and a
whole lot of rubbing.

There was a code to get in
the door, and she quickly punched the four-digit number. When the
lock clicked, she entered a large family room dimly lit. According
to the detailed directions, she was to walk immediately to the left
down the hallway until she arrived at the double blue door to her
right.

The well written out
instructions brought Renna comfort because, in all her nervousness,
she needed simplicity. Checking the burner phone just as she
arrived at the blue doors, she read, 'Once you enter, there will be
an envelope on a table near the door with the first portion of the
payment. After you verify the amount, go left, where you will see a
bathroom. There you will clean up thoroughly, come out and go
behind the curtains. 

Looking in front of her, as she walked
through the blue doors, Renna noticed huge window curtains were
drawn in the middle of the room, with a rather elementary
setup.

She assumed these were placed there for this
occasion.

The promised large gray
envelope was on the table by the door. As instructed, Renna put her
test results on the table, and "his'' test results were right by
the envelope. She saw a clean bill of health, and just like her
form, his name and other personal information had been redacted.
The doctor had already told her the clients results as well and she
had given the doctor permission to release hers. 

She knew the doctor had a
right to be concerned. Safe sex was important in this day and age
and this client had specifically asked for natural. This meant he
wanted to be able to ejaculate inside of Renna without the fear of
birth control. Hence, the doctor becoming involved and the test
results. 

This was to assure the client and Renna they
would be safe. 

Unfortunately, due to past
incidents, Renna didn’t have to worry about becoming
pregnant.

Shaking off past bad
memories, Renna opened the envelope, and wanted to squeal at the
money inside. Never in her entire life had she ever held four
thousand in cash - All crisp $100 bills all for her.

Looking at the curtain
again, she wanted to yank them away and look behind what was to be
her fate for tonight. But she felt following the instructions were
very important to this client and wanted to do precisely as she had
been told, especially now that she was paid. She knew taking this
money was selling herself and her soul, but if one night would
guarantee for the rest of her life, she could get what she wanted,
then it was going to be worth it.

Being with Tatiana all
these years, she had thought they were saving, but found out after
she had moved out, the bank account had been drained. Renna blamed
herself for not paying attention to their accounts thinking Tatiana
with her fancy degree and administrative business skills could also
take care of the household financial needs. This was probably why
her ex had a fit when Renna left from being full time because there
wasn’t money to be doing what Renna wanted to do. 

Yet, Renna thought everything financially
was fine.

How Tatiana thought they
could raise a kid from check to check was beyond Renna and leaving
the relationship when she did, made more and more sense the more
she was away from Tatiana’s overwhelming enchanting hold on her
heart.

Now being on her own
having run through all her personal savings to start the business,
and the money she was making at the business was keeping it barely
in the black, Renna knew the influx of money she would get from
selling her body would be the ticket she needed to get her life
together and to stop wanting to run back to Tatiana.

In the bathroom, there was a large towel and
a note on top.

'After cleaning up, lotion
all your body up from the waist down to your knees.' Renna noted
the handwriting was very clear; before continuing to read, 'Wrap
the towel around your chest - with nothing else on - and walk out
in the bedroom. Lay on the bench on your back. Scoot until your
posterior is in position and place the heels of your feet on the
lower rests."

What position was this?
Not being with a man for so long, Renna couldn’t think if there
were ‘new’ positions out there she didn’t know about or since not
being with a man, she was just really unfamiliar with the whole
man-woman intercourse positions.

Renna didn't want to dwell
too much on the visual horror that was coming to mind. She'd see in
a moment.

This man didn't know she was a former
lesbian and was clean enough to eat off. Tatiana had always
demanded cleanliness - sometimes doing it herself to the point of
making Renna cry.

Cleaning herself up very
well yet again because she had done a damn good job at home, she
noted there were two sinks in the bathroom. Was he
married?

She determined this had to
be the master bathroom from the elaborate layout with the separate
shower and bathtub, with high price faucets and
plumbing.

From her experience, no
man could decorate this spectacularly. A woman had to be involved -
one with an excellent eye for décor, Renna noted.

Even the towel proclaimed
a woman had something to do with this household. Renna could smell
fabric softener.

Would that be why he took
her health so seriously? 

Was he cheating for the first time?

Staring at herself in the mirror, Renna
wondered if this man was doing this because he couldn't pleasure
his wife? Or maybe he was curious about a black woman?

Yeah, he had to be white
living out in the upscale Bloomfield Hills neighborhood.

"He likes it rough and different," the young
female had said.

Renna took a deep breath
and shook out the nervousness. It was getting harder to ignore that
tiny voice in the back of her head telling her to run like
hell.

She had kept her hair cornrowed in
shoulder-length braids, which was a cheap protective style that
kept her naturally thick 4c hair in check and made it possible to
wear that uncomfortable construction hat.

He WAS married! Most
likely, his wife was out of town, and he was taking full advantage
of his little temporary "single" life.

Think of the money, Renna. Take your
conscience and morality out of this situation.

This ONE time.

A few minutes of hell for
a lifetime of financial freedom, that's what she kept telling
herself. One hundred and eighty seconds was
nothing! 

She put all her personal
belongings behind the bathroom door and shoved her phone on the
side of her bag. If things got bad, she could somehow make a run
for this room, lock the door and at least be able to get her
clothes back on. The window looked easy enough to get out, and
since she was on the first floor, she could jump out and find a way
over the fence that went around the property.

Good lawd, you're already
trying to escape!

Taking deep breaths to
calm herself, Renna pulled herself back in the game, repeating, A
few minutes of hell for a lifetime of financial freedom. You can do
this! And forget it!

Stepping out of the room
onto the cold carpet-less floor of the master bedroom, Renna
realized someone had come into the room while she was in the
bathroom.

The curtains on the
windows were now drawn closed to block outside, and varying kinds
of candles lit the entire room. Someone had also opened the
makeshift curtain, and Renna immediately saw the carpeted partition
with a heart-shaped hole in the middle bolted into the floor. There
were small shelves on each side of the hole about two inches, two
about a foot from the hole and another pair right under the
hole.

Walking around the
partition, she noted no other furniture in the room except on the
other side of the section was a weight bench up against the
partition's hole.

'Position herself,' she remembered the
bathroom note.

What kind of white man bat
shit crazy mess was this?

At the foot of the
partition were leather straps with cuffs on them. There was another
note on the weight bench.

"Remove the towel. Lay
down and put your feet through the hole until they can rest on the
lower shelves built on the other side of the wall. Grab each
leather strap and cuff your wrist to brace yourself."

Her heart jarred twice in her chest and her
breath caught in her throat.

She could still throw the
money down and leave the residence. That bathroom window would be
easy to conquer.

Once she locked herself in
those cuffs, there would be no turning back.

Renna stared at the weight bench for a long
moment, but then she knew what she had to do.

There was no way she could
get the five grand to the hydroponics seller by tomorrow morning.
She had that amount of time before the seller considered another
buyer. And then there was her apartment. She needed to get the
deposit to them by the afternoon.

A lot rested on this moment and the decision
she was going to make.

You'll barely remember
this.

Just like the last time you were with a
man.

You barely remembered anything.

Another bad memory.

In ten years, this will be a fleeting
thought.

No one would know.

No one would EVER know.

A few minutes of agony for
a lifetime of financial freedom, she reminded herself.

A man's sex lasted that long - A few
minutes, three minutes max, right?

One hundred and eight seconds.


Chapter 4 - The Deed To Be Forgotten

 


Taking a deep breath,
Renna dropped the towel and sat on the weight bench. Knowing her
height, she realized the board was explicitly lifted and stable
enough to hold her, so her toes barely touched the floor. Picking
up the leather straps, she pulled them up to her wrists and
realized these had been designed to reach her wrist
comfortably.

How did someone know her
dimensions? 

She pushed paranoia out of
her mind. Being in construction, she had to admire the
craftsmanship. Looking around the room to see if anyone was hiding
anywhere, Renna felt unease all of a sudden.

Returning to sit on the
weight bench, she did as instruct and placed her foot on the small
lower shelves outside the hole. To be comfortable, she would have
to scoot her posterior all the way to the edge and automatically
have to keep her legs wide open. The gap was just wide enough so
the end of the weight bench along with her womanhood would be
accessible for whoever's pleasure.

Dear Lord, a sex bench?

Putting the cuffs around
her wrist and locking herself in, she tried to keep her breathing
under control and prayed this was over fast.

Opening her eyes as she tried to relax where
she was lying, Renna looked at the ceiling.

WHAT THE HELL?! A mirror? The entire back
half of the room's ceiling had a mirror on it!

Renna NOW wanted to
scream.

What the hell had she gotten herself
into?

And who was going to unlock her?

A door closed.

Her ears strained to hear quiet footsteps
start to approach where she was lying.

Renna remembered the young
lady had said there would be a bonus if all instructions were
followed.

One of the initial
instructions had been not to say a word.

Pressing her lips so tight together, Renna
tried not to let her breathing get out of control, but this was
agonizing.

A panic attack was imminent.

Maybe you should have
listened to the doctor? Her conscience reprimanded.

Oh, now you want to warn
me?!

Renna stared up at the mirror, and her eyes
widened as a brawny bald white man with a beard came on the other
side of the partition.

How had he appeared? When did this man
appear? To be so damn big, he walked quieter than a cat!

And did he lift damn
cinder blocks for fun? His shoulders, arms, and back were a bunch
of muscles on top of muscles! Dear lawd! Someone stood in the
Pectoral and Deltoid line too long.

He never looked up, but
she could see about two inches of a brownish ginger beard on his
face. He stood at six feet. Were those ripples in his stomach
too?

All he wore were some
black loose-fitting pants, accentuating the lightness of his pale
skin, and his quiet footsteps were because he was barefoot. Just
over his shoulders, Renna could see freckles along his light hairy
back. There was sparse hair on his chest to solidify he was a true
redhead, and he wasn't into shaving his body like other
men.

Yet, Renna's idea of
'other men' had been guys on tv, the ones that frequented gay clubs
or hung out with her and Tatiana. And either they were gay or just
well-groomed.

LOOK UP! Her mind screamed, but he didn't.
He was staring at the partition and the large hole, where the lower
half of her body was presented to him like a gift…

Geez, this was becoming
very uncomfortable for Renna.

Why did he stare between her legs as he was
analyzing soil samples from afar?

She wanted to close her
thighs together, but then he would say she was resisting him and
possibly withhold the other part of the payment.

Why did she have to be
completely naked?

Could she have just been bottomless?

He reached up hesitantly with his left hand
and pressed a hand on her inner right thigh.

The feeling was electric.

Only Tatiana had ever
touched her intimately in the past fifteen years. Renna's
ex-girlfriend's hands had been soft, smooth, and gentle.

Having a man touch her in private places was
so frightening. Behind his palm, she could almost feel his
strength, a brutal roughness and …

His other hand came up to
her the inside of her other thigh. After a moment, they started to
descend to her womanhood.

She gasped quietly, unable to cover her
mouth.

His hands stopped just as they got to the
grove in her thigh.

Did he hear her?

His hands moved down and
around her flank and gripped her posterior. Yes, he was aggressive.
The good thing was his nails were short but desperately needing
smoothing out. She could feel the calluses on his hands, but more
importantly, there was a lot of brawn.

Being thickly built was
perfect for him, but she knew she wasn't strong enough to hold off
a man like this if she wanted to unless he was tied
down.

Damn, was he trying to rip her butt cheeks
off or pull the brown off her skin?

Wincing in pain at how
hard he gripped her ass, she hoped he would hurry up so they could
be done. When did the timer start? Upon entry or did he need to
warm up? Was there anything called warm up strokes?

When his hands let go of
her rear, Renna breathed a sigh of relief, but he wasn't done
touching her. Those hands came through the hole, over her stomach,
and fondled her breast.

She saw he had to press
against the partition to reach up, but she also saw just what she
had felt; he had workers' hands.

He wasn't some rich
sit-in-the-office man. This was a man who worked hard with his bare
hands.

She'd seen these hands so many times in her
line of work; she found them almost more attractive than some soft
girl man's hands.

He gripped her breast
fully and then rubbed his rough thumbs over the tips in unison. The
sensation didn't feel like anything Tatiana had ever done to her
body. His strong fingers were digging in like they were trying to
re-mold her breast, and she pressed her lips together so tight she
could feel them going numb from the pressure.

He NEVER looked up!

Just once, Renna wanted to
make eye contact with him instead of staring at his bald
head.

She didn't know why this was important,
but-

Suddenly, his hands shot
down. The middle finger on his left hand jammed inside her with a
little bit of natural wetness, while his other hand dug down in his
loose-fitting pants to pull out his member.

His bald head was in her way, so she didn't
see anything, BUT SHE FELT EVERYTHING.

The bench was perfect for
his waist height, where he could press down into her, and his
thickness filled her just like any other phallus she and Tatiana
had played with.

What Renna didn't expect was the heat.

Damn! Was this a dick or a hot poker?

So much heat and… was that
his heartbeat. She couldn't help to wince as he pulled away and
then pressed down again.

Then those rough hands
gripped her flanks, pinning her down on the weight bench as he
continuously stroked into her.

Renna had become
accustomed to his rough handling. Those callus sandpaper hands were
causing friction to her skin and generating the wetness inside of
her. The sensation was so powerfully different than anything she
had ever felt... and then there was his heat.

He grunted, holding on to
her butt for dear life before then gasping as if he were taking his
last breath. She sharply sucked air through her teeth when he drove
down so hard about five times in succession, and she realized why
she needed the leather straps to hold on as his powerful throbbing
muscle pressed up into her body. She thought his member was going
to explode inside of her, but then realized he was coming… in
her!

Hot! So damn...

...another whimper escaped as she became
mindless, succumbing to nature's need to receive.

The pulsing from his
member slowed down, and then soon, she could feel his heartbeat
again before he moved out.

She released her hold on
the straps because she didn't need the balance anymore but was
grateful for having them.

He still didn't look up as he straightened
himself.

"Close your eyes," he ordered in a grizzly
tone.

She reluctantly obeyed,
and then she felt him come around the partition. He stood over her
for a long moment, and she was almost tempted to try to get a look
at his face but then thought about the money she would get if she
obeyed.

He picked up her wrist and unlocked the
handcuff.

He then walked to the
other side and released her other wrist.

Renna waited for further instruction or for
him to move, but he was still beside her. Suddenly, she felt him
move close. His rough hands reached over and touched her breasts
again.

She didn't move; Scared
about this man's proximity. Shouldn't he be sated? Why did he want
to touch her afterward?

Tatiana always wanted to be left alone after
sex. She'd always complain she was still too sensitive.

According to what Renna
had read, men fell asleep after sex.

His rough hands moved to the farthest breast
and circled her aureole, arousing the tip, and then he moved to the
one close by him and did the same. The nipple, of course, perked
up, loving the roughness of his hands.

She couldn't help her body
responding because she knew those hands-

Fuck!

His hot ass mouth covered her entire tip,
and that rough beard of his rode over her skin, titillating her
senses.

She gasped, throwing her
head back, not being able to control her response. He sucked her
breast so hard like he was trying to draw milk, and then his tongue
flicked over the tip—circle, circle again, and flick.

Double fuck!

Curling her toes, she
found herself arching to his mouth, and it was hard to keep her
hands down by her side. Why had he taken those damn cuffs
off?

"Oooh. Umm," Renna moaned out of
control.

He pulled away abruptly as if he had been
caught and moved away from her.

She forced herself to calm down, hoping this
wouldn't affect her "tip."

"After you hear the door
close, get your clothes and get out. Your car will be waiting," he
instructed and walked away.

Fuck, that gruff ass whispery voice did
nothing to help her calm her aroused senses.

Shortly after the door
closed, Renna's eyes flew open. Slowly pulling her legs back into
her body and then standing up, she could feel soreness all over,
but at least she could walk straight.

That was until she took
her fourth step and her calf muscles seemed to reverberate on
themselves. Dizziness seemed to overcome her balance. She fell to
the ground, scratching her knee.

Sitting on the floor for a moment to compose
herself, she laughed in relief.

It hadn't been THAT bad, especially the
end.

Getting up, Renna steadied
herself before walking and made it to the bathroom.

There were baby wipes in
her bag, and she quickly wiped herself down before putting her
clothes on.

The paper she had left on
the table where the envelope had been was gone, and she looked back
at the partition for a very long moment hoping she NEVER saw that
device ever again.

Walking out of the blue
doors, it had started to go on in the evening, and there was more
soft lighting around. There was just enough lighting everywhere so
Renna could maneuver back to the front door and then walk out of
the farmhouse again. Of course, she had to walk down the walkway,
enter the code to open the gate and then get in the waiting
car.

The driver took her to
where she told him to go: a block away from her home where she had
left her Ranger parked in a gas station.

For some strange reason,
she had a feeling these people could find her again, and other than
the burner phone number she had given them, she didn't want any
further contact once she got her money.

On the drive home, though,
Renna wondered how the ginger man looked. Would he be cruel looking
like the ass on the construction site?

Oh damn! What made her think of that
horrible lunch stealing man?

Even though she had not
said a word to anyone, Renna knew that the asshole had gone through
her bag and her lunchbox to steal her food. She hoped he choked on
that nectarine she had been thinking about eating all
day.

No, the mystery man couldn't look like
that.

Whatever. It didn't matter.

It wasn't as if she'd see either one ever
again.

Reaching her hand in her
bag, Renna touched the envelope and hoped tomorrow she could forget
this entire twenty-four hours once she received the other
portion.


Chapter 5 - And Now It Begins

 


A text message came on the
burner phone at about six in the morning. 

'Meet me at the bar 'bout eleven.'

Renna had to pick up the
hydroponics system at nine in the morning, and she would make it
back to Detroit in time for this meeting. She wasn’t looking
forward to drinking cheap beer, but she’d do anything for the rest
of her payment so she could forget about selling her soul for one
hundred and eighty seconds.

'Yep,' was all she responded.

After a few minutes, the
phone rang, with the young lady on the line. "How do you feel?" was
the subsequent greeting. "The client told me to ask you this
without saying he was asking, but I'm too exhausted to think of how
to ask you for my concern creatively."

Before answering, Renna
stood up, and the wobble in the back of her calf shot up her thigh.
Quickly sitting down, feeling the soreness on her rear, she
responded, "Like a mack truck pounded the shit out of me. The
doctor was right. Real dick is different."

The young lady huskily
chuckled on the other line. "Yeah, I've been told. My uncle says
I'm too young to find out."

"I agree, just like you
are too young to be in bars and setting up illicit
encounters."

Taking offense, the young
lady said, "I've been on the street before I was ten, lady. You
grow up fast when you're eating day-old rained on pizza you had to
fight the rats for."

"Yuck," Renna wretched. "Why was the client
concerned?"

"I'll tell you at the
bar," and the line disconnected.

A couple of more hours to
deal with all this mess, and it'll be over, Renna told herself. She
would never have to deal with any of them again and she would throw
the phone in the Detroit River in celebration.

Unable to sleep, she got
up and went down the hall to the bathroom shared in the efficiency.
Early in the morning and very late at night was the best time to
use the bathroom, which was why as soon as she arrived home, she
took a long hot shower, grateful there was hot water to
use.

Without another thought
last night, she went to bed, but all she had dreamed was the
faceless ginger standing in front of her. In her dreams, she was
constantly running away, but everywhere she turned, there he was,
tall, ripped stomach, pronounced pectoralis muscles, and broad
meaty shoulders with freckles right over the horizon.

How had she remembered all
the details about his body yet still had not seen his
face?

The growl of the voice
told her to get out, but he kept appearing in front of
her.

She put on the extra
lights and turned the extended mirror to see behind her getting in
the bathroom. Gasping at the purple marks on the side of her rear,
she was very sure those were the imprints of his
fingers. 

She bet if she could get a
magnifier on her posterior, she'd see his fingerprints. He'd
squeezed her ass so hard, in the end, he'd left
bruises. 

They looked worse than they felt. 

Popping two
acetaminophens, Renna dressed in her overalls. She was on call, so
she wanted to be ready if she got a job. Around the small room were
herbs in all kinds of jars, planters, and containers. She filled
orders she had received in her online store, glad to have her phone
working until she could get a new laptop. Her current one was so
old she could barely use it except for essentials.

She kept her construction hat, gloves, and
steel toe work boots in her car.

When it was a decent hour,
Renna called the guy selling the hydroponic system. Once they
worked out the details over the phone, she headed in that
direction, glad to have the money to pay him. 

The next half of the money
she should get this afternoon would be the down payment for her
condo with rental insurance and then use the rest to get herself a
new laptop.

After picking up the
hydroponic system, she got another call from Tatiana.

Reluctantly, knowing she shouldn't, Renna
picked up the phone.

Tatiana sounded like she
had been crying. "How are you going to treat me like this,
Renna?" 

Renna huffed because she
was tired of stating the obvious. "Tatiana, why are you doing this
to us? You gave me a choice, and I chose."

"I didn't think you were
really going to leave. All those years I wasted on you!"

"It wasn't a waste, Tatiana. We just grew
apart. I grew..." she realized. "I've moved on."

"What's that supposed to
mean?" Tatiana asked.

Renna decided to confess
to her ex what she'd done. "I was with a man last night. I felt it
was a way to break it off completely-"

"By fucking a man?!"
Tatiana screamed on the other line. "HOW COULD YOU? You filthy
slut!"

Renna couldn't believe
that Tatiana would go ballistic; Not after all the things she had
done to Renna and all the shit Renna had accepted or chose to
ignore.

Without another word, Renna disconnected the
call and then put a block on her phone. 

Renna decided she didn't
need this negativity anymore in her life.

Arriving at the bar, she
waited for her eyes to adjust to the light to find the young woman
sitting at the bar with water. Today, the young woman wore a red
hoodie, matching shoes, and jeans. As usual, the hood was over her
head. She raised her glass and beckoned Renna over.

"You made it," the young
lady said, surprised.

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Anyone with a conscience wouldn't have come
to collect the second part."

"They didn't need the
money badly enough." 

"I didn't introduce myself when we first
met," the young lady said. "People call me Shadow."

Renna had a feeling the
little miss was stalling. Looking around the bar for anyone
familiar or suspicious, she said, "What's going
on?" 

"Nothing," Shadow said. "I
just thought you should know my name."

"Why would I need to know
your name since this is the end of our transaction?"

Shadow pulled the envelope out of her
pocket. "It should be, but-"

Cutting her off, Renna
said firmly, "Whatever it is, NO. You're not selling me out to
other men."

"It's not for other men. It's the same man,"
Shadow said 

Renna needed a moment to
let this information sink in. The man wanted to see her again?
Why? 

"No, that was a one-time
deal to get it out of his system." Renna pulled on her cornrows in
frustration. "I'm not sure what you even said to convince me. You
were like Lucifer in the Garden of Eden." Dramatically covering her
ears, she said, "I shouldn't have listened to any of
it."

"This could be lucrative
for both of us!" Shadow pleaded. "It's just some stupid white guy
with money to burn. You can get what you want, and I can get what I
need."

"And what do you NEED, Shadow?"

"I need this guy who has
the inside track on some things and can also use him for some
projects because he's really good, really fast, and really private.
And it won't get in the way of other things I have going on. If I
don't give him what he wants, he won't give me what I
want."

Frustrated, Renna said,
"You're not going to use me to get what you need. Give me my money
so I can leave."

Shadow leaned in close, "Please, I need this
more than you know."

"Give me my money," Renna
demanded. "I'm getting the fuck out of here, and I'm never seeing
you or that crazy fuck ever again. What I did was insane, and I got
the bruises to prove it, but I don't regret it. I won't regret it,
but I'm not going to do it again. I'm done with sex from men or
women. Neither is worth the emotional or physical shit you have to
go through."

"Two thousand dollars to
convince you to say yes!" Shadow announced. "He's given me the
money just to get you to say yes."

Renna's mouth dropped open in shock. "That's
insane. Who pays that much for sex arrangements?"

"This guy. He's particular
and picky as shit. When he approached me and told me to go find
you, I found you-"

Renna cut her off. "Wait. He told you to go
find me?"

"Don't worry about how things work in the
underworld. You were requested. I did what he wanted. Now he's
offered a new deal."

"Two thousand just to say
yes?" Renna asked incredulously.

"And two thousand for each
time you see him.”

“And how many times would
I have to see him?"

"As many times as he wants to pay," Shadow
responded obviously.

Renna wasn't feeling this deal. "This is a
no for me, Shadow."

"What do you mean, no?! Do
you know what you're passing up? This guy wants to fuck. It doesn't
matter about anything else. He just wants to fuck!  And you
have the opportunity to get some money."

"I don't want to be
involved with you, and I certainly don't want to be somebody's
mistress. And definitely not his! You should see the bruises on my
ass! The answer is no."

"Three thousand for the signing bonus!"
Shadow announced.

Exasperated, Renna
refused, "No!" She jumped up from the bar, gathering her bag to
leave.

Shadow exclaimed, "Five
thousand! That's my final offer."

Renna stopped trying to leave and turned to
the young lady to ask, "Your final offer or his final offer?"

Shadow looked away in guilt.

"Okay, Shadow. I'll play
your game. Exactly how much did he give you to offer me just to say
yes? And tell me the truth, or I'll walk the fuck out of
here."

"Eight thousand. He gave
me eight thousand this morning at six am with the final payment,
which has an extra two grand," Shadow said as if that was to make
everything better. "He was standing right there when I called you
this morning and asked me to ask you if you were okay. I
swear."

Renna slowly sat back down in the chair and
pointed out, "Nothing is legal about this."

"Of course, I know that.
Nothing I do is probably legal
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