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Prologue



“Wow! Move over, Oprah!” my good friend Egypt shouted, placing a hand on her hip as she strutted into my bedroom, carrying a beautiful bouquet of white lilies and yellow roses. I stood up from my chair in front of my makeup table, spinning around so my matron of honor could get a good look at my yellow-and-white ensemble. “Damn, you look so good I’m thinking about marrying you myself. I don’t even know if you need these flowers.”

“You know, Egypt, you say the nicest things in the weirdest way sometimes.” We both laughed as she handed me the bouquet. “So, how is it downstairs? Is everyone here?” I hated that they had me locked upstairs until the ceremony. I’m a hands-on person, and this was my party.

“I think so. Mayor Wilder and his wife just showed up. At least we know we have someone to officiate the ceremony. So, my guess is it shouldn’t be long now before they come looking for us.”

I walked over to my bedroom window, peeking through the curtain so that I could see the crowd forming in my backyard. Everything looked in order: The band was starting to play, and most of the people were seated or were being seated. There was literally a who’s who of Richmond’s African American elite, and all of them were there to pay homage to Leon and me as we renewed our wedding vows after ten years of marriage. By Monday morning, our pictures would be splashed all over page six of the Richmond Times Dispatch and Richmond.com as the weekend’s most talked-about event. For the next two weeks, I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere without someone being all up in my face.

I frowned at the thought—or rather, at the idea that things weren’t as rosy as all of my guests assumed. Leon and I were renewing our vows, but it wasn’t too long ago that we had been on the brink of divorce. We had been through some pretty difficult times, and this ceremony was our way of committing to the work it took to repair our marriage. So, no matter how romantic the ceremony seemed on the surface, things were still pretty complicated; but I had made a promise to myself to make a total commitment to our relationship, and that was exactly what I was going to do.

I turned and walked back over to my makeup table. I sat down, placed my bouquet on the table, and mindlessly applied some blush.

“You okay?” Egypt asked. “All of a sudden you look kinda sad.”

“I’m all right. Just thinking about life.” I put down the blush and picked up my hairbrush. Egypt took it from me and gently turned me toward the makeup table mirror.

“Here, let me do that.” She began to brush my hair softly. “Don’t think too hard about life, girl. Life’s a bitch, and the last thing you want is for that bitch to slap you.”

“I think she already has, Egypt. I’m just trying to figure out the best way to lessen the sting of the blow.” I’m sure Egypt was curious about my choice of words, but she didn’t comment any further. I didn’t get along with too many females, but one of the reasons Egypt and I got along was because she knew how to mind her business.

“You ever been in love with anyone other than Rashad?” I asked.

“Who, me?” She stopped brushing my hair, as if the question caught her off guard, or perhaps she was thinking about some past love.

“Yeah, you. You’re the only other person in the room,” I joked.

“Uh-huh, I was in love once before.” She sighed. “Lord knows I loved me some Monster Calhoun.”

“Monster Calhoun? You were in love with a man named Monster Calhoun?” I couldn’t help but laugh. I wasn’t trying to make her mad, but that shit was funny.

“I sure was. That was during my bad-boy phase, when I dated nothing but thugs. And he was as thuggish as they come.”

“I guess you learn something new about somebody every day, ’cause I couldn’t begin to picture you with a thug, Ms. I-Don’t-Do-South-Side-’Cause-It’s-too-Ghetto. So, whatever happened to this Monster Calhoun? How come you ended up with a corporate guy like Rashad and not him?”

“Twenty-five-to-life is what happened,” she answered without a trace of humor. “He got twenty-five years in the big house, and I grew the fuck up. If I had left my house ten minutes earlier the day he got arrested, I would have been sitting right next to him with a kilo of coke in the fridge when the DEA busted down his door.”

“You lying!” I turned my head to look her directly in the face.

“Do I look like I’m lying?” Her dead-serious expression answered that question for me. “What about you? You ever been in love with anyone other than Leon?”

There was a knock on the door, and then, as if he’d heard his name being mentioned, my husband walked into the room wearing a designer suit and looking like something out of GQ magazine. I had to give it to him: My husband was fine. He was tall, well built, and chocolate all over. If marriages were based solely on looks, then there would be no need to ask why I was renewing my vows with this gorgeous man. If only life were that simple.

“Great-goog-a-moog-a. Damn, Big Sexy, you look good as a mo-fo! I feel like throwing your fine ass on the bed and wearing your ass out right in front of your friend.”

Sure, he put it on thick, and that wasn’t the way to talk in front of my friend, but if there was one thing about Leon I’d always loved, it was that he sure knew how to make me feel good about myself.

“Leon, hush your mouth! I can’t believe you just said that in front of Egypt,” I scolded, even though I loved hearing his compliments.

“Sorry about that, Egypt, but my wife looks beautiful.” He eyed me suggestively. “Very beautiful.”

“You ain’t got to get all G-rated for me,” Egypt replied. “I got eyes, and she does look good.”

Egypt stepped away, and Leon swaggered over, kissing me so passionately he took my breath away.

“How long you gonna be?” he whispered in my ear. “They’re about ready to start the ceremony. And I wanna get you back up here to this room as fast as I can. Girl, you got my shit rock hard.” He rubbed himself against me, and all I could think was I was glad I was wearing a panty liner. I know I’m a little old to be thinking like this, but that man sure knew how to get my juices flowing.

“I’m just about ready. Give me about ten minutes and we’ll be right down.”

“All right, then. I’ll see you in a few.” He kissed me again, and I watched him walk out the door as horny as a rabbit in heat. He didn’t have to worry about throwing me on the bed later, ’cause it was him that might be landing on his back.

“Somebody’s excited,” Egypt chimed in. “I think your husband’s looking forward to some alone time with you.”

“I’m rather looking forward to it myself.” I fanned myself with my hand.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about. I hope me and Rashad are still all over each other after ten years,” Egypt added.

“You will be,” I said as I turned to her. “Just remember to always respect him, even when he’s at his lowest, and don’t let nobody in between your marriage.”

“I know that’s right.”

“That shit Jerome pulled last year almost cost me my marriage.” I was referring to my ex–best friend. We were no longer speaking, because he did his best to sabotage my marriage.

It’s not what you might think, though. He didn’t do it because he wanted me for himself. No, definitely not that. Jerome is strictly dickly now. Years ago we had a relationship in college, but that was before he came out of the closet. Then we became best friends—until he took it upon himself to “save me” from my husband.

I’m a go-getter. I own my own successful business and have a level of respect within the community. Leon, on the other hand, has gone through periods of unemployment, during which I was the breadwinner. This didn’t do much for his self-esteem, and he took to staying in the house most of the time. Of course, my life didn’t slow down, and Leon ended up getting jealous every time I went to a social function without him, or even when I went to have a few drinks after work with Jerome. Things got pretty bad for a while, and there were even a few punches thrown by him—though I have to admit the first punch was usually thrown by me.

Still, I loved Leon and was willing to put up with the fighting because I was convinced that better days were ahead. Jerome thought I was crazy to stay, so he took matters into his own hands. He planted in my house some incriminating evidence that made me believe Leon was having an affair. It was so convincing that Leon and I eventually separated, although he’d sworn up and down that he had never cheated on me.

We were apart for about six months, and during that time I started dating a really great guy named Michael. We were happy together, and I thought I was moving forward with my life, until I learned the truth about what Jerome had done. Leon was innocent, and deep down I still loved him, despite my feelings for Michael; so I made the decision to give my marriage another try. Having to tell Michael that I was going back to my husband really turned my life upside down. It was all Jerome’s fault, and to make him pay for it, I fired him from my company and stopped speaking to him.

The stupid thing was, as I sat here ready to renew my vows, I missed that fool. If Jerome and I were still on speaking terms, I would have asked him to walk me down the aisle.

I got up and walked over to the full-length mirror, admiring myself. I absolutely loved the sunny yellow-and-white dress I was wearing. If only I felt as cheerful inside.

“You look beautiful, Loraine.”

“Yeah, I do, don’t I?” I teased my hair with my hand. “Hey, Egypt, do you think I could get about five minutes to myself? I need to be alone for a little while.”

She nodded her head. “Sure. I’ll be right outside.”

When she left and shut the door behind her, I took a deep breath in an effort to calm my nerves. There was something I had to do before I walked out that door and down those stairs to renew my vows. It was something I should have done a long time ago, before things got out of hand.

I picked up my cell phone and dialed a number I knew by heart.

The phone rang three times before I lost my nerve and hung up. Less than five seconds later, the same number was calling me back. I picked up on the first ring.

“Hello,” I said softly.

“Hey there, beautiful. I wasn’t expecting you to call. I thought you said you had to attend a wedding with the old ball and chain.” He laughed. I’m sure he wouldn’t be laughing if he knew the wedding I was attending was my own.

“Michael, I have to tell you something.”

“Sure, what’s up? Everything okay?”

“I guess that depends on how you look at it.”

“What is it?” There was panic in his voice now. “He didn’t hit you, did he?” Michael knew all about my past troubles with Leon.

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what?”

“Michael…I…We…” I couldn’t formulate words; I could barely capture my breath.

“What’s wrong? What do you have to tell me?” I was just about to try to tell him again when he blurted out, all excited, “Oh my God, you’re not pregnant, are you?”

This time, I had no trouble speaking. “Hell no!” I was old enough to be preparing for menopause, and he was talking about pregnancy. Was he crazy?

“Loraine, what’s going on?”

I felt my eyes start to tear up. “Michael, I can’t do this anymore.” There, I’d done it. I’d broken up with him.

“Do what?” He wasn’t going to make this easy.

“Us, Michael. I can’t do us anymore.”

Yes, this was my dilemma, all put into motion by Jerome’s meddling ass. When I told Michael I was going back to Leon, I wasn’t lying—I did go back—but a few months later, I started seeing Michael again. I couldn’t help it. I was truly torn between two lovers, because I loved both men—so much so that I couldn’t find the strength to break up with Michael until mere minutes before I would walk down the aisle with Leon.

Now there was an eerie silence on the line. Had he hung up on me?

“Michael, are you there?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Did you hear what I said?”

“Yeah, I heard you.”

“Well, say something.”

“What do you want me to say, Loraine?” His voice cracked. Was he crying? “I love you. I’m not gonna give up on us. I’m not going to let you end what we have.”

“Michael, you have to. I can’t do this anymore. I love my husband.”

“Please,” he scoffed.

“I do love him.”

“Question is, Loraine, do you love me?”

I didn’t answer.

“Say it, Loraine. Tell me to my face you don’t love me and I’ll walk away.” I was still silent. “You can’t do it, can you?”

“I’m married. I have a husband. You know that.”

“You had a husband when we started our affair, but that didn’t stop us.”

“Don’t go there, Michael. You know Leon and I were separated when we first started.”

“Sure, the first time, but what about now? You weren’t separated when you snuck out the house six months ago and ended up in my bed. You weren’t separated the other night when I had you singing my name at the top of your lungs.”

I felt a stab of guilt at the reminder of my most recent infidelity. Right in the middle of finalizing plans for today’s ceremony, I found an excuse to visit Michael and make love to him. I forced the images of our passion from my mind and resolved to stay strong this time. “Michael, I can’t do this.”

“You can’t do this? I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me. I haven’t rocked the boat one time. All I want to do is love you. Why are you doing this to me?” His voice let me know how deeply this was wounding him.

“I don’t want to do this to you. I’m just trying to do what’s best for everyone before things get out of hand.”

“That’s bull and you know it,” he insisted. “Things have been out of hand for a long time, Loraine. Answer my question. Do you love me or not?”

I didn’t answer. I just said, “Good-bye, Michael.”








Leon

1



I eased back on the soft, butter-cream leather armchair when Roberta walked into the room. For us, it had been the same place, same time for almost a year. I’d been waiting for her; not long, only about five minutes, but long enough to wonder if her damn phone had cut into my time with her again. If so, it wouldn’t be the first time. Her phone was constantly ringing whenever we were together. Most of the time she ignored it, but there were a few occasions when she glanced at the caller ID and excused herself. Sure, I knew the calls were work-related, and she wouldn’t take them if they weren’t important, but damn, this was supposed to be my time, the time we spent together.

If she were anyone else, I would have kicked her to the curb a long time ago, but I was a creature of habit, and her pros so outweighed her cons. Roberta had a way of making me feel good about myself. I don’t think I could ever find someone to replace what she’d done for me. I always left with an incredible yearning to see her again.

When we first met, I was such a broken man, but with her help, I was starting to put the pieces of my life back together. I was starting to see myself as a man again.

She sat down across from me, adjusting her body until she was comfortable. I immediately noticed she was wearing a new scent. It was a little lighter than usual, but sexy all the same. She always smelled so good.

“New perfume?” I asked.

“Why, yes, it is.” She gave me a smile that lit up the room.

I’m sure she was surprised that I’d noticed. She probably thought that, like most men, I didn’t pay attention to the little things. But what she didn’t understand was that when we were together, I paid attention to everything, just like her. Oh, I tried to play it cool. What type of man would I be if I didn’t? But I left no stone unturned when it came to the time we spent together. It was that important to me.

We’d started this little Monday-and-Thursday-afternoon ritual about a year ago. Back then, you couldn’t have paid me a million dollars to think I’d still be seeing her after all this time. She was without question the only woman I’d ever let in my head—other than my wife, Loraine. In fact, I’m sure Loraine would be shocked at how much more Roberta knew about me than she did. Roberta was not just my keeper of secrets; she was slowly taking over Loraine’s place as my new best friend.

No matter how wonderful she was, though, I still wasn’t quite ready to let the world know I was seeing Roberta. I liked keeping things on the q.t., or on the DL, as they call it nowadays. I was convinced that if anyone found out about us, my life as I knew it would be ruined.

Funny thing is, it all started rather innocently around the time my wife and I were on the verge of divorce. Loraine had kicked my ass out of the house behind some old bullshit she called a lapse in judgment on her part. Oh, she was right. It was a lapse of judgment all right—a lapse of judgment called Jerome, her jealous-ass friend. Thank God Roberta was there for me when no one else was. I was under so much stress at that time that I don’t know if I could have made it without her. It seemed that fate just brought us together.

“So, here we are again. I’ve been giving a lot of thought to our last conversation, Leon. Did you happen to do what I asked you to do?” She was no longer smiling. Her face was serious. She wanted an answer, one I wasn’t sure I was prepared to give.

I gazed down at her stilettos. There was no doubt in my mind that they were expensive. As was customary with her, they looked brand-new. There wasn’t a scuff mark on them. You can tell a lot about a woman by looking at her shoes, and hers almost screamed how classy she was. But, I wondered, how could such a classy woman talk to me about such lewd things, even if it was for my own good?

“Are you ignoring me?”

“No,” I replied, but I’m sure she knew I was.

“So, answer my question. Did you—”

“Did I jack off first? Yes, I jacked off first, all right?” I finished her sentence in my own words. I just didn’t want to hear her say it again.

My eyes traveled from her shoes, up a little farther. Her legs were crossed neatly at the knees, showing off her well-built calves. She had an amazing hourglass figure, while her face and hair defied her almost fifty years of age. She reminded me a lot of Angela Bassett.

“Leon, are you embarrassed?”

Was I embarrassed? Of course I was! Here was this beautiful woman sitting across from me, wanting to know if I’d masturbated. What was even more embarrassing was the reason she’d asked the question in the first place. You see, I had a little problem in the bedroom. And, no, it wasn’t that I couldn’t get it up or that my shit was little. I got it up just fine, and I was packing enough meat for two. My problem was that…Well, my…my stamina wasn’t quite what it should be, and I ejaculated a little faster than I should.

“Leon, there is no reason for you to be embarrassed. We’ve been through this before. Plenty of men go through premature ejaculation. Masturbating before sex should help with your stamina. You just get too excited. There’s nothing wrong with being excited. We just have to find a way to harness that excitement.”

After all these months, she still didn’t get it. She still had no idea how crushing it was not to be able to satisfy my woman the way she wanted to be satisfied.

“Roberta, I don’t think I know how to ‘harness my excitement.’”

I looked up at her, our eyes meeting for the first time. I was hoping she would understand, as she always seemed to. This had been the topic of conversation between us for quite some time, but this time she tried to hide a frown. It didn’t work. Her disappointment was written all over her face, and it was making me feel even more self-conscious.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I asked.

“I’m just trying to figure out how serious you are about this. Do you want to stop prematurely ejaculating? Do you want to enjoy a normal sex life?”

What was that supposed to mean? Was she taking a potshot at my manhood? If she was trying to humiliate me, she was doing a good job. My embarrassment turned into defensive anger.

I stood up. “Of course I wanna have a got-damn normal sex life. Why do you think I’ve been paying your sorry ass a hundred dollars an hour for the past twelve months?” I pointed my finger in her face. “I should be asking your ass when I’m going to have a normal sex life. You’re the damn therapist—oh, excuse me, psychiatrist! So, what’s up, Doc? When am I going to be cured? When am I going to be able to fuck like I used to?”

Roberta sat up in her chair, her bottom lip quivering just a bit. There was no doubt in my mind she did not appreciate my sudden use of profanity or my accusatory tone, but this wasn’t the first time I’d gotten loud. Truth is, I just wanted her to snap back at me, give me a reason to walk out that door and feel sorry for myself, but she never did. No matter how ignorant I got, she always kept it professional.

Surprisingly, her face softened. “You know what, Leon? You’re right. I’m sorry. I know you’re trying. And to be totally honest, I can’t say when you’re going to be cured. But I’m committed to finding a solution to your problems. I just need your help.”

Well, if you haven’t figured it out, Roberta is my shrink.

“What can I do?” I asked.

“Why don’t you have a seat so we can talk about that?” I did what I was told and sat back down.

“So, I take it you and Loraine made love this weekend, and things didn’t quite work out as you planned?”

“I did exactly what you said.” I sighed. “I took her out to a nice romantic dinner at Luigi’s. When we got home, I went in the bathroom, locked the door, and took care of business.”

“Okay, that’s good. What’d you do next?”

“I broke out the massage oil and gave Loraine a massage from head to toe. You would have been proud of me, Doc. I took things nice and slow, just like we talked about.” My eyes panned her office, which was trimmed in cherrywood molding that matched her Queen Anne desk.

“I’m already proud of you, Leon.” She patted my knee like I was a schoolboy who needed approval. I have to admit I did appreciate her words. “What happened after that? How were things afterward? Did you get intimate?” She was trying to get back in my head. She knew we’d gotten intimate.

I twiddled my fingers and wiped my sweaty palms on my jeans, stalling for time. I really didn’t want to answer her, because I knew what she would ask next. I finally admitted, “Yeah, we did.”

“So, how was it?”

I lowered my head and closed my eyes. Once again, I could see Loraine’s look of disgust when I collapsed on top of her within a minute. I just knew that was going to be the time I held out until Loraine reached her climax, but once again, I came too quickly. Loraine didn’t say anything, but I could tell she was getting sick of my Speedy Gonzales performances. I felt about as low as a man could get.

“Leon, how was it?”

“Horrible. Worse than ever.”

“What do you mean?”

“I tried to hold back, Doc. I tried every trick in the book. I bit my lip, I tried to count, I even tried to imagine her wearing clown makeup, but it seems like the more I try to hold back, the more excited I get. Once I got inside her, that was all she wrote. I exploded like a short fuse on a firecracker—quick, fast, in a hurry.”

“I see…. Maybe we’re going about this wrong. Maybe we should be looking at the cause of your excitement, not the effect.” Roberta gave me a compassionate look, which encouraged me to open up. “What about Loraine gets you all worked up?”

I let out a low whistle. “Wow, I mean, where do I start? She’s just so…so sexy to me, Doc. I’ve told you this before. I just love a big, thick woman, and when Loraine takes off her clothes, all the blood in my body rushes right to my groin. She just makes me feel like exploding.” I glanced down at my pants. “I’m all excited just thinking about her being naked.”

“Yes, I can see that.” Roberta averted her eyes. “Have you ever been attracted to smaller-framed women?”

“Not really. I mean, I’ve been with a few, and I can appreciate the beauty others see in small women, but they do absolutely nothing for me.”

“Hmm, interesting. So, when did your attraction for big women begin?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve always loved big women. Back in the day, I used to always tell my friends, ‘you can have anyone who looks like Whitney Houston, but stay the hell away from anyone bigger than Jackée, ’cause she mine’!”

“I see. Any large women in your family?”

“My aunt was a big, beautiful woman.” I smiled at the thought of Aunt Barbara.

“Is this the aunt who raised you, the one married to your abusive uncle?”

“Mmm-hmm, Aunt Barbara was the best. Sweetest woman in the world.”

“Really. You don’t talk about her much. Why is that?” She began to write.

“I don’t know.” I heaved a deep sigh before I continued. I was treading in some dangerous waters that I preferred to keep locked away inside my heart. “Probably because like every other woman in my childhood, she ended up leaving me alone. She died when I was in high school. She didn’t even get to see me graduate.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Yeah, kinda painful, you know.”

“I can imagine.” She started writing again. I hated when she did that, because it always made me feel like I was some type of case study for some book she was writing. “Was your mother a big woman?”

“Well, my mother passed away when I was five. I barely remember her, but from the pictures I’ve seen, no, she was about average size.”

“How about your father?”

“I never knew my father.”

“I see. So, did you and your aunt have a good relationship?”

“Yeah, Aunt Barbara was the best. She was like a mother to me.”

“Interesting. Tell me more.”

“I can’t. Like I said before, she died when I was young. I can barely remember what happened last week. Don’t ask me about my childhood.”

“Okay, so tell me what you remember.”

“Funny thing is, I can’t even remember anything about her other than she was good to me, made me feel safe. Every time I think about a woman adoring me, I always think about my aunt.” I watched as her pen flew across the page. She sure was taking lots of notes about my aunt. Something about what I’d said must have really intrigued her. “So, is that why I like big women? Because of my aunt?”

She flipped the page on her notebook and finished a few more notes before she replied. “That makes sense. A lot of our adult life is based on our childhood. We are often attracted to people who remind us of our parental figures. It’s not unusual for men to look for mother figures, especially with all the physical abuse you took from your uncle. Perhaps your aunt was the only one protecting you from your uncle.”

I nodded. “Maybe so. But I don’t see what this has to do with me not satisfying my wife.”

“Does Loraine remind you of your aunt?”

I paused. “Yes. No. I don’t know. Maybe. They both have the same body type.”

I was feeling confused. It wasn’t like I didn’t understand her questions, but more like my emotions were too mixed up for me to make sense of them. Usually my conversations with Roberta were pretty black and white: How did I feel about my uncle’s abuse? Bitter. How did I feel about Loraine leaving me? Hurt. And how did I feel about her friend Jerome setting me up? Pissed me off. But now that she was digging for answers about my aunt, I suddenly couldn’t pinpoint my emotions.

“What do you think about your aunt that has to do with your issues?”

“Why should she have anything to do with what’s going on with Loraine and me?” I noticed my heart started racing. What the hell was wrong with me?

“Let me rephrase this. What do you remember about your aunt that was so kind when you were a teenager?”

I shook my head. “I can’t remember.”

“Leon, do you realize that every time we try to go back into your teenage years, you draw a blank?”

I hadn’t given it much thought until then, but she was right. Everything from high school and earlier was vague. “I do now.”

“I know you decided against it when we started looking into your uncle, but I think it may be time we revisited the idea of hypnotism.”

The last time she hypnotized me was about three months ago. That’s when I found out that my beloved uncle Charles had physically abused me when I was a young boy. My memories from that session were so intense that Roberta had to snap me out of my hypnotic state right in the middle of my uncle beating me with a razor strap. Afterward, she told me I was screaming so loud that she was afraid I was going to have some type of psychotic breakdown. I don’t know how true that was, but the pain was so real I could still feel that strap slamming against me, ripping my flesh, to this day. I’d been having nightmares about it ever since and was terrified of the idea of being hypnotized again because of it.

I glanced at Roberta’s face. She looked sympathetic, despite the fact that I knew she was pushing for me to go back under hypnosis. “Doc, if it’s going to help me save my marriage, I’ll do whatever it takes. I’m desperate.”








Jerome

2



I was awakened by the cool night air as it hit my naked backside. I was sure he’d pulled the comforter off me accidentally while getting out the bed, so I wasn’t upset. I opened my eyes and saw him sitting on the edge of the bed with his pants in hand, about to get dressed. He smiled, reaching over to cover my nakedness. He was kind in that way. Knowing him, he was probably beating himself up inside for waking me in the first place. I blew him a kiss.

The way he glanced at me made everything below my waist start to stir. I reached for him, hoping to get some more of what he’d given me earlier in the evening. Unfortunately, he gently pushed me back, shaking his head to let me know that wasn’t going to happen.

I glanced at the clock on my nightstand and then turned toward him with a pout. I felt like I was being punished. What had I done to deserve this treatment? Had I not satisfied him? He never left this early, not on a Saturday night.

I was pissed and didn’t bother hiding it in my tone. “You leaving already? It’s only one o’clock.”

I immediately dropped the attitude and became quiet when he snapped his head in my direction. The angry look he gave me told me everything I needed to know. I’d broken one of his unspoken rules: Thou shall not question Big Poppa when he’s ready to leave. I was getting a little sick of his fucking rules, and I wanted to express that, but we’d just had a really nice dinner, watched a great DVD, and had two hours of mind-blowing sex, all of which I wanted to do again sometime soon, so I was not about to raise hell. Especially since this was an argument I couldn’t win no matter what I said or did. We’d been down this road many times, and each and every time, I was the one on the losing end, begging for forgiveness. He was going home to his wife, quite possibly to have sex with her after he’d had sex with me, and all I could do was sit there with my feelings hurt, watching his sexy ass get dressed.

“How about a blow job for the road?” I asked in the sweetest of tones. If he would just let me put my lips around his dick, it would be a wrap. I guess he knew it, too, because he flat out rejected me.

“Jerome, don’t start.”

Don’t start? He was walking out of my very warm bed to be with a woman who didn’t give a damn about anything but appearances, and he told me not to start? His ass hadn’t been saying that shit when he was praising my name as I sucked his dick two hours ago. Anyhow, like I said before, I was getting sick of his shit. He didn’t know it yet, but he was going to have to make a decision. My life had been one roller coaster after another the past year, and I needed some stability, with him or without him. I’d put in too much time and effort for him to keep treating me any old way.

You see, what Big Poppa and I had was like Ray Parker Jr.’s song, “The Other Woman,” except, obviously, Big Poppa was in love with “the other man.” At least I thought he loved me, until moments like this when he got up to leave with no regard for my feelings. Something was going to have to change.

 

An hour after Big Poppa left, I was lying in the bed watching Criminal Minds reruns on A&E. I was pissed off about his leaving, no question about it, but then again, I was always pissed when Big Poppa left. However, I had a plan to improve my mood. I was a believer in that old cliché that the best way to get over a lover is to get under another one. I guess it was a good thing I had plenty of other lovers. There were none I cared about as much as Big Poppa, but what I lost in quality, I damn sure made up for in quantity. Sure, it was late and last minute, but I had men begging to get some of this. Surely one of them would be willing to leave his wife or girlfriend for some fun under the covers with the man who gave the best blow jobs in Richmond.

I reached over to my nightstand, picked up my iPhone, and scrolled through the address book, clicking on the file aptly marked “Little Black Book.” I smiled as the list of names appeared on the screen. There were more than a hundred men’s names in it, most of whom I’d slept with at one time or another over the past twenty-five years. Some were famous; others were just conquests; many of them were financial sponsors; the majority of them were married. I had this thing for married men or men on the down low, as it was now called, partly because they were a challenge, but mainly because they usually didn’t act feminine. Don’t get me wrong. I didn’t have anything against brothers who showed off their feminine side. They just weren’t my style or my bedroom taste. I considered myself a man’s man, and that’s what I wanted in my bed—a man who everyone in the room, male and female, was lusting over.

As I ran through my list of potential bed partners, I stopped at Randy Gonzales. Randy was a married army officer assigned to Fort Lee Army Base. He was a Dominican brother I’d met at Buffalo Wild Wings in Colonial Heights. Like most brothers on the DL, his wife didn’t have a clue about Randy’s bisexuality. Little did she know her soldier husband took the expression “don’t ask, don’t tell” to a whole new level. We’d hooked up only once, about a month ago, but I liked Randy. He was one cool guy with some pretty good dick. I thought about making him one of my sponsors, but the problem was he showed some signs of being obsessive. He’d been blowing up my phone non-stop for the past few weeks. Sure, I talked to him when he called, but I’d blown him off when he asked to hook up again. I’m sorry, but I don’t do clingy. Not since the last obsessive, clingy motherfucker I messed with ended up becoming a stalker. But we’ll talk about him a little later.

Right now, it was time to call my Latin bed warmer. He was too eager for me to let him become a regular, but his bedroom skills were just what I needed to cheer me up for the night. I clicked the TALK button on my phone. Randy had made it clear I could call anytime, day or night, for a booty call, as long as I pretended to be his duty officer. So, he was about to get a call from Sergeant Rock—rock hard, that is.

“Hello.” The angry voice sounded familiar, but it wasn’t Randy. His voice was deep, with a hint of an accent, but he sounded young. I’m embarrassed to say I was a little jealous. Had Randy found some young boy toy to fuck with behind my back?

I was about to hang up when the man on the other end said, “I know it’s you, Jerome. I can see your number on my caller ID. Why the fuck you playing games?”

A knot formed in the pit of my stomach when I recognized the voice. Shit, I was surprised I hadn’t known it was him right away. How could I have forgotten? His name was Ron, and he was twenty years my junior. Things ended pretty badly between us, and we hadn’t spoken in a long time. I must have hit his number instead of Randy’s.

“Ahh, Ron, I didn’t mean to call your number, man. I was trying to get someone else.” I was surprised he hadn’t hung up already.

Ron and I had broken it off, or rather he’d broken it off by trying to put his fist through my nose. Despite the fact that he’d given me the worst beating of my life, just hearing his voice brought back all the good times we’d had together. Other than what I had with Big Poppa, he was the closest I’d ever come to being in love. Unfortunately, it also reminded me of the last words he’d spoken after he punched me in the face: There is no us, Jerome. There never was. I’m just trying to get my life back.

I heard a hissing sound. Finally, Ron spoke up. “Jerome, what the fuck do you want? Didn’t I tell you to leave me the hell alone? As if my life isn’t fucked up enough as it is, I got to get a call from you, the man who started all my troubles.”

“How you doing, Ron?” I know it was weak, but I didn’t know what else to say. I was trying to offer friendship, in hopes it would open the door again—eventually. I figured if he really didn’t want to talk, he’d hang up.

“How am I? I’m fucked up, that’s what I am, and it’s all because of you! You fucked up my life.”

I hated to admit it, but in a way, he was right. I had fucked up his life, and I was sorry for it, but there was nothing I could do at this point. I couldn’t give him back what he’d lost. If I could, I would have, but all I had to offer him was a phat ass and some hungry lips.

I wasn’t really into young guys, but somehow I was drawn to him. We’d met in a D.C. club, and later that night, he’d ended up at my room. He’d never had sex with a man before then, and I can’t lie; I turned his ass out.

I guess in a way he turned me out, too, because I felt like I was twenty-five again hanging out with him. He had the sweetest body, and when it came to sex, he was like the Energizer Bunny: He kept going and going. We had really become tight, and I ended up spending most of my free time up in D.C.

In public, of course, we were just two straight guys hanging out together. Ron was not ready to come out of the closet. You see, a year ago, Ron had been a promising freshman on the Georgetown basketball team. It was obvious to everyone who’d seen him play that with the right coaching, he had a real shot at becoming an NBA player. He had way too much on the line with his career to reveal his sexuality, and I had had no problem with keeping it a secret as long as he kept giving me his good loving.

As much as I loved Big Poppa, I had considered letting him go for Ron. We really could have had something special—until he showed up at my hotel room one night and nearly beat me to death. Not that I could blame him after I saw the pictures.

I still haven’t figured out how he did it, but somehow Peter, this crazy white guy who’d been stalking me ever since I turned him out, followed us and took some pretty compromising pictures that he eventually sent to Ron’s coach, his teammates, and his mother. Peter was determined to make me his at all costs, and unfortunately, Ron paid the ultimate price when his sexuality became public.

“Ron, I’m sorry. I was hoping that one day we could get past all of that,” I said in a soothing tone. “At least be friends.”

“Get past it? I’m ruined. I had to move back to Danville with my mother, Jerome, and everyone in D.C. knows about me now. Everywhere I went, people would whisper. My team members didn’t even want to play with me anymore, and they damn sure didn’t want to get undressed in front of me. I had to quit the team, give up my scholarship, and move back home.” Ron’s voice cracked, and he broke down crying.

Damn, I had no idea things had gotten that bad. I thought some time might help, but obviously he was still hurting.

“I don’t even wanna be here anymore. I wish I were dead. I hate this life.”

“Ron, you don’t mean that. You’re a young man. You have a lot to live for.”

“Like what? What the hell do I have to live for? They took basketball from me. Without basketball, I got nothing. The only thing I’ve wanted in my life was to be an NBA player.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said what was in my heart. “Ron, can I come and see you? I just want to talk to you. You sound like you could use a friend.”

“I don’t need your kind of friendship, Jerome.” With that, he disconnected the call. I wanted to dial his number again but decided it was better to leave well enough alone. The last thing I wanted to do was inflict any more pain on Ron.
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