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A WOMAN’S FIRST ORGASM

A woman’s first orgasm 
Should be by masturbation 
Or maybe from oral copulation 
But never strictly penetration



 She doesn’t need permission 
To explore herself 
By herself 
She should try herself



 And hold on to her virginity 
Not for infinity 
But until he can prove 
He’s the one she should choose



 Because penetration the first time hurts 
Then she’ll bleed 
And perhaps end up on her knees 
Praying to a porcelain bowl 
Through the eyes of her unborn soul



 Because he’s left her holding his seed 
Instead of a deed 
Of trust 
Signed joint partners



 She doesn’t even know what an orgasm is 
Or how it feels 
But oh well he’s got his 
And she’s got his kid



 He’ll probably jump ship 
Before he’s burdened with a child 
A child who has the same smile 
She had when he first met her



 Now that she’s pregnant 
She’s no longer smart enough 
Pretty enough 
Pure enough 
Nor good enough 
To be his stuff



 He’ll leave her with a load of chores 
Because he’s out to score 
With someone else 
Who’s willing to help 
Add another notch to his manhood belt



 Maybe it’s the good girl 
Whose parents merely said don’t have sex 
Or maybe it’s the curious girl 
Who was beaten for having a passion mark on 
her neck 
Or maybe it’s the loud girl 
Who doesn’t understand self-respect 
Or maybe it’s the shy girl 
Who couldn’t talk openly to anyone about sex 
Or perhaps it’s the quiet girl 
Who no one suspects



 If only she knew how to please herself 
A baby didn’t have to be left behind 
She could have taught him 
How to stoke her mind



 A woman’s first orgasm 
Should be by masturbation 
Or maybe from oral copulation 
But never strictly penetration



 If someone had told her to spread her thighs 
Look into her own eyes 
Eyes that would not lie



 Her vagina is a beautiful flower 
Smile 
Look 
Look 
And lick her fingertips 
Then tease her clit 
And don’t be afraid to touch her tits



 Oh there’s so much 
Her precious temple should learn 
Before feeling the burning sensation 
Of his manhood’s penetration



 He should kiss her lips 
The moist ones closest to her eyes 
Like it’s his favorite dish 
And his only wish 
Is never to make her cry 
Or degrade her womanhood to his boys 
By creating a bunch of lies



 Then she could return the favor 
And they both could savor the flavor 
His manhood would be intact 
Because he knows his girl has got his back 
With a smile 
Instead of a child



 Not my daughter one might say 
Well like or not 
The girl will someday 
Have sex anyway 
Ignorance does not prepare



 A lover who’s unaware 
Will learn from someone out there 
Someone who probably doesn’t care 
And despite the parents’ good deeds 
Someone is willing to share his seeds 
With a female harboring unfulfilled needs



 A woman’s first orgasm 
Should be by masturbation 
Or maybe from oral copulation 
But never strictly penetration



 She doesn’t need permission 
To explore herself 
By herself 
She really should try herself



 And hold on to her virginity 
Not for infinity 
But until he can prove 
He’s the one she should choose 
To carry his last name 
Before carrying his baby



 She must be taught to respect herself 
Love herself 
No if but and or maybe 
Because far too often she’s still somebody’s baby



 It’s a new generation 
And boys masturbate all the time 
Let’s teach our girls about masturbation 
Let’s empower our girls with alternatives 
To unhealthy situations



 A woman’s first orgasm 
Should be by masturbation 
Or maybe from oral copulation 
But never strictly penetration



 Talk to your child(ren) about sex 
Please




CHAPTER 1

“How could you be so stupid?!” Fancy yelled in the mirror at her reflection. Swish. Swish. Swish! Her fists chased the July summer night’s breeze blowing through the patio screen into her lonely bedroom. How could she have not known that Byron Van Lee was a married man? A man she’d done everything with. A man she was willing to do anything for. What was she going to do? Fancy swiftly turned, landing three blows against her shadow. Mimicking Laila Ali she struck faster. Harder. Swish! Swish! Swish! Long strands of black hair whipped around her neck and clung to her sweaty face.

Fancy massaged her heaving breastbone in an attempt to give her aching heart relief. Maybe if that were the first time a man had lied to her about his marital status, she’d forgive him. Not this time. Not this one. This kind of shit was supposed to happen to other women.

“Why me? Why? Why? Why? Why? Why me?” Fancy questioned herself repeatedly. Why was it so difficult for her to find an honest man? Byron would definitely regret playing with her emotions.

Perspiration beads gathered on her feverish forehead. The salty streams burned her cheeks. White lines remained where tears once flowed. The angrier she became the more she perspired. The more she cried. New salty lines replaced old ones as Fancy recalled the lies Byron had told on their very first date.

Byron had unmistakably said, “Actually, I’m happily single. Thirty going on thirty-one. Never married. Would love to have two kids, a boy and a girl, but I hardly have time for myself.”

That night over dinner his roaming brown eyes traveled from her face down to her cleavage and back to her glowing smile. Then he had proclaimed, “And so far I love what I see, Ms. Taylor.” Following his statement, Byron gradually fed her a large chocolate-dipped strawberry. Setting the green stem aside, Byron eased his manicured nail between her lips.

Fancy shivered at the memory. She felt foolish as she visualized sucking the juices off Byron’s finger, pretending it was his dick. “Fuck you, Byron! I hate you! I hate your lying ass!” Fancy hugged herself so tight the only thing missing was a straightjacket.

Maybe if Byron hadn’t lavished her with everything she wanted. Maybe if he hadn’t spoken all the right words. Maybe if he hadn’t spanked her with his colossal dick. Maybe. Just maybe she could think straight and delete his phone numbers from her cell phone book like the rest of her rejects. Tears flowed. The red squiggly veins in her eyes doubled. Tripled. Quadrupled. She hated the thought of letting Byron go, but did she hate Byron enough to let him go?

Rocking back and forth on the gold padded stool, Fancy snatched the red washcloth from her vanity and vigorously dried her tears. Sniffles accompanied short quick breaths that escaped her runny nose. Byron had recently dropped her off after another one of their sizzling dates in the city. Again, he’d taken care of her, showing her off to his rich male friends. And in return—just moments ago—Fancy leaned in Byron’s lap while he drove across the San Rafael Bridge, en route to her apartment in Oakland. She sucked his head, because that was all she desired to fit into her mouth. Fancy stroked Byron’s shaft long and hard until his cum became hers. With each suck, she’d hoped Byron would change his mind and spend the night at her place, but the screeching sound of his tires as he pulled out of the circular driveway still echoed in her ears.

Removing her tan designer minidress, she tossed it across the foot of her bed. Fancy enjoyed prancing around her apartment in the nude and as soon as she made it home, her clothes made it to the bed. This time all except her neutral-colored thigh-high stockings, a thong, and a garter belt. She forced her fingernails inside the runs she’d created shuffling back and forth on the white carpet and ripped a larger hole.

“Why couldn’t he just tell me the truth?”

Even if Byron had told Fancy he had a wife, she still would’ve fucked him. But she wouldn’t have fallen madly in love with him.

Snatching the cordless phone from the charger, Fancy punched in the home number she’d memorized earlier from Byron’s cellular ID. After he’d hung up from that call, suddenly their night, which was just getting started, was over. “We’ve gotta go,” was all he said, because Byron never offered an explanation or an excuse. He wasn’t slick. He was the one who was stupid! Not her. If he lived alone, who’d call him from home?

Shaking Byron from her thoughts, Fancy dialed the number. A woman’s voice muttered, “Hel-lo,” as though she’d been awakened.

Faster than a Polaroid snapshot sliding out of a camera, a million thoughts flashed in Fancy’s mind. The sun rays peeping through her vertical blinds were fading. Fading right along with her undeveloped hopes and dreams for a future she’d fantasized about for well over six months, with Byron. Friday night happy hour at the Pacific Heights members only club that Byron had taken her to wasn’t over until eight and according to her clock it wasn’t quite seven. Maybe his conniving ass had returned without her so he could fuck the black Amazon goddess with the London accent all the other men were idiotically hounding and drooling over. Beads of sweat resumed popping out on her forehead. Fancy watched as a thin liquid necklace formed in the crevices above her collarbone.

“Hello?” the woman’s voice repeated.

Sitting quietly at her vanity, Fancy pressed the mute button, then rocked back and forth, staring at her reflection in the oval-shaped mirror. “Why do you keep choosing the wrong man?” She rocked faster. Not adoring herself at the moment, Fancy rolled her eyes so hard her green contacts shifted, revealing her natural brown eyes. Green. Gray. Hazel. Violet. Fancy owned a pair of lenses in every color except blue. She flipped the swivel mirror horizontally so she could no longer see how pitiful she looked.

This was insane. What was she going to do if the woman was his wife? Stalk her? Harass her? Make her divorce Byron? Shoot her? Maybe Fancy could beat the woman with the belt she used to spank Byron with during role-play.

“Hello? Is anybody there?” the woman asked with a tone indicating if someone didn’t speak up this time, she would hang up.

Suddenly Fancy stopped rocking, pressed the mute button again, and delightfully said, “Hi! Is this the lady of the house?”

Fancy wondered many things about the woman on the other end of the line. Was she the same woman who was with Byron the night they’d met? Was she Byron’s wife? If so, how long had they been married? Did the woman have a nine-to-five job? Maybe they weren’t married. Maybe they were separated. And in the process of getting a divorce. That’s probably why Byron hadn’t mention he had a wife.

“Yes, this is Mrs. Lee.” Mrs. Lee’s voice was choppy and faint, like she should have cleared her throat but she didn’t.

Fancy spoke happily. “I’m calling from the Chronicle Tribune. We have an introductory special that your family is guaranteed to enjoy. We’re combining the best articles and advertisements, and we have a fabulous sports edition I’m sure the man of the house would love! Instead of ordering two papers or missing out on both, your family can be among the first Bay Area residents to get all the news in one paper! Delivered to your front door! For an unbelievable price of twenty-nine ninety-nine for an entire year.”

“Really?” Mrs. Lee spoke slightly louder. “I’m sure my husband would love that. But then again . . .” she hesitated. “We—”

“Your husband is a sports fan, isn’t he?” Fancy asked, already knowing Byron sat on the Board of Directors for the Oakland Coliseum. Byron had suite tickets for the Warriors, Raiders, and the A’s games. He also had season tickets for the Sacramento Kings. He’d taken Fancy to enough games for her to know if she ever met Chris Webber face-to-face again she’d become Mrs. Webber. What sense did it make for her to be loyal to Byron’s lying ass?

“He’s the biggest sports fan. Okay, why not. It’s only thirty dollars.” Mrs. Lee had finally spoken in a normal tone. “We’ll sign up.”

Nervous, still wondering if Byron would arrive home soon, Fancy said, “Wonderful! All I need is your name, delivery address, phone number, and credit card number with the expiration date. And you’ll start receiving the paper in three to five days.”

“Can you hold for a moment?” Mrs. Lee asked. “I was trying not to wake the baby but he’s crying.”

Fancy pressed her ear to the phone and listened carefully.

“Waa. Waa.” She heard crying in the background.

Oh, hell no! Fancy jumped up from her vanity stool and began pacing the floor. What baby? How old was this wailing kid that sounded like a lamb? Byron was a father, too! Maybe Mrs. Lee was baby-sitting. Or the bitch had Byron’s baby, trying to trap him so he wouldn’t divorce her ass.

“Hello. Are you there?” Mrs. Lee questioned.

“Of course I’ll hold.” Fancy smiled to brighten up her voice, then said, “After all, we are a family oriented newspaper group.” Fancy hit the mute button and screamed, “Hurry the fuck up!” then pressed the same button again.

When she reached the patio door, Fancy turned around. This time she was too angry to cry. When she reached the bedroom door she turned back around. Too pissed off to sweat. She turned back around again. Too upset to stop moving. She turned again.

“Thanks for waiting. Here’s our information.”

Racing to the stool, Fancy grabbed her pen. Her naked shoulder pressed the phone to her ear while she listened carefully. She drew a bold letter X across the front of one of her business cards, then wrote Mrs. Lee’s information on the back.

Byron could be replaced, perhaps by her boss, Harry, but definitely not by her friend Desmond. Finding a man of Byron’s caliber, great looks, and dick stature would be virtually impossible. Byron’s six-foot four-inch, two-hundred-thirty-pound frame appeared to have zero-percent body fat. His dark brown skin was smooth. Each time Byron came to her apartment he drove a Benz, a BMW, a Cadillac, or he was escorted by a driver. Whenever he opened his wallet, all Fancy saw were Benjamins and platinum credit cards.

Begrudging Mrs. Lee, Fancy said, “Thanks for your subscription.” Fancy gazed at the address so long that her vision blurred. Byron’s address in Oakland Hills—the house he’d given her keys to, the house where they had spent many nights and almost every weekend together, the house she’d partially decorated—was different from the one she’d written down. Mrs. Lee lived in one of the most prestigious areas in Northern California. Cupertino.

“Excuse me, but isn’t a supervisor supposed to call me back to—”

Fancy’s inner voice yelled inside her head, Fuck you! right before she hung up the phone. If Fancy had had an ounce of religion, between Byron and Mrs. Lee, she would have truly lost it instead of losing her mind. Fancy ruled out killing Mrs. Lee because of the baby. The Nanny Diaries would read completely different if Fancy Taylor had to care for another woman’s kid. Fancy loved Byron too much to just let him go. But another woman was living under her future roof, married to her future husband. One way or another that bitch had to go!




CHAPTER 2

Fancy sat on the edge of her bed staring out her patio window at two Canadian geese flying over Lake Merritt. Her friends thought she was strange because she used her sunken living room as her bedroom. Fancy seldom cared about what other people thought. Both bedrooms combined were smaller than her living room and each bedroom had a morbid view of the Scottish Rite Temple’s asphalt parking lot.

Mounted next to Fancy’s bed was a silver pole wrapped in red velvet. Fancy had danced on that pole countless times. Sometimes for her male friends. At other times she practiced new moves or simply entertained herself. Fancy taught herself to dance and move like women in the music videos on BET’s 106th and Park because rich men—the only kind she’d date—became bored a lot faster than the men who lived paycheck to paycheck.

Ruffling her down-feather comforter, Fancy scurried across her king-size bed in search of her ringing phone. One more ring and her voice mail would turn on. SaVoy’s name registered on the display so Fancy quickly answered, “Hey, girl! What’s up?”

“Just called to see what you’re doing tonight.” SaVoy always sounded happy. Fancy could picture her best friend’s bright smile.

“Going out. To a gala at the Ritz. With Desmond.”

“You really need to quit using Desmond. One of these days he’s going to get tired of you playing with his emotions and God only knows what will happen. He’s so nice to you, Fancy. And he’s perfect marrying material—for somebody else—so you should quit before you ruin him. Besides,” SaVoy pleaded, “you’ve partied with the pagans three hundred and sixty-four days this year. Surely you can give one day to the Lord. Forget the gala. Come go with me to church tonight and praise God.”

Since Fancy didn’t go to church any other time of year, New Year’s Eve was definitely not the time to start. And as far as Desmond was concerned, the way Fancy saw it, she couldn’t use anyone who didn’t want to be used.

“Girlfriend, you know I love you but this is New Year’s Eve. And from now on, remember this. You’ve only got one life to live. So stop wasting yours trying to live mine. Gotta go. Bye. Call me tomorrow. After three. Oh, yeah. Say a prayer for me.”

“I always do. By—”

Fancy hung up the phone and rubbed her growling stomach. There was still enough time to order delivery service on-line from ezdineinn.com so Fancy raced up seven steps—into the should-have-been bedroom that was her office—over to her laptop and charged one dozen oysters on the half shell from Spenger’s to her boss’s American Express card.

Fancy didn’t cook or sew but her apartment was immaculate. Making her way to the adjacent bedroom that she’d converted into a closet, Fancy stood inside a space that resembled a miniature Saks store. Roll-away racks filled with expensive clothing were scattered about the room.

Name brand shoes were stacked high on shelves. Fancy removed the frequently used stepladder from behind the door, and scanned the photos stapled to the front of each shoe box. “Ah, there you are. Come to Mama,” she said, choosing her designer stilettos with the rhinestone-covered heels.

More shoes—jogging, hiking, aerobic, cross-country—and her Roller Blades, lined the floor, neatly flush against the baseboard, sorted by color. The two thousand dollars for her rent was paid. This month. Her hair weave and nails were freshly done, and her car was tuned up. Fancy’s men paid for everything, including the new pearl-white headboard and footboard, lingerie dresser, armoire, pillow-top mattress set, and the new vanity that had been delivered on Christmas Eve.

Entering her master bathroom, smoke swirls hovered above a tub filled with hot water and her favorite black cherry bath salts. A homemade body scrub—one-half pound brown sugar stirred into milk and honey body wash—sat in a crystal bowl atop the white porcelain tub. “Ahhh,” Fancy exhaled as she nestled her head above the inflatable pillow and closed her eyes.

“Starting tonight, I, Fancy Taylor, proclaim next year as my year for finding the right man. I am going to get married and I am going to have a baby.”

Twenty minutes later, Fancy drew herself from the comfort of her bath and toweled off. Carefully she styled her hair, smoothing each layer of every track, then tossed the soft jet-black tresses behind her neck. The layered edges dangled below her shoulder blades. Sparkles shimmered in the silky platinum of a deep V-cut halter gown that delicately clung to the shapely curves of her breasts, hips, and thighs. Fancy turned around, admired herself in the full-length mirror, and smiled. “Now that’s a fabulous ass if I must say so myself.” Adding the finishing touch, she brushed on her M.A.C. Chai lip gloss.

The cordless phone rang again. This time exactly at ten. The programmed number from the building’s call box registered so Fancy buzzed Desmond in and grabbed her full-length white mink.

“Hey, you look great!” Desmond said, stepping inside.

Fancy closed her eyes and enjoyed Desmond’s warm embrace. Careful not to snag her diamond earrings on her coat, she tilted her head and whispered in his ear, “Thanks, baby.” She meant thanks for being her friend. And thanks for taking her out again this New Year’s Eve.

“You look extra handsome tonight, baby. I’mma hafta claw those desperate divas off my man.” Fancy placed her fingertips on Desmond’s forehead. Slowly she traced over his temples, along his jawbone, down his neck, and tugged his tuxedo lapel. Fancy smiled, because in order to take her out, Desmond had canceled plans with his so-called girlfriend Carlita.

Fancy hated being alone on New Year’s Eve and harbored no remorse that Carlita wasn’t the one going out with Desmond. Fancy also hated blue. Blue jeans. Blue sherbet. Blue nail polish. Contacts. Robin eggs. Bubble-gum. She especially disliked dating blue-collar workers, which was the main reason why Desmond could never be more than just a friend.





“What’s your boy Tyronne up to tonight?” Fancy asked, focusing on the beautiful holiday lights outlining the buildings along San Francisco’s skyline. Tyronne was another man with big dreams and no money. As long as the cola company kept producing beverages, Tyronne would continue delivering sodas. Fancy’s stomach growled, disrupting her thoughts. Damn, the oysters. Oh, well, she’d put them in the refrigerator so she could eat them for breakfast. It was probably best she hadn’t eaten them because she definitely would’ve ended her platonic relationship with Desmond and fucked him real good after the gala if she had.

“You know Tyronne. Probably the life of the party at somebody’s house,” Desmond said, holding Fancy’s hand tighter while driving with his other hand on top of the steering wheel.

In a special way, Fancy admired Desmond. He was tall and good-looking. Desmond’s innocent brown eyes shone under his long curly lashes. Whenever his thin mustache stretched across his face, Fancy saw the dimple in his right cheek. The seat belt was tailored to his flat stomach. Desmond was one of five men Fancy kept on her carry-over list for next year. She couldn’t imagine life without Desmond yet she couldn’t envision being his wife. Was money and prestige really that important? More significant than a man’s character? Or his willingness to love?

Breaking the silence, Desmond asked, “What’re SaVoy and Tanya doing tonight?”

“SaVoy, church. Tanya—she’s going out with some guy she just met named William.” Fancy smiled at Desmond and reverted back to her thoughts.

The men who were fortunate to be on her regular dating schedule were now Fancy’s sponsors. Adam sponsored her rent, Tony sponsored her Top Notch hair weaves, manicures, and pedicures, and Steven sponsored her wardrobe. That’s how Fancy balanced her budget. She determined what needed to be paid, and then calculated which guy was wealthy and worthy enough to pay her bills. If she didn’t insist that her men take care of her, they certainly wouldn’t volunteer. And if they did volunteer, Fancy knew they’d assume a movie and a meal every once in a while was fair exchange for tasting her pussy.

Fancy also had disposable sponsors. Those were the ones she’d date only once knowing she’d never have sex with them, but she could usually persuade them to pay a bill or two before she blocked their numbers on her home phone. Taking care of herself had become such a full-time job, Fancy seriously considered quitting her nine-to-five. She was willing to trade in all of her sponsors but not until after she was married.

Easing her hand from Desmond’s constant massage, Fancy asked, “Made any resolutions yet?”

“Yeah.” Desmond nodded as he exited the freeway at Embarcadero. “To go to law school. A brotha don’t mind gettin’ his hands dirty working on cars, but that’s not my destiny. Johnnie Cochran, watch out! Desmond Brown, Esquire, is coming to your town!”

Every town was Johnnie’s town. It might help if Desmond at least took the LSAT and submitted a few applications. “That’s nice,” Fancy said, trying not to encourage his illusion. “At least you have a resolution. I haven’t thought much about mine yet.”

Desmond drove up to the hotel entrance and valet parked. Fancy’s neck whipped side-to-side as she scanned the men getting out of the nearby limousines. Several prospects stood out. Especially the tall, stunning clean-shaven gentleman. The top button of his wingtip shirt was unfastened. A black bow tie dangled about his neck. That was a good sign. A nonconformist with class, and judging from his Rolex watch, lots of cash.

“Isn’t this wonderful!” Fancy sang, strolling inside the grand ballroom.

“Yeah, this is cool,” Desmond replied, bobbing his head while accepting two half-full champagne flutes. He handed one to Fancy and chugged a gulp from his.

Fancy slapped his hand. “Don’t drink it all at once.”

“Are you kidding? As much money as I spent on these tickets I might take a bottle home.”

“Let’s check out the silent auction,” Fancy said, maneuvering to get closer to the guy she’d seen outside and to see how much he had bid for the golfer’s package.

“Desmond, look at all these arrangements.” Fancy pointed at each display. Football. Travel packages to different countries. Basketball. “Oh, my gosh! Can you believe this golfer’s package is donated by Tiger Woods?” Gliding her finger underneath the last bid, Fancy looked at Desmond and thought, Twenty-seven thousand dollars! No way. He must need to get a last minute tax write-off.

“Damn! I don’t care how much money I make, I’d never throw it away like that. Some company, probably Nike, donated all this stuff in Tiger’s name. Yeah, that’s how the rich get richer. They don’t pay for jack. That’s exactly how I’mma be, watch. And you gon’ be my lady. I’mma spoil you, girl. Buying you that six-hundred-dollar gown was nothing.”

That’s true, Fancy thought as Desmond reminded her for the fourth time. She rolled her eyes, then scanned the room. The man she wanted was standing on the opposite side of the ballroom with someone else.

“Let’s see what’s over there,” Fancy said, taking the shortcut across the hardwood dance floor.

The emcee announced, “Ten minutes to countdown! Make sure you’ve got your spirit, spirits, and credit cards.”

“Ha! That’s a good one,” Fancy said, shaking her ass to wedge a deeper arch into her lower back. The woman hanging on to her future man was cute, but up close Fancy assessed the woman was clearly no competition.

Sounding like Lou Rawls, the emcee said, “Five minutes to countdown.”

The jazz quartet resumed playing Kenny G’s “Songbird.” Desmond hugged Fancy so she pulled him closer and was grateful she’d worn her high heels because a real man was now facing her. Thick black eyebrows—with scattered hairs connecting his brows—were his only facial hair.

Fancy’s eyes locked with the stranger’s as she stared over Desmond’s shoulder. Her admirer winked. Fancy batted her eyelids, then seductively smiled at him.

“One more minute folks!” The emcee interrupted the music once more.

The handsome man blew Fancy a kiss over his date’s shoulder. Fancy’s heart had throbbed when he’d gotten out of the stretch limo, but now her heart pounded. She gently puckered her lips as Desmond held her tighter. The stranger massaged the nakedness of his date’s back—the same way Desmond was caressing hers. This man gazed into Fancy’s eyes as if they were making love to one another. Fancy’s body quivered. Desmond pressed his lips against her ear and inhaled.

“It’s time to ring in the new year! Ten! Nine!” the emcee shouted along with the crowd. While the emcee counted, lovers locked into one another’s arms, quietly swaying while the single people yelled along with the emcee.

“I can’t believe I’m holding you in my arms again this year,” Desmond whispered in Fancy’s ear. “You know we were meant to be together.”

“Six! Five!”

The stranger smiled again. This time he licked his lips as though he could taste her. Fancy’s thong became moist and hot. Her breathing became heavier, so she looked away.

The crowd yelled, “Three!”

Got damn, his ass was fine. Fancy’s eyeballs eased into the corner sockets. He was still staring. Then he mouthed, “I want you.”

“One!”

Fancy shouted, “Happy New Year!” and tooted her horn well after everyone else, including Desmond. The paper flap rolled in her new man’s direction, motioning her thoughts, Come to me, Daddy. The energy stirring between them formed a lump in her throat. Fancy couldn’t ask Desmond to get her a drink because she was just handed flute number five.

Fancy quickly said, “I’ll be right back.” Swaying her hips, she gracefully waltzed through the crowd, set her glass on a table by the door, and then exited into the brightly lit lobby. “Whew!” Fancy exhaled loudly. As soon as her hand pressed flat against the ladies’ room door, she heard someone say, “Excuse me.”

Please, oh, please let it be him. Her heart raced for a man she didn’t know at all. She turned gracefully on her tiptoes like she’d learned in ballet class years ago.

“Do you have a moment?” he asked, fondling his dangling bow tie.

Fancy smiled and replied, “For you? Yes, I do.” And she meant that because her January dating calendar was overbooked, with three standbys awaiting confirmation.

“Wow,” he gasped, then shook his head. “You are amazingly beautiful. I’m Byron Van Lee.” He extended his hand. Gently he held Fancy’s hand but didn’t shake it.

“Hi. I’m Fancy. Fancy Taylor.” Fancy wanted to touch him so she said, “Would you like for me to fasten your bow tie?” Holding his tie, she rested the back of her hands on his chest. Byron’s muscles were pleasingly solid.

“This is my conversation piece and trademark. Never fails,” he said. Raising her hands to his lips, he kissed them.

Desmond walked up to Fancy. His eyes bucked, then his forehead buckled. Desmond stared at Byron, then at Fancy.

Pointing at Byron, Desmond questioned, “Who’s this?” Desmond’s chest protruded as he continued staring at Byron. Fancy eased her back toward Desmond. Desmond stood directly behind Fancy and firmly secured his hands on her hips.

Byron extended his hand to Desmond and said, “My name is Van. And you are?”

Fancy stepped aside, looked at Byron, and smiled.

Desmond grabbed Fancy’s biceps and firmly said, “Let’s go.”

Fancy kept smiling. Byron smiled at her, then walked away. Fancy really wanted to curse Desmond out for acting so damn childish. When she turned toward the ballroom, instead of letting go of her arm, Desmond tightened his grip.

“No. I mean it. Let’s go. I spent two whole paychecks to bring your ass here and this . . .” Desmond’s voice trailed off, then picked up again, “. . . is the thanks I get. You up in some rich dude’s face grinnin’ and shit,” Desmond grumbled. “Fuck that. I shoulda took Carlita out. Let’s go. I’m taking your ass home.”

Fancy moved Desmond’s hand and walked outside, but not before looking over her shoulder to see if Byron was watching. Byron was gone. The back of Desmond’s jaw clenched several times as he ground his back teeth.

Desmond’s mindset confirmed why Fancy refused to date blue-collar workers. His mentality and attitude didn’t fall far from his profession. Fancy smiled to avoid creating a scene. Desmond wasn’t her man. He was her friend. But somehow Desmond had gotten the two confused. Again.

Fancy waited for Desmond to get in the car, then said, “Oops, I forgot my coat.” Fancy raced inside before Desmond could offer to get the coat for her. She hurried into the ballroom searching for Byron.

“Looking for me, I hope,” she heard a voice from behind.

Fancy smiled with relief when she saw Byron standing near the doorway.

“Here’s my card,” Fancy said. “Call me.” She gave Byron a quick endearing hug. Byron held her coat as she eased her arms into the sleeves. Fancy strolled outside and got in the car. Desmond’s jaw was still clenched so Fancy sat quietly as he drove.

Desmond was always getting upset over nonsense. He could keep his negative energy on his side of the car. Fancy’s new year was definitely starting out good. She reminisced the moments she’d shared with Byron on the dance floor, then fantasized about how passionately she’d make love to him after their first date. As soon as Desmond parked in front of her building, Fancy got out of his car and didn’t bother to say bye or thanks. Figuring she’d give him a real reason to be pissed off, Fancy slammed Desmond’s car door.

She stood in her foyer. Easing her hands in her coat pockets, Fancy pulled out a card and frowned as she read, Byron Van Lee. Fancy kissed the card and smiled. Then she untied the red velvet ribbon from her dance pole.




CHAPTER 3

Desmond was Professional Auto’s “go to” man to fix their toughest mechanical problems. Although he made decent money repairing cars, the rich sophisticated women he adored loved him but not his occupation. His charming physique generally appeased women long enough for him to get a date and repair their cars. Once the females were tuned up, he didn’t hear from them until thirty thousand miles later or when they needed servicing again, whichever came first. Lounging in his boss’s office, Desmond spent his lunch break talking on the phone with his best friend Tyronne.

“I ain’t never called no woman no ho, and I don’t plan to start now, but, man, some of ’em sho are triflin’. And the more money they make, the more they act like men. Fuck ya. Don’t call ya the next day. And when I call them, they act as though I’m interrupting them and shit. ‘Who’s this? Is everything okay? You all right?’ And most of ’em don’t even remember my name. The moment I say yeah I’m all right, before I can add anything else they say, ‘Let me call you back.’ Man, they don’t give a damn about my background or upbringing. And the more I go down on ’em the less they wanna know. Needless to say, I never hear from ’em again. That is, unless I call them back.”

Desmond couldn’t recall ever breaking up with a woman. He didn’t have to. He knew, even the ones that did like him, eventually they’d find something about him that they either didn’t like or couldn’t change. Then they’d complain about how they never should’ve given him the pussy—as if he’d asked—and how they lowered their standards trying to raise his. As if they had a better man or any man waiting for them to walk through their door and say, “Honey, I’m home.”

Desmond peeled the foil on his overstuffed chicken burrito from Las Pomas. His lips surrounded the warm tortilla as he held the phone in his other hand.

“Desmond, you a fool, boy. Why you feel the need to be so damn analytical about females? Don’t you know women aren’t as complicated as men think? Women are simple. So keep it simple and stop trying to raise the bar for their asses. You gon’ make me call you Jesse B. Simple because that brotha couldn’t figure women out either. Besides, some of these females, you don’t wanna waste your money or your time on ’em. You see the shit you did for Fancy New Year’s Eve and how she back-kicked you in the damn teeth like a jackass. Dude you gon’ go broke fuckin’ around with these females. I’mma school ya, boy. Here’s what you need to do. Show them a little attention. Invite yourself over to her place. Don’t tell her where you live. And if she asks, give her a city. Any city. Oakland. Richmond. Vallejo. Like that. And when you get to her place, chill for a minute. Give her a few compliments and conversation. Ask her ‘How was your day?’ They really like that shit. Then give her the Big Daddy kiss and she becomes your little girl. Eager to please. The next thing you know she’s giving you a lap dance. Tap that ass. Then tap your ass right out the mutherfuckin’ do’. Whatever you do, after you get the pussy, leave.”

Desmond and Tyronne had opposite opinions about women. Desmond believed a woman deserved honesty, love, and affection. But he had a difficult time finding a woman who met his standards. Beautiful. Intelligent. And preferably wealthy or at least well enough off to take care of herself. Except for Fancy. Desmond would do anything for Fancy.

Tyronne felt women served a purpose. Mainly to stress him out. So since women created his stress, Tyronne used them to relieve his tension.

Desmond couldn’t resist saying, “You remember Lisa, dawg?”

“Aw, nigga, there you go. You just had to bring her up, didn’t you? Man, I put that sistah high on a pedestal and let her move into my place . . . The second she caught me kickin’ it with someone else Lisa lost her got damn mind . . .”

Desmond did remember Tyronne’s horror flick chick. How could his boy have missed the warning signs that that feline was certifiably mental? One day Lisa just walked into the restaurant, spray painted Tyronne’s hair, food, clothes, and date. As if that wasn’t enough, she cursed him out, insulted his dick—loud enough for everyone in Kincaid’s to hear—then she walked out, leaving Tyronne looking like a blue smurf. How could his boy Tyronne, the pimp master, let something like that go down? Desmond shook his head.

“. . . Lisa slept with my dick in her mouth like it was a mouthpiece. That’s probably why she lost her damn mind. And man, how did she know where I was?”

If Lisa would’ve asked, Tyronne said he would’ve told her that the woman was one of his clients. That she was organizing a major conference downtown at the Oakland Convention Center and wanted Tyronne to get credit for sealing the deal with his beverage company.

Tyronne lamented, “Hell, a sistah can’t even help a brother move up without his woman getting jealous. The same damn woman who expects me to pay the bills and wine and dine her ass . . .”

From that day forward, Tyronne swore to Desmond women were no more than sperm receptacles. Mouth. Titties. Pussy. Ass. Of course, he couldn’t openly treat them that way. But Desmond knew Tyronne couldn’t trust another woman with his heart. Tyronne’s ex was drop-dead gorgeous and seemed so happy and accommodating when Tyronne first introduced her to him, but Lisa’s ass was perpetrating. Desmond chuckled at how upset Tyronne got whenever he mentioned Lisa’s name.

Tyronne’s voice escalated. “. . . With the quickness of the Blue Angels jets flying over the Golden Gate Bridge traveling faster than the speed of sound, Lisa’s ass sped through her side effects.”

Desmond mouthed along with Tyronne because he’d heard the story so many times he’d memorized it.

“ ‘I’m crazy as hell will fuck you up if I ever see you with another bitch. I don’t forget shit because I have a memory ten times better than a got damn elephant trained all the Central Intelligence agents. I’m wanted in forty-eight states and a few foreign countries, too, by fifty plus pissed on and off men and I will kick your ass if I ever catch you cheatin’ on me.’ But dawg, I swear, her titties were so big all I heard was, “Hi, my name is Lisa.”

Changing the conversation, Desmond said, “Check this out.” Desmond paused at the sound of oncoming footsteps. After the thumping faded in the distance, he continued, “You have to have an opinion on this. You know dude who got my next-door neighbor pregnant. She met this guy and gave him keys to her house, her car, and she gave him money. In less than one month she was pregnant and he was gone. I mean gone, dawg. Without a trace. Took off in her car! The name he gave her wasn’t real. She didn’t know his peeps. With the few dollars he overlooked in her savings account, at least she was smart enough to abort the baby.”

“Man, that’s what I’m talkin’ about. Simple. She should’ve at least made him wear a condom. You won’t believe how many females beg me not to slide a jimmie on ‘lé cheval.’ Once they lay eyes on the foot-long master, they start acting like they done won a got damn award and shit. Holding it next to their cheek. Kissing it. Smiling. One chick gave an acceptance speech. And check this out. Another feline said grace before she . . . ouu, I get hard just thinking about that church girl.”

Desmond and Tyronne laughed together.

“Women are desperate, Dez. Desperate. Lonely. Crazy. Putting on that ‘I’m so happy to be with you’ smile. Trying to act all sophisticated. The first opportunity they get they sneak through all your shit. Cell phone book. Glove compartment. Two-way. Pants pockets. PalmPilot. E-mail. And the second they find something, they flip the fuck out. And I don’t even want to start on the married women who give out their cellular and business numbers. They gettin’ worse than us, dawg. That’s why I stopped inviting ’em to my spot.”

Desmond placed his boss’s invoices back in the in-box and said, “I want an intelligent woman—”

Tyronne objected. “What? Why? Who gives a fuck if she’s intelligent as long as she looks good? ’Cause they all crazy, dawg. We just got to figure out how crazy before they fuck up our—”

Desmond interrupted, “See, that’s where I disagree. If a woman can’t hold a decent conversation before making love, I don’t want her in my bed.”

“Making love? Man you got jokes. Give me her digits. I’ll wax that ass for you,” Tyronne laughed, then said, “Women want to know they’ve been fucked. They don’t give a damn about making love. Most of them don’t even know how to make love. Fuck her good and she’ll never forget you. She’ll even brag to her girlfriends, ‘Girl, Tyronne ate my pussy so good I’m still cumming.’ Make love to her. She’ll bottle that up inside and won’t say shit to you or her girls.”

“Man, check this out and tell me what you think,” Desmond paused. Took a deep breath and started rapping.

“I’m trying to wrap my head around females these days. And although I’m learning the ways of women, I don’t think I’ll ever understand them. So I flow like this . . . She says I’m just a friend. Was that before or after she let me slide the head in? She says I’m just a friend until another fe-fe is on my dime, commanding my time, then she bumps it up a notch with attitude. Step off, bitch, he’s mine. Funny, she didn’t feel that way when dude cruised by in his Benz. She rubbed the back of her neck. Then took a step back. And smiled at dude’s ass, making it clear she wanted his time. Not mine. Yeah, yeah. I’m just a friend. But last night she was bucking and sweating trying to wear a brotha out!

“Females. Sometimes I want to tell all of them to go straight to hell. But then I’d have to stroke my own ego and my own dick. So I’ve concluded it’s best not to have expectations. Just kick it. Stick it. Penetration. But they won’t let me be. Venting their frustrations. They want a commitment. At least that’s what they say. When the shit is convenient for them. When they think I’m the best they can do. Then as soon as someone better comes along they wanna upgrade. But when the guy degrades her, then she wants to trade him in, for the brotha she claims was just her friend.”

“Whoa, Dez. That’s tight man. Look, I gotta deliver these beverages to SaVoy’s daddy’s store. Now if she wasn’t so conservative and nice, I’d ride that sweet ass from the back all night long.”

“Man, ask her out. That way you can kick it with SaVoy. I can kick it with Fancy. And we can hang out together since they’re friends and we’re friends; that’d be cool.”

Tyronne instantly replied, “Forget it. I’d ruin that girl for life. I’ll have her singing that Erykah Badu song about my ass. And Fancy? Man, fuck that fake gold-diggin’ bitch. Friends, man. Just call all of ’em friends like they do us. Peace. I’m out.”





Desmond continued sitting in his boss’s office, thinking. Maybe Tyronne was right. About the friends part. But he was wrong about Fancy. Desmond slurped his soda, thinking about the girls he’d met. Recently he had stopped telling females the truth and started saying whatever he figured they wanted to hear. Especially Carlita.

Desmond reflected on when he’d met Carlita a year ago. Shortly after New Year’s Eve. Shortly after Fancy had convinced him to spend more money than he wanted to attend an affair he didn’t like. But he was in love with Fancy so it was worth it, he guessed. But two days ago Fancy had messed up big time. Desmond had a plan for Fancy. If she ever let him hit it, Fancy was going to fall in love with him. And when she did, well, he’d have to wait and see how he felt. He might pay her back. Twofold. For playing with his emotions.





It had been a year ago when Carlita had pulled into the driveway at his job on Martin Luther King Jr. Day and left her engine running. Luckily for her, Desmond had forgotten to borrow his boss’s tools to tune up Fancy’s car. Carlita looked good in those low-rider hip-hugging faded blue denims. Underneath her leather jacket she wore a black shiny T-shirt with a silver skyline image of San Francisco. Her perky nipples protruded, commanding his dick’s attention.

“The shop is closed. But I can’t leave a beautiful woman like you in need. How can I help you?” Desmond remembered asking.

“Every time I turn off my car I have to get a jump to restart it.” Her hair swayed to one side, releasing a fruity fragrance that lured him closer. Carlita had already lifted the hood and was bending over. Her booty formed cantaloupe-shaped imprints under her coat.

“Sounds like you may need a new battery. Let me check,” Desmond had said.

Confirming his suspicions, he installed a used battery in Carlita’s car. His tightwad boss would dock his pay if he’d given away a new heavy-duty battery. But he did give Carlita a used portable battery. “Keep this in your car at all times. That way if your battery ever dies again, you won’t need to hook up to someone else’s car. It’s lightweight,” he said, handing her the battery. “Hey, you wanna join me? I’m headed to the city for Dr. King’s celebration in front of City Hall.”

“Sure. Why not,” Carlita said with the most alluring gaze and a kind of come-closer smile. He got in his Mustang, insisting she leave her sports utility vehicle at the shop. When he parked at MacArthur BART Station, Carlita waited for him to open her door. She swung her purse in one hand and his hand with the other. On the train, Carlita laid her head on his shoulder. Because they’d just met, Desmond resisted running his fingers through her hair, fearing she’d slap him upside the head or something.

In less than four hours Desmond had learned Carlita was off-the-chain funny. Sexy as hell. Had a big ole ass! Itty bitty titties. With a tiny waistline. Carlita was fine but she wasn’t the one he wanted to marry or take home to his mama. Desmond had decided Carlita was just his friend.

Later he discovered Carlita could talk sports, shoot hoops, and cook! She had to cook for her four kids. Desmond didn’t have anything against an older woman or a woman with children, but in this world of instant gratification and commercialization, Carlita needed to realize having a baby didn’t guarantee she’d have a husband. Although she did come across as happy and content, Carlita had never been married. And Desmond didn’t plan on adopting any woman’s built-in family, so he knew she’d never become his wife. He wanted a family of his own. Maybe if Carlita had one kid, they could tie the knot. But four? Desmond couldn’t get with that.

Carlita had her shit together, though. She didn’t have to work because each of her almost grown and off to college kids’ fathers paid four figures a month for child support. Carlita was in court so many times the judge knew her by her first name. She was quick to say, “I’m not looking for any handouts, I simply intend to give my children what they deserve. I didn’t make ’em by myself and I’ll be damned if I’m gon’ raise ’em by myself.”

Desmond went with Carlita to court a couple of times so he could learn what not to do whenever he did have kids. Carlita never lost a case and she gave her children all of what they needed and most of what they wanted. She owned her own home and she charged seventy-five dollars an hour, under the table, to help other females get paid for their kids and start their own businesses. Carlita prepared all the legal documents, and schooled her clients on what to wear. “Dress casual. Don’t look too rich or too poor. And do not wear gaudy makeup or too much jewelry. Cry quietly but only if you think it’ll help your case. Do not make a scene or curse out your baby’s daddy in the courtroom.”

One morning Carlita was on the docket four times. Took all them guys, lined them up, and got everything she wanted. So the lesson Desmond learned that day was women focused on the kids and men focused on the money and dumb stuff like what they thought the woman was doing with the child support. Well, that might not be dumb but it sure in the hell was insignificant. The judge didn’t give a damn about those men complaining. In fact, the judge appeared annoyed whenever anyone didn’t put the child’s needs first.

When Desmond did marry, he wasn’t getting a divorce. He was going to do it right the first time and take care of his wife and kid. Kids. Desmond would love for Fancy to have his son. Sons. And maybe one daughter. He wanted to fertilize three of her seeds. That’s why he invested so much time in Fancy on New Year’s Eve. New Year’s Eve was all that until she cheated on him with dude. He had the finest woman up in that joint on his arm. It cost him, but hey, what was life if he couldn’t splurge on his woman every once in a while?

He had a nice savings but was smart enough not to let Fancy or any other woman know. Desmond had saved one hundred dollars a week for several years without touching any of it. That money would help him get into law school one day. He shared a three-bedroom house in West Oakland that was always clean. Although Desmond barely saw his roommates, whether he was at home or away, he locked his bedroom door. And he kept his top shelf in the refrigerator stocked with the free sodas Tyronne gave him every weekend.

Desmond saved his money because he’d grown up poor. His mom and dad both worked hard to take care of him and his six siblings. Now that his folks were retired, they seldom went anywhere outside of Oakland. This year he’d planned to set aside extra cash so he could surprise his parents with a cruise to Alaska. He’d heard Alaska was beautiful and hoped one day to see for himself. Maybe he’d take Fancy to Alaska.

Desmond wondered whatever happened to the good old days. When a man was the king of his castle. Put food on the table. Kept a roof over his family’s head. And his word was word. That’s the kind of household he was raised in, back in Atlanta, Georgia. Moving to California was a shocker. California women weren’t prettier than Georgia women, though. Georgia had some of the sweetest peaches he’d ever seen or tasted. Maybe he should consider moving back and hooking up with his high school sweetheart, Trina, since she still called him every week. California females had too many issues.

They hated the white girls, claiming they were taking all the black men. Desmond couldn’t lie. White girls were more aggressive. But he liked them because they loved to have lots of fun and uninhibited sex. Desmond appreciated not having to impress white girls. They loved the real Desmond. They weren’t trying to fix him up, hook him up, or tear him down. But sometimes, most of the times, he’d rather be with a sistah. They had a special kind of sexiness he couldn’t explain, all their own. That was until the attitude kicked in, which was usually within the first five minutes. Maybe that was the appeal. Maybe sistahs’ attitudes made them sexy.

If Desmond tried to holla at a sistah, she might holla back. As long as the white girl wasn’t around. And as long as he wasn’t in the faded blue cover-up jumpsuit he wore to work. Or wasn’t riding his bike. Or wasn’t on foot. Or if he wasn’t standing at the bus stop. But that was okay with him because if she was at the bus stop, he didn’t want to get with her either.

After Desmond told women where he worked, it never failed. They’d ask with disbelief, “If you’re a mechanic, what are you doing riding the bus?” So a brotha can’t help save the earth and conserve on gas? One sistah, seemed like her ass should’ve conserved gas and stopped eating so many beans or whatever the hell she’d eaten that caused her to pollute the air surrounding his three feet of space. Desmond could’ve played it off the way she did, rambling on, pretending her fart didn’t stink, but why should he?

He said, “Damn, girl.” She smiled and gave herself credit, thinking that was a compliment. Desmond wrote 1(800) exh-aust, the number Californians used to report automobiles polluting the air, on the back of his homemade business card and handed it to her. “Count to ten before you get on the bus!” She was pissed but he wasn’t in the mood to put her emotions first. Women always expected that shit, too. Like a brotha didn’t have needs above his waistline. It wasn’t like he didn’t have a ride. His car was clean. A custom-designed 1964 Mustang. Royal blue exterior. Light blue leather interior. Chrome rims. A real beauty. Just like Fancy.
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