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Tammy

I love my life.

I love my life. I love my marriage. I love my husband. I love my kids. I love my BMW, and I love my house. Oh, did I say I love my life? Well, if I didn’t, I love my life. I really love my life.

I stepped out of my BMW X3, then opened the back driverside door and picked up four trays of food lying on a towel on the backseat. I had only about twenty minutes before the girls would be over for our book club meeting, but I’d already dropped off my two kids, Michael and Lisa, at the sitter, so they weren’t going to be a problem. Now all I had to do was to arrange the food and get my husband out of the house. The food was easy, thanks to Poor Freddy’s Rib Shack over on Linden Boulevard in South Jamaica. I merely had to remove the tops of the trays from the ribs, collard greens, candied yams, and macaroni and cheese, pull out a couple bottles of wine from the fridge, and voilà, dinner is served. My husband was another thing entirely. He was going to need my personal attention before he left the house.

I entered my house and placed the food on the island in the kitchen, then looked around the room with admiration. We’d been living in our Jamaica Estates home for more than a year now, and I still couldn’t believe how beautiful it was. My kitchen had black granite countertops, stainless-steel appliances, and handcrafted cherrywood cabinets. It looked like something out of a home-remodeling magazine, and so did the rest of our house. By the way, did I say I love my life? God, do I love my life and the man who provides it for me.

Speaking of the man who provides for me, I headed down the hall to the room we called our den. This room was my husband’s sanctuary—mainly because of the fifty-two-inch plasma television hanging on the wall and the nine hundred and some odd channels DIRECTV provided. I walked into the den, and there he was, the love of my life, my husband, Tim. By most women’s standards, Tim wasn’t all that on the outside. He was short and skinny, only five-eight, one hundred and forty pounds, with a dark brown complexion. Don’t get me wrong—my husband wasn’t a badlooking man at all. He just wasn’t the type of man who would stop a sister dead in her tracks when he walked by. To truly see Tim’s beauty, you have to look within him, because his beauty was his intellect, his courteousness, and his uncanny ability to make people feel good about themselves. Tim was just a very special man, with a magnetic personality, and it only took a few minutes in his presence for everyone who’d ever met him to see it.

Tim smiled as he stood up to greet me. “Hey, sexy,” he whispered, staring at me as if I were a celebrity and he were a starstruck fan. “Damn, baby, your hair looks great.”

I blushed, swaying my head from side to side to show off my new three-hundred-fifty-dollar weave. I walked farther into the room. When I was close enough, Tim wrapped his thin arms around my full-figured waist. Our lips met, and he squeezed me tightly. A warm feeling flooded my body as his tongue entered my mouth. Just like the first time we’d ever kissed, my body felt like it was melting in his arms. I loved the way Tim kissed me. His kisses always made me feel wanted. When Tim kissed me, I felt like I was the sexiest woman on the planet.

When we broke our kiss, Tim glanced at his watch. “Baby, I could kiss you all night, but if I’m not mistaken, your book club meeting is getting ready to start, isn’t it?”

I sighed to show my annoyance, then nodded my head. “Yeah, they’ll be here in about ten, fifteen minutes.”

“Well, I better get outta here, then. You girls don’t need me around here getting in your hair. My virgin ears might overhear something they’re not supposed to, and the next thing you know, I’ll be traumatized for the rest of my life. You wouldn’t want that on your conscience, would you?” He chuckled.

“Hell no, not if you put it that way. ’Cause, honey, I am not going to raise two kids by myself, so you need to make yourself a plate and get the heck outta here.” He laughed at me, then kissed me gently on the lips.

“Aw-ight, you don’t have to get indignant. I’m going,” he teased.

“Where’re you headed anyway?” I asked. A smart wife always knew where her man was.

“Well, I was thinking about going down to Benny’s Bar to watch the game, but my boy Willie Martin called and said they were looking for a fourth person to play spades over at his house, so I decided to head over there. You know how I love playing Spades,” Tim said with a big grin. “Besides, like I said before, I know you girls need your privacy.”

Tim was considerate like that. Whenever we’d have our girls’ night, he’d always go bowling or go to a bar with his friends until I’d call him to let him know that our little gathering was over. He always took my feelings into account and gave me space. I loved him for that, especially after hearing so many horror stories from my friends about the jealous way other men acted.

Tim was a good man, probably a better man than I deserved, which is why I loved him more than I loved myself. And believe it or not, that was a tall order for a smart and sexy egomaniac like myself. But at the same time, my momma didn’t raise no fool. Although I loved and even trusted Tim, I didn’t love or trust his whorish friends or those hoochies who hung around the bars and bowling alleys he frequented. So, before I let him leave the house, I always made sure I took care of my business in one way or another. And that was just what I was about to do when I reached for his fly—take care of my business.

“What’re you doing?” He glanced at my hand but showed no sign of protest. “Your friends are gonna be here any minute, you know.”

“Well, my friends are gonna have to wait. I got something to do,” I said matter-of-factly. “Besides, this ain’t gonna take but a minute. Momma got skills . . . or have you forgotten since last night?”

He shrugged his shoulders and said with a smirk, “Hey, I’m from Missouri, the Show Me State, so I don’t remember shit. You got to show me, baby.”

I cocked my head to the right, looking up at him. “Is that right? You don’t remember shit, huh? Well, don’t worry, ’cause I’m about to show you, and trust me, this time you’re not going to forget a damn thing.” I pulled down his pants and then his boxers. Out sprang Momma’s love handle. Mmm, mmm, mmm, I’ve got to say, for a short, skinny man, my husband sure was packing. I looked down at it, then smiled. “Mmm, chocolate. I love chocolate.” And on that note, I fell to my knees, let my bag slide off my shoulder, and got to work trying to find out how many licks it took to get to the center of my husband’s Tootsie Pop.

About five minutes later, my mission was accomplished. I’d revived my husband’s memory of exactly who I was and what I could do. Tim was grinning from ear to ear as he pulled up his pants—and not a minute too soon, because just as I reached for my bag to reapply my lipstick, the doorbell rang. The first thought that came to my mind was that it was probably my mother. She was always on time, while the other members of my book club were usually fashionably late. I don’t know who came up with the phrase “CP time,” but whoever it was sure knew what the hell they were talking about. You couldn’t get six black people to all show up on time if you were handing out hundred-dollar bills.

Tim finished buckling his pants, then went up front to answer the door. I finished reapplying my makeup, then followed him. Just as I suspected, it was my mother ringing the bell. My mother wasn’t an official member of our book club, but she never missed a meeting or a chance to take home a week’s worth of leftovers for my brother and stepdad after the meeting was over. Truth is, the only reason she wasn’t an official member of our book club was because she was too cheap to pay the twenty-dollar-a-month dues for the food and wine we served at each meeting. I loved my mom, but she was one cheap-ass woman.

My mother hadn’t even gotten comfortable on the sofa when, surprisingly, the doorbell rang again. Once again, Tim answered the door while I fixed four plates of food for him and his cardplaying friends. Walking through the door were the Conner sisters—my best friend Egypt and her older sister Isis. Egypt and I had been best friends since the third grade. She was probably the only woman I trusted in the world. That’s why sometime before she left, I needed to ask her a very personal favor, probably the biggest favor I’d ever asked anyone.

Egypt and Isis were followed five minutes later by the two ladies I considered to be the life of any book club meeting, my very spirited and passionate Delta Sigma Theta line sister Nikki and her crazy-ass roommate, Tiny. My husband let them in on his way out to his spades game. As soon as the door was closed and Tim was out of sight, Tiny started yelling, “BGBC in the house,” then cupped her ear, waiting for our reply.

We didn’t disappoint her, as a chorus of “BGBC in the house!” was shouted back at her. BGBC were the initials of our book club and stood for Big Girls Book Club. We had one rule and one rule only: If you’re not at least a size 14, you can’t be a member. You could be an honorary member, but not a member. It wasn’t personal; it was just something we big girls needed to do for us. Anyway, we’d never really had to exclude anyone from our club. I didn’t know too many sisters over thirty-five who were under a size 14. And the ones who I did know were usually so stuck-up I wouldn’t have wanted them in my house anyway.

About fifteen minutes later, my cousin and our final member, hot-to-trot Coco Brown, showed up wearing an all-white, formfitting outfit I wouldn’t have been caught dead in. I know I sound like I’m hatin’, but that’s only because I am. I couldn’t stand the tight shit Coco wore. And the thing I hated the most about her outfits was that she actually looked cute in them. Coco was a big girl just like the rest of us, but her overly attractive face and curvy figure made her look like Toccara, the plus-size model from that show America’s Next Top Model. Not that I looked bad. Hell, you couldn’t tell me I wasn’t cute. And I could dress my ass off too. It’s just that the way I carried my weight made me look more like my girl MóNique from The Parkers. I was a more sophisticated big girl.

Taking all that into account, some of my dislike for Coco had nothing to do with her clothes or her looks. It had to do with the fact that she was a whore. That’s right, I said it. She was a whore—an admitted ho, at that. Coco had been screwing brothers for money and gifts since we were teenagers. And to make matters worse, she especially liked to mess around with married men. Oh, and trust me, she didn’t really care whose husband she messed with as long as she got what she wanted. Now, if it was up to me, she wouldn’t even be in the book club, but the girls all seemed to like her phony behind, and she met our size requirement, so I was SOL on that. I will say this, though: If I ever catch that woman trying to put the moves on my husband, cousin or not, she is gonna have some problems. And the first problem she was gonna have was getting my size 14 shoe out of the crack of her fat ass.

As soon as Coco entered the room, she seemed to be trying to take over the meeting before it even got started. She was stirring everybody up, talking about the book and asking a whole bunch of questions before I could even start the meeting. And when she and Isis started talking about the sex scenes in the book, I put an abrupt end to their conversation.

“Hold up. Y’all know we don’t start no meeting this way.” I wasn’t yelling, but I had definitely raised my voice. “Coco, you need to sit your tail down so we can start this meeting properly.”

Coco rolled her eyes at me and frowned, waving her hand at Nikki, who had already made herself a plate, asking her to slide over. Once Nikki moved, Coco sat down. Now all eyes were on me like they should be. I was the book club president, and this was my show, not Coco’s—or anybody else’s, for that matter. But she still had something to say.

“Please, Tammy, you should’ve got this meeting started the minute I walked in the door, because this book was off the damn chain.” Coco high-fived Nikki.

“I know the book was good, Coco. I chose it, didn’t I?” I know I probably sounded a little arrogant, but I couldn’t help it. Ever since we were kids, Coco was always trying to take over shit and get all the attention. “Well, once again, here we are. Before I ask my momma to open the meeting with a prayer, I just hope everyone enjoyed this month’s selection as much as my husband and I did.”

Egypt raised her eyebrows, then said, “Wait a minute. Tim read this book?”

“No, but he got a lot of pleasure out of the fact that I did. Can you say chapter twenty-three?” I had to turn away from them I was blushing so bad.

“You go, girl,” Isis said with a laugh. “I ain’t mad at you.”

“Let me find out you an undercover freak,” Coco added.

“What can I tell you? The story did things to me. It was an extremely erotic read.” Everybody was smiling and nodding their heads.

“It’s about to be a helluva lot more erotic in here if you get to the point and start the meeting,” Coco interjected, then turned to my mom. “I don’t mean no disrespect, Mrs. Turner, but we’re about to get our sex talk on.”

“Well, then let’s bow our heads, ’cause this prayer is about the only Christian thing we’re going to talk about tonight. Forget chapter twenty-three. Can you say chapters four and seven?” my mother said devilishly, right before she bowed her head to begin our prayer. From that point on, I knew it was gonna be one hell of a meeting, and Tim would appreciate it later when he came home and found me more than ready for round number two.
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Coco

The alarm on my cell phone rang, and I reached down as fast as I could, trying to silence it. By the time I stopped Chamillionaire’s “Ridin’ Dirty” ring tone from waking him up, I realized I had to pee. I tried to lie still and hold it, hoping I could get five more minutes of sleep, but the pressure on my bladder wouldn’t let me. Besides, I knew I had to get up and outta there before he woke up. The last thing I wanted to do was talk to him now that the fun part of the night was over. Talking led to lies, and lies only led to me getting pissed off. Nobody wants to get pissed off after getting laid. So, the pressure from my bladder just made getting out of bed a little more urgent. I sat up and yawned, then stumbled through the dark hotel room to the bathroom—a reminder of the six apple martinis I drank the night before. Also reminding me of the martinis was the blaring hangover that was starting to take over my head.

Making my way into the bathroom, I sat down on the toilet without closing the door and quickly relieved myself. It felt like I peed forever. I sighed in relief. It’s unbelievable how a simple bodily function like urinating can feel so good. When I finally finished, I looked in the mirror, but I couldn’t see a thing, so I closed the bathroom door and flipped on the light switch. The light was like a thousand needles in my eyes, and I quickly covered my face with my arms. When my eyes adjusted to the light, I had to admit, I was embarrassed at what was staring back at me in the mirror. My weave was matted and looked like something the cat dragged home. My makeup and lipstick were completely gone. Good thing I was blessed with a pretty face, or I’d probably be looking like something out of that movie Night of the Living Dead.

I stared at my DDD-cup breasts, cupping them with both hands as I questioned myself, Have they sagged? I took a deep breath, making them appear even larger, and shook my head, dismissing the idea as fast as it had come. No, they weren’t sagging; they were perfect. No saline, no silicone, no implants of any kind whatsoever—just me, one hundred percent me. I released my breasts, turning to the side as I placed one hand on my stomach so I could get a glimpse of my other great asset—my perfectly round booty. Whenever I walked down the street, all eyes were on me. I have what most guys would call a ba-dunk-a-dunk, and I used it and my titties to my advantage every chance I got. Every shirt, sweater, dress, skirt, and pair of pants I wore had been purchased just to show off my breasts and booty. There are women out there who would pay good money to have a figure like mine. Yes, there was no denying I was a thick sister with some weight on my bones, but ask any man with a pair of eyes and a dick swinging between his legs if my weight was a problem, and I could guarantee you he’d say, “Hell no!”

Shutting off the light, I opened the bathroom door and headed back into the room. I walked over to my side of the bed, searching for my personal belongings. When I had everything I came with, I started to get dressed. John was now spread out, snoring lightly and taking up most of the bed. It didn’t matter, though. He’d done what I’d needed him to do, and it was time for me to go home.

I’d met John last night in the bar at the Brooklyn Marriott. I’d gone there after my book club meeting, looking for exactly what I found—free drinks and some good out-of-town dick. The only reason I’d chosen John was because he was the only man in the bar who wasn’t old enough to be my father. He turned out to be a good choice. From the pounding hangover I had and the sense of fulfillment I felt between my legs, I can assure you he’d taken care of his business. The funny thing was that I might as well have called him John Doe, because I didn’t even know his last name. Shoot, I couldn’t be sure if his first name was really even John, for that matter. He’d probably be pretty surprised to find out my name wasn’t really Lola.

I picked up my bag and headed for the door.

“Hey, where you going?” John’s voice seemed to come out of nowhere.

I clutched my chest as I turned toward the bed because it was so unexpected. “Oh my God! You scared the shit outta me. You know that, don’t you?”

“Sorry about that.” He shifted in the bed. “You going somewhere?”

I nodded. “Home. It was nice meeting you.”

I could see his white teeth shining in the dark shadows of the room. “Nice meeting you too.”

I stepped closer to the bed. I wasn’t sure if he could see me in the dim light. “Hey, do you think I could have a little help with cab fare?”

“Sure.” He reached over for his wallet and pulled out a twenty-dollar bill.

Before he could hand it to me, I said, “I live in Long Island. It’s gonna cost me at least sixty to get home.”

He glanced at me skeptically, then reached in his wallet and pulled out two more twenties.

“I’m gonna look pretty cheap if I let someone drive me all the way out there and don’t give him a tip.” He frowned, then pulled out a ten. I quickly took the money out of his hand and shoved it into my bra. If he only knew I had driven my car and lived only fifteen minutes away. Hot-damn, looked like Momma was buying a new pair of shoes tonight.

“Look, can I get your number or something? Maybe we can do this again next time I’m in town. I had a great time.” He rubbed his hand along my thigh.

I sat down on the bed, sliding my hand over the top sheet that covered his leg. My fingers caressed the imprint of his dick. It was warm and started to grow from my touch. I was tempted to pull the covers back and get one for the road. I could probably even get another fifty bucks out of him, but I knew if I got back in that bed, I wouldn’t get out until sometime after the sun came up. I let go of that idea, along with his dick, with a quickness. I was like a vampire—I never let the sun catch me in a man’s house or hotel room.

“Why don’t you give me your number? The last thing I need is for your wife to find my number and start harassing me. No offense, but you married brothers be getting careless, and I don’t need the drama. Been there, done that.”

His smile disappeared. “Who said anything about me being married?”

I let out a long, aggravated sigh. You see, this is the shit I be talking about. This is the reason I take everything I can get from a brother and keep it moving. ’Cause these niggas can’t stop lying.

“Look, let’s get something straight. I had a good time with you last night. You’re funny, and you actually made me come a few times, but, honey, don’t think I don’t know you’re married. And don’t even try to deny it.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. What would make you think I’m married?”

I swear to God that man gave me the most sincere look I’d ever seen—which pissed me off even more, so I got up and walked toward the door. “You know what, John? There’s nothing I hate worse than a liar.”

He sat up in the bed, trying to look insulted, even though he knew damn well he was busted. I’d seen it too many times before: It’s always the biggest liars who will protest their innocence the loudest. “Who you calling a liar?”

“You, motherfucker! Ain’t nobody else in the room.” I took hold of the doorknob, opening the door slightly. “Oh, and marinate on this for a second. When I sat down next to you in the bar, you had a wedding ring on. Halfway through our conversation, it disappeared, so you might wanna tighten up your game next time you decide to lie to a sister.”

He glanced down at his ring finger, then looked up at me silently. I could practically see the wheels turning in his pea brain, trying to come up with another lie. I just shook my head, and he finally buried his face in the pillow, his way of admitting he’d been busted.

I pulled the door open and walked out. Men were all the same. All they cared about was getting some. It didn’t matter what game they had to run. Only difference now was that it was all I cared about, too, and I was much better at it than they were.
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Isis

I could feel the temperature of my body rise and the space between my legs becoming moist when my sister Egypt turned her Honda Accord down my block. I’d spotted a light on in my apartment from the corner, which meant my boyfriend, Tony, was there. With any luck, he’d be lying naked in my bed, waiting for me. Trust me, I needed him to be there after discussing Mary B. Morrison’s latest novel with my book club for the past two hours. Talk about turning up the heat! That woman knows she can write about some sex. I don’t think any of us walked out of that book club meeting without the need for a panty liner and some companionship, if you know what I mean. Even Mrs. Turner, the sixty-some-odd-year-old mother of our book club president, Tammy, was talking about how she was going home to wake up her husband so she could get some tonight. She had us all cracking up when she picked up Tammy’s phone and called ahead to make sure he took his little blue pill.

“Well, at least one of us is going to get some tonight,” Egypt mumbled jealously as she pulled up behind Tony’s truck to let me out. I felt sorry for my sister, but it wasn’t my fault she didn’t have a man. She’d had plenty of suitors over the years; it’s just her standards were too damn high. She wanted someone with Russell Simmons’s money and Terrence Howard’s looks. The fact that she couldn’t find him made her a very jealous and bitter woman.

I think she was under the illusion that she was still twenty-one and a size 10, when in reality she was thirty-four and a size 20. Now, there is nothing wrong with being a size 20—hell, I’m a size 22, pushing a 26, depending on what store I’m shopping in, so you know I can’t talk—but my sister, although cute, still felt the need to try to compete for men with those skinny bitches. She wasn’t interested in anyone but the unattainable brothers who were way too shallow to understand what a great catch she was.

Tony tried once to introduce her to his friend Greg, who ended up really liking Egypt, but Tony swore that after the way she treated his friend, he’d never do it again. My sister can be so stank sometimes. Do you know that she invited him out to dinner at some fancy restaurant one time, then had the nerve to order a two-hundred-dollar bottle of wine, a thirty-dollar appetizer, and the most expensive meal on the menu, then stuck him with the bill? The whole meal cost almost as much as he was making in a week, and let me emphasize again that she was the one who invited him to dinner.

“Why don’t you call Greg?” I suggested. “I’m sure he’d be willing to stop by for a booty call.”

Egypt raised her finger as if to chastise me, then hesitated for a second to give my suggestion some thought. The fact that she was even thinking about it was a definite giveaway. She wanted to get some tonight just as much, if not more, than I did. Eventually, though, she shook her head. “Nah. If I give Greg some, I’ll never be able to get rid of him. The boy’s cute and he’s got some good dick, but he can’t keep a good job.”

I shrugged my shoulders and leaned over, hugging her tightly. “You mean he can’t keep a six-figure job, ’cause Greg’s got a good job; he works for the state.”

“Whatever. You say tomato, I say tomahto. In the end, it all means the same thing, Isis.”

“Which is?”

“That I can’t mess with the brother if he can’t keep me in the lifestyle I’m accustomed to.”

“Accustomed to? Egypt, you live in Momma and Daddy’s basement apartment.”

“Yeah, but I don’t pay no bills there. Girl, I need a man who can take care of me. Like Tim takes care of Tammy. She only works because she wants to, not because she has to.”

Egypt was always comparing herself to Tammy and the life she led. It’s actually pretty ironic if you ask me, because Tim was interested in Egypt when they first met, and she pawned him off on Tammy for his pretty-boy fraternity brother. Funny how things work out. Tammy and Tim have been together for more than ten years, and Egypt and the pretty boy ended up having only a one-night stand. Although Egypt and Tammy remained best friends, I knew for a fact that Egypt was more than a little jealous.

“See, that’s your problem. You’re not Tammy. Tammy and Tim have been together since y’all were in college, and way before his business took off. If you had stuck with your ex, Raymond, you’d probably be married to a CPA right now, living in that big house he got in Long Island, instead of that Spanish girl. You’ve got to work with a man, Egypt, not wait ’til he’s made his money, then jump on the bandwagon like you was there all along.”

She waved her hand at me and changed the subject. The fact that her college boyfriend was a successful partner in a CPA firm always annoyed her. “Hey, Isis, speaking of Tammy, you’ll never guess what she asked me to do tonight.”

“Girl, I ain’t got no time to be playing no guessing games with you about Tammy. My man is upstairs, and I need to get to him before he falls asleep.”

She reached out her hand and gently took hold of my wrist, stopping me from getting out of the car. “My God, will you calm down a second? You act like that man’s dick is made of gold. Damn, this is only gonna take a second.”

“Whatever.” I pulled my arm free and stepped out of the car. Once outside, I leaned my head into the window. “Hurry up.”

“Well, you know Tammy always gives Tim a birthday party every year, right?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, she’s not having a party this year. Guess what she wants to give him this year?”

“C’mon, Egypt, get to the point. I told you I ain’t got a whole bunch of time. Tony is waiting.” I glanced up at my apartment window, happy to see the lights were still on.

“Okay . . . okay . . . She decided to give him something a little more special. She’s taking him to Hedonism in Jamaica.”

I shifted my eyes. “Hedonism? Isn’t that the place where everyone walks around nude?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

An image of Tammy walking around a nudist colony came to my mind. It wasn’t a pretty image, so I quickly got rid of it. As a big girl myself, I’m here to tell you there are some things us full-figured sisters just shouldn’t do, and strutting your stuff in a nudist colony is one of them.

“Oh my God, Tammy has lost her mind,” I murmured.

“Tell me about it. And if you think that’s something, girl, check this out,” Egypt added. “She wants me to go with them.”

“What?” I raised an eyebrow. I knew Tammy and Tim had money, but this didn’t even sound right. And why the hell would they want to take my sister with them? “Go with them for what? What you gonna do, watch the kids while Tammy struts her fat ass around on the beach naked?”

Egypt tried to keep herself from laughing, but she couldn’t. All of a sudden, she busted out laughing. I’m sure now she was the one with an image of her best friend walking around two or three hundred white people on the beach, naked in Jamaica. I know it sounds cruel, but I started laughing with her. If Egypt was telling the truth, Tammy had lost her mind.

When she finally stopped laughing, Egypt said, “Girl, you ain’t right.”

“Maybe, but what the hell she taking her big ass to Hedonism for, and why she want you to go?”

“She wants to give Tim a surprise for his birthday.” She hesitated as if she wasn’t sure she should tell me the rest of her best friend’s secret. I knew it wouldn’t last, because my sister was horrible at keeping secrets. All I had to do was give her a little nudge.

“So, what she need you for?”

Egypt looked around as if someone might hear our conversation. “Look, don’t tell nobody . . . but Tammy asked me to be the third person. . . .”

I had a pretty good idea what she was talking about, but I didn’t want to believe that Tammy was crazy enough to ask someone to do that with her husband. I needed to hear Egypt say the words, so I stood there quietly and waited for her to finish.

“The third person in a threesome! Can you believe that shit? She wants me to sleep with her husband.”

“Stop lying,” I snapped. “That woman does not want you to fuck her husband.”

“I’m not lying, Isis. I swear. She even gave me the brochure. Look.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pamphlet that looked like a page out of a porno magazine. A white porno magazine, I might add. Not one person in the brochure was black, and not one woman was bigger than a size 8.

“Now, is that some crazy shit or what? I mean, yeah, we talked about doing crazy shit like that when we were in college, but back then we were just kids. I thought she was joking. Tammy sounds serious now.”

I stared at my sister in silence for a few seconds, wondering if she’d be foolish enough to go through with it. Seeing that Tammy went out of her way to get this brochure made me think she might just be foolish enough to go to Hedonism and make Egypt an offer like that, especially if Tim was pushing her to do it. She’d do anything to keep him happy. If he was my man and took care of me the way he took care of her, I’d probably do the same. I mean, Tim wasn’t fly or anything, and I’m not really into thin men like Tammy, but there was something very attractive about the way he carried himself. Not to mention the fact that Tammy was always bragging about how big his dick was and telling us stories about how good he was in bed. Shit, after hearing all those stories, there probably wasn’t one member of our book club who hadn’t at least thought about how it would be to have sex with him. I’m ashamed to admit it, but I know I had. And I know my sister had, too, because she told me about one of her erotic dreams involving Tim. The real question was would my sister be down to make her erotic dream a reality? Would she be bold enough to sleep with her best friend’s husband? I truly hoped not.

“Please tell me you told her no,” I pleaded. “Please.”

Egypt’s face became very serious. “Do I look like a fool? That’s my best friend, and the best way to lose your best friend is to sleep with her man, even if it’s at her request. I’m just shocked that she would even ask me some shit like that. I can’t even imagine sharing my man like that.”

“I know that’s right. Just the thought of Tony being with another woman makes my stomach turn.” I glanced up at my apartment again. “Speaking of Tony, I’ve gotta get upstairs, sis.”

“I know. Go, go, and get some for me.”

I blew her a kiss, then waved as I made my way to the front door of my building. When I got into the apartment, Tony was sitting on the living room sofa, fully dressed, with a beer in his hand. Judging by the empty bottles on the coffee table, it clearly wasn’t his first. I didn’t mind, though, because when Tony drank, he was aggressive in bed, and aggression was exactly what I needed.

“Hey, Daddy,” I purred affectionately in my little girl’s voice. I walked over and sat down next to him. We kissed, and I could taste the beer on his tongue as he held me tightly. “Daddy, Momma’s been thinkin’ about you all day.”

“I’ve been thinking about you, too, boo. We really need to talk about me moving in with you.”

I kissed him and quickly changed the subject. “Well, we can talk about it later. Right now, I need you, baby. I need you inside of me.” I reached down and caressed the part of him I needed most. He grinned, showing me the large gap in his front teeth, which, in some strange way, I found very sexy.

“You just can’t get enough of me, can you?”

“No. I sure can’t. Now give me what I need, Daddy.”

Tony stood up, lifting my five-foot-three, two-hundred-fortypound figure in the air without a hint of strain. I held on to his strong, broad shoulders. As he started to walk toward the bedroom, I could feel myself getting even moister with anticipation. The thought of his six-foot-two, two-hundred-seventy-poundbody lying on top of me, pounding me, or riding it from the back, was all I could think about. I couldn’t wait to feel him inside of me.

I’d met Tony about two years ago at the Q-Club in Queens. I loved big men, so I was attracted to him right away. We’d taken it slow at first to get to know each other. As a matter of fact, we waited almost four months before we even had sex. Of course, you know it wasn’t him who was holding out; it was me. I’m sorry, but I’ve got this thing about not giving up the goods until I’m sure a guy’s committed. I really didn’t expect Tony to stick around once I laid down the ground rules, but I was pleasantly surprised when he did.

Once we committed the act, it was on. It seemed like every time Tony and I saw each other, we had sex. I’d done things with him I’d never even dreamed about doing with other men. I’d never been so close to a man in my entire life. I loved Tony. We were so close that we’d actually gone engagement-ring shopping a few weeks ago. He didn’t tell me when, but he was going to propose once he paid off the ring, perhaps even around my birthday.

Tony wanted to have at least three kids, and although I was thirty-six, I planned on giving him exactly what he wanted. I loved that man’s dirty drawers, and as far as I was concerned, he was the only man on earth. Sometimes, I sat back and thought about my friends, who talked about how men didn’t wanna help out, how men didn’t wanna work, and how the ones who did wanna work were never around to romance you. But my Tony was like a magician. Not only did he work one job, but he worked two jobs. Although he didn’t live with me, he still helped me pay my bills. And when it came to romance, I’m starting to think he invented the word, because my boo romanced me every chance he got—flowers, candy, shopping, candlelit dinners, and every six months we took a trip outta town. We’d been to Florida, California, down to Texas, and last spring we took a trip to Paradise Island in the Bahamas. Yeah, I had the perfect man, and in the next five minutes, the perfect man was about to make love to me.

Tony kicked wide the half-opened door to my bedroom, then laid me down on the bed, slowly unbuttoning his shirt. I looked up at him, admiring his husky build. His golden-brown complexion was framed by soft, round features and a clean-shaven face.

“Rough, Tony. Rough. I want it hard and rough. I don’t want that gentle shit tonight. I want my Mandingo warrior. Put it on me like you just got outta jail.”

“Is that what you want?” He grinned, showing that gap. “You want it rough, huh? Well, get your shit off, ’cause first I’m gonna eat that pussy like I’m a caveman; then I’m gonna fuck your ass like Shaka Zulu himself.”

I shuddered with excitement. “Okay, just let me run to the bathroom.” He nodded. “I’ll be right back.”

I jumped up from the bed and hurried to the bathroom, closed the door, and took off my clothes. I wanted to freshen up, to make sure everything was smelling good for Tony, because he loved oral sex, and I loved the way he did it to me. Normally, I wouldn’t be so worried about this type of thing, but I’d been doing my share of sweating during our book club discussion. I didn’t have time for a shower, but a little soap and water wouldn’t hurt.

I grabbed my washrag and soaped it up good, running it under my arms and between my legs. Just as I was about to put the washrag down and run back to Tony, I heard a buzzing sound. I glanced at the floor, and my pants were moving on the tile. It scared the hell outta me until I realized that it was my cell phone, which was on vibrate, and someone was calling me. I reached down and picked it up. The caller ID read PRIVATE CALLER. I figured it was my sister letting me know she got home. Egypt never unblocked her home number.

“Hello.” I could hear light breathing on the other line, but the caller hesitated to answer. “Hello,” I repeated. “Look, if you’re not going to say anything, then I’m gonna hang up.”

I was about to close the phone when a deep voice said, “Hey, Pooh.”

My heart skipped a beat because I recognized the voice right away. And only one person called me Pooh. It was Rashad, my former fiancé and the only man besides Tony I’d ever been in love with. We’d broken up about three years ago when he got a new job working for a record label in Atlanta. He’d asked me to move down there with him, but I refused to go unless we got married before we left. I wasn’t about to quit my job and pack up my entire life without a true commitment. Well, to make a long story short, I stayed in New York.

He’d recently moved back to New York and had bumped into Egypt in the city. He’d obviously run some BS story on her because she’d given him my cell phone number about a week ago, and he’d been blowing up my phone ever since. I hadn’t told Tony about him being in town yet, because I knew he was gonna flip, and I was hoping Rashad would just stop calling since I wouldn’t answer when I saw his number. But now it looked like he’d resorted to blocking his number to get to me.

“Rashad? Why are you calling me?”

“Because I wanna see you, Pooh. I miss you, baby. I fucked up. I know now that I should have never left without you.”

Before I could respond, Tony knocked on the door. I dropped the phone on my clothes. “You all right in there, baby? It don’t take this long to take a pee.”

“Ah, yeah, boo, I’m fine. I’ll be right out.”

“Okay, but you may have to get me warmed up again. I’m starting to lose my buzz.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of that.” Just as soon as I get this other fool off the phone, I thought.

I turned my attention back to the phone. “Rashad, I told you before—I have a man. Please don’t call me anymore,” I whispered.

“Pooh, you know me. I’m not giving up. I know you still love me.”

“No, I don’t love you, and will you stop calling me Pooh? My name is Isis.” I closed the phone, knowing he was telling the truth. He wasn’t gonna give up. That was one determined man.

“I’m waiting!” Tony yelled from the bedroom.

“I know. I’m coming, baby.” I decided to turn off the phone completely. If I knew Rashad, he’d definitely be calling back later. To tell you the truth, I wasn’t even horny anymore. I was too concerned about how I was going to avoid Rashad and the drama I knew he was about to bring into my life.
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Nikki

We were halfway through a rerun of Girlfriends and a bucket of fried chicken when the doorbell rang. I’d never seen this episode, so I didn’t budge, but my girl Tiny got up from the sofa, peeked through the peephole, then glanced back at me. I knew who was there just from the look of frustration on her face. Her response confirmed it.

“It’s that son of a bitch, Dwayne,” she growled.

I took a long, deep breath, shifting my body on the sofa in agitation before speaking. “I knew he was gonna pull some shit like this. Why can’t these stupid-ass men ever do what’s right? He was supposed to pick up DJ last night before we went to our book club meeting.” I sighed. “Go on and let his ass in.”

Tiny hesitated and the doorbell rang again. “I don’t know why you put up with this nigga’s shit, Nik—”

I glared at her, quickly hushing her. “Don’t, Tiny, okay? Just don’t, aw-ight. I don’t wanna hear it. I told you that’s my baby’s father. He has a right to see his son, no matter how trifling he is, so just open the damn door.”

Tiny pouted but did what I asked, unlocking the dead bolt and opening the door. A few seconds later, in walked Dwayne Washington, my ex-boyfriend, my baby’s daddy, a wannabe thug, and quite possibly the finest man I’d ever seen. Dwayne was six foot five with a very slim build, a baby-smooth bronze complexion, and a dick that sometimes appeared to be as long as my arm and as thick as my pudgy wrist. Oh, and Lord have mercy, did he know how use it! There was a time when I would have let him make love to me in the middle of Times Square on New Year’s Eve for the entire country to see. But those days were long gone. Now the only thing he could do for me was kiss my black ass and take care of his son, ’cause I hated him. Let me reiterate that one more time, just in case I didn’t make myself clear. I hated him!!!!

Dwayne glanced at Tiny, then shook his head, obviously disgusted by her mere presence. When he walked toward the sofa, Tiny began making faces behind his back like he was a punk. I had to look away just to keep myself from laughing in his face. Dwayne and Tiny had never gotten along. They’d actually had a couple of physical confrontations. To be quite frank, from what I could see before the fight was broken up, Tiny had won every time. Don’t let her nickname fool you. Tiny wasn’t tiny at all. She was a five-foot-eleven, two-hundred-fifty-five-pound bruiser who could smack fire out of you without even thinking about it.

“Where’s DJ?” Dwayne demanded.

“Where’s DJ?” I repeated his words with attitude, sucking my teeth for good measure. “I don’t know, Dwayne. Wasn’t he supposed to be with you?” He rolled his eyes at me. “Oh, that’s right. Your sorry ass didn’t pick him up last night, did you? You know that boy wouldn’t go to sleep the entire night because you told him you’d be over here to pick him up after school. I even had Mrs. Simpson watch him over here while I was at my book club meeting, just in case you came by to get him. What kind of fucking father are you?”

“Don’t start, Nikki. Don’t even start. Just get my son ready to go.” He folded his arms. “Besides, I sent you an e-mail.”

I jumped up from my seat and quickly pointed my finger in his face. “An e-mail? Motherfucker, you know I don’t check e-mail unless I’m at work.”

Dwayne swatted my finger out of his face. “Get your fucking finger out my face, Nikki, before I break it off.” I was about to put my finger farther in his face, but I could see Tiny sneaking up behind him, and if I didn’t back off in a few seconds, we’d all be on the floor fighting, and that was the last thing I wanted to do with my son in the house. I may hate Dwayne, but my son loved him. Last time Tiny and Dwayne got into it, DJ didn’t speak to her for three weeks and kept insisting that he wanted to go live with his father.

I lowered my hand and sat back on the sofa, giving Tiny the eye to back off. Unfortunately, I’d also alerted Dwayne that Tiny was behind him.

“What the fuck?” He turned toward Tiny, lifting his fists. “I know you ain’t trying to sneak me, you fat bitch.” Tiny just smiled, and I could see the concern on Dwayne’s face as he glanced back and forth between the two of us. He knew Tiny wasn’t afraid of him, and I think he was starting to realize I wasn’t afraid of him anymore either. Why should I be afraid of him? I outweighed his ass by nearly fifty pounds.

“You know what, Dwayne? I’ve got a good mind not to let DJ go with you.”

“Fine with me. I didn’t really wanna sit through no damn baseball game anyway. That was your idea, remember?” Then he smirked. “I hope you have a good time explaining all this to DJ, though.”

I was about to get in his face again, but just then, DJ ran into the room. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!” He jumped up into Dwayne’s arms, kissing his father on the cheek and hugging him tightly. “You still gonna take me to the Mets/Yankees game on Saturday?”

Dwayne glanced at me. “I got the tickets right here,” he said, patting his pockets. “But it doesn’t look like your mother wants you to go with me for some strange reason. Isn’t that right, Nikki?” My son’s head swiveled toward me, his eyes looking like they were about to burst into tears. “I’m sorry, son. I was really looking forward to it too.”

I hated when Dwayne did that. He was always twisting my words, trying his best to make me look like the bad guy in DJ’s eyes. He knew damn well I wanted him and DJ to go to the baseball game. Shit, I was the one who went to Ticketmaster and got the damn tickets. I was just trying to make a point that he needs to keep his word—if not to me, then to our son. I shouldn’t have to force him to spend time with his own son. It seemed like he was more interested in spending time with me than with DJ.

“Mommy, I wanna go with my daddy,” DJ cried. He was about two seconds from a meltdown, and that was the last thing I wanted to deal with.

“Okay, DJ, okay. You can go with your father. Just let me get your stuff together.”

I felt like I was being played by both of them, because as soon as my son registered my words, his tears stopped.

I got up from the sofa and walked into DJ’s room. His knapsack was still packed from the day before, when Dwayne was supposed to pick him up. I walked back into the living room, and Dwayne and Tiny were staring at each other like two heavyweights getting ready to battle. I stood between them and handed DJ’s bag to Dwayne.

“Now, what time are you gonna have my son back on Sunday?”

“Who says I’m bringing him back on Sunday?”

“Well, we ain’t gon’ be here on Saturday, and he’s got school on Monday, so he needs to be here on Sunday—preferably after church.”

“I’ll bring him here when I’m ready.”

I was about to raise my finger and start to cuss, but I knew it wasn’t worth the argument. Dwayne never kept DJ more than a day or two, so he’d have him home on Sunday—that I was sure of. I leaned over and gave my son a kiss.

“I’ll see you on Sunday, DJ.”

“Bye, Mommy.”

“Aren’t you gonna say bye to Aunt Tiny?”

DJ looked at his father, then glanced over at Tiny, who was standing by the door. “Bye, Aunt Tiny,” he said reluctantly.

Tiny opened the door and watched my son and his father walk out. When she closed the door, I released a sigh of relief, glad to have survived one more confrontation with that loser, even if I knew it wouldn’t be the last.
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Tammy

I glanced at my cell phone for the correct time, then nodded my head with approval. 12:57 P.M. The moment of truth would soon be at hand. I picked up the glass in front of me and gulped down what was left of my second rum and Coke. I was hoping the alcohol could give me the courage I surely needed to ask my best friend for the second time in a week what most women would never ask in a lifetime. I wanted her to be the third person in a threesome with my husband and me. She’d turned me down the first time I’d asked after our book club meeting, but she wasn’t gonna turn me down this time. I wouldn’t let her. See, I couldn’t ask just any ol’ body to be all up in the bed with me and my man. It had to be someone I trusted, and there was no one I trusted more than Egypt. I knew she’d have my best interests at heart, unlike another woman who might end up deciding to try to steal my man. Not only that, but when it was all over, Egypt would have the wherewithal to keep her mouth shut about what we’d done.

I just had to explain things to her a little differently this time, make sure she understood how important this was to me. And just to make sure she agreed to my plan, I needed to explain how we could each benefit from this little endeavor. I wasn’t gonna stress her too much, but trust me, I’d be damned if she was gonna leave my house without agreeing to be a part of my husband’s fortieth birthday celebration.

The doorbell rang, and I was so nervous I poured myself a shot of rum and chugged it down before answering the door. Of course, I knew it was Egypt at the door. As usual, she looked great. Her hair was freshly done in microbraids, and her red dress hugged her thick curves accordingly. A great choice, I determined.

“What’s up, heifer?” I greeted her playfully the moment I opened the door.

“Nothin’, ho,” she said with a chuckle. We hugged, then she followed me toward the living room.

“I was having a little cocktail. You want something to drink?”

“Whatchu got?” Egypt sat on one of the bar stools while I slid behind the bar.

“Wine, rum, Hennessy, vodka . . . You name it, we got it.” I looked over my shoulder when she didn’t make her selection immediately known. “I’m drinkin’ rum and Coke,” I told her.

“Ummmm . . .” She stood, with a pudgy finger tugging at her bottom lip like the decision was so difficult. That girl loved to drink, but she never knew what to order.

“Here, why don’t I make something special for you?” I gave her a knowing look and smiled. “Trust me. I know you like your drinks sweet.” I gave her a devilish grin.

When she smiled back, I bent down into the liquor cabinet and emerged with a bottle of vanilla rum. I placed it on the bar and reached for the bottles of rose grenadine and peach schnapps.

“Pass me that pineapple juice from over there on your right,” I asked Egypt as I filled two glasses with crushed ice.

Egypt wiggled on over to the corner of the bar and gave me the juice. I mixed the perfect combination from the four bottles, added a couple of cherries, then found two cocktail straws and extended one glass to my best friend. She accepted it with a reluctant look. This wasn’t something we did very often. My friend looked like she was either starting to believe I had a drinking problem, or she believed I was up to something.

“How about a toast?” I lifted my glass, hoping to lighten the mood.

She nodded slightly, keeping her eyes locked on mine like she was searching for the answer to my unusual behavior.

“To best friends,” I sang. “Nothing can come between us.”

“To best friends. You damn right nothing can come between us,” she repeated, and then we clinked our glasses together. I smiled, bringing my glass to my lips. Instead of doing the same, Egypt wrinkled her nose and lowered her head to sniff the drink in the glass.

“What is this? You ain’t trying to poison me, are you, girl?” she asked.

“Girl, just try it,” I urged, tossing her a knowing look.

Egypt took a cautious sip, then looked up at me and smiled. She pulled the glass back to her lips again. “Mmmm.” She chuckled as her sips turned into hungry gulps. “This shit is good. When’d you go to bartending school?”

“See, you should trust me more often. You know I ain’t gonna steer you wrong.” By the time I drank a quarter of what was in my glass, she had drained her glass and placed it on the counter.

“I think I need a refill.” She burped, covering her mouth but smiling the entire time.

“You lush.” I shook my head and laughed. I wasn’t nervous anymore. The earlier alcohol was taking effect. So this time when I fixed her drink, I decided to take the opportunity to run my request by her again. I didn’t want her to have too many drinks before I talked to her, because I knew from experience that Egypt got drunk way too easily, and I wanted her to be sure she knew what she was agreeing to.

“How long have we known each other, Egypt?” I asked as I mixed her second drink.

“I don’t know. Since the third grade, I think,” she murmured. She was watching me like a hawk as I mixed the liquors, probably so she could make these drinks at home.

“And you know I trust you more than anyone in the world, don’t you?”

“Mmm-hmm.” She was still distracted by the drink I was making, so her voice was absent of any kind of suspicion of where I was going with this.

“I’d do anything for you. You know that, don’t you?”

“I’d do anything for you too.” She nodded. “How much rum did you put in there?”

“About two shot glasses full,” I said, then stopped mixing her drink. “If you’d do anything for me, how come when I need a big favor . . .”

She lifted her head, her alcoholic trance suddenly broken. “So that’s what this is all about. You’re still on this threesome thing, aren’t you?”

I was afraid to answer. Should I deny that’s where my question was going, or just admit it and keep trying to break down her defenses?

Before I could decide, she spoke again. “No, Tammy, that’s not a favor. That’s crazy, and I’m not gonna do it. So you might as well forget it.”

“C’mon, Egypt,” I pleaded. “You’re the only person I trust.”

“Tammy, I’m not sleeping with your husband. It will ruin our friendship,” she argued.

“No, it won’t. It’s not like you want to sleep with Tim. I’m asking you to sleep with him.”

“The question is, Tammy, why do you want me to sleep with Tim? Is something going on between you two that I don’t know about? ’Cause, baby girl, this is not a good idea.” She looked frustrated, like a mother who’s tired of telling her child no for the millionth time. Maybe I should have waited until she was a little more drunk before I brought up the subject.

“What’s not a good idea? Having a threesome or having a threesome with me and Tim? Don’t act like you never had a threesome, Egypt, because I can remember a time in college when we were on spring break when you talked me into—”

“Oh my God, I can’t even believe you brought that up.” She closed her eyes as if she was ashamed. “That was different. That was fifteen years ago. We were nineteen years old, just stupid kids, cut-loose and fancy-free. I don’t even remember what happened that night, I was so drunk.”

I smirked. I remembered. I remembered every minute of it. That was the best night of sex I’d ever had. “Want me to remind you? I can probably still find the Polaroids.”

“No, no, I don’t want you to remind me. I can’t even believe you still have those pictures. You need to give me those before Tim finds them.”

“Tim’s seen them,” I confessed. Well, at least he’d seen the ones of her that didn’t show my face. I never told him that I’d been in a threesome before.

Egypt’s face turned bright red. “He’s seen them.”

“Yep. That’s one of the reasons I wanna do this. It’s always been his fantasy to be with two women, Egypt. I feel bad that I experienced that with someone else, but I’ve never done it with him. Can’t you understand that?”

She shook her head. “There’s just something so wrong with this, Tam. That guy was just some fine motherfucker we met on spring break. We never saw him again. I mean, you want me to get down with you and your husband? I mean, daaaaamn!” she shrieked, shaking her head like she was trying to rid her mind of the image.

“So, if he were someone else, you would do it?”

She hesitated, avoiding eye contact. “Maybe . . . if he was cute.”

“My husband isn’t cute?”

“No, that’s not what I mean and you know it. Tim’s cute.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“He’s your husband, dammit!”

Our conversation was going in a circle, always coming back to the fact that Tim was my husband, but I wasn’t giving up. I could tell I was wearing her down. When I had first presented the idea, her answer wasn’t just “No,” but “Hell no!” and the conversation was dead. Now she was at least thinking about it, and I could count that as progress, even if she was still protesting. I figured I could finesse a few more reasons she should help me out, but not yet. I didn’t want to show my level of desperation, even though the truth was that I had become obsessed with this. I had planned it all out in my mind, every single detail of the elegant, romantic evening the three of us would have. All I needed was for her to see the light.

I finished mixing the drink, extended it to her, then yanked it back real fast when she reached for it.

“What?” She glared at me, then looked longingly at the drink.

“You want it, huh?” I teased.

“Girl, you betta give me that good drink,” she exclaimed.

“I know something else that’s just as good—Tim’s dick.”

“See, you are truly trifling,” she said with a laugh. “You need to quit!”

We made our way to the den, where the TV was on but muted. I stretched out on the chaise and took a sip from my own drink.

“So, here’s how it’s gonna happen, and hear me out, ’cause I’m not talking about anything tacky. Forget that Hedonism shit. We’ll get a nice suite in the city, go have dinner first, even catch a show if you want. Then we take it back to the room, and we just spend some time talking, have a few cocktails; maybe I’ll even pick up a bag of weed. You know what weed does to you. We can let it happen naturally,” I offered carefully.

“Girl, are you crazy?” Egypt snapped. “Let it happen naturally?” she mocked me. “What the hell is natural about a threesome with your best friend and your man? Do you even hear yourself?” Egypt raised the glass to her lips again. She looked exasperated, and for a second I thought maybe I should back off a bit, but I couldn’t.

A Beyoncé video came on, and we sat there looking at it in silence. I started thinking about how badly I wanted this for Tim and myself. I’d never forgotten that threesome we had had back in college. The thought of sharing a moment like that with Tim just consumed me. It was like a mountain I needed to climb. My mind strayed to the number of men who probably wished their wives would be so thoughtful. Most women would never do this for their men, too scared that another woman could come between them. But with Egypt, I knew I didn’t have to worry about that. I mean, that’s my girl, and I knew for sure she wasn’t the least bit interested in my man. I mean, he did step to her first when we met Tim, but she passed him right along to me. He’s not even her type, so that’s how I knew for certain this plan was foolproof. I was not ready to give up on Egypt yet. I’d appealed to her sense of friendship, and that didn’t work, so now it was time to petition to her sense of greed.

“Well, how about this. I’ll pay you. I’ll give you two thousand dollars,” I offered.

“Two thousand dollars?” For a fleeting moment, I think the dollar amount enticed Egypt, but her expression quickly soured. “What am I, a prostitute now? Do I look like your cousin Coco? I’m not a whore, Tammy.”

“I’m not calling you a prostitute. You just said the other day that you needed a couple of grand so you could get a new car since that piece of shit you been driving keeps breaking down. All I’m doing is providing you an opportunity so you can buy another one. A favor from one best friend to another. Just like I’m asking you for a favor to help me give my husband the ultimate birthday present. This is a one-time deal, Egypt. I’m trying to create memories with my husband, to fulfill his every desire. And perhaps some of mine too.”

“Girl, you done lost your mind. And I need another drink.” She gulped down what was left of her drink and headed back toward the bar. I followed her. “Fix me another one of these drinks.” She lifted her glass.

Since my offer didn’t entice her, I upped the ante. I knew Egypt had a price. Her weakness was money; it had always been money. “I’ll pay you three, no five. Five thousand dollars,” I said anxiously as she sat down at the bar. I slid behind it. “With five thousand plus what you can get in trade for your car, you could buy a Lexus.”

Her head snapped in my direction, her eyes as big as saucers as she pulled her focus from the screen. “Lemme get this straight. You telling me you’ll give me five grand to screw your husband with you?” she asked for clarification, handing her glass to me. She was on the edge of her stool by now. Finally, I thought, I had her attention.

I nodded my head. “Yes, five grand, and I’ll never ask you for another favor like this again. It’s five thousand dollars for one night, Egypt.”

Egypt chuckled and shook her head, like she was trying to wrap her mind around me and my offer.

“Gurrl, you are too much. Just too damn much!” she declared. I watched her body language for any sign that she might be changing her mind and nearly jumped for joy when she looked up at me with a smile. It was a small smile, but it was genuine.

“So, you gonna do it?” I asked, trying to control my excitement.

Intriguing curiosity was written all over her face, although I could tell she was trying to hide it. Even without her final answer, I knew I had won her over. Images of herself in bed with me and Tim had no doubt been replaced with images of herself behind the wheel of a sleek new Lexus. That girl had wanted a Lexus ever since Tim bought me one for my birthday in 2003.

“Five grand?” she asked.

“Five grand,” I confirmed with a nod.

I waited a few more seconds. One . . . two . . . three . . . then bam! I had her hooked. “Girl, I may feel cheap in the morning, but for five grand, I’d fuck you, your man, and your brother if you had one!”

We both busted up laughing, and my only thoughts were, God, I love my life.

For the next hour, we sat there talking about the fabulously romantic evening I had planned for the three of us. It started out a bit awkwardly, but the more the liquor flowed, the easier the conversation became.

“I like flavored condoms,” Egypt said, now sucking on her third Pineapple Delight, the name I’d created for my cocktail.

“Okay, that’ll work. Tim really likes lingerie,” I said, making sure we covered every detail. “And I don’t mean that stuff from Victoria’s Secret either. He likes that raunchy stuff from Frederick’s of Hollywood, so you and I should go shopping,” I said.

“You paying for that too?” she asked.

“Yeah, girl. Why don’t we just make an entire day out of it?”

Egypt threw her hands up in surrender and leaned back a bit. “Whoa! Hold up, girlfriend. If I gotta go at it with the two of you all day long, it’s gon’ cost you a whole helluva lot more than five grand,” she informed me, slightly slurring.

“Damn, aren’t you shy?” I commented. “I wasn’t talking about screwing all doggone day. I meant we, you and me, could go to the spa, go shopping, you know, the works, keep us nice and relaxed. Then we could meet up with Tim later that evening for dinner and the rest,” I said.

Egypt was nodding her head. “Okay, okay, I’m feeling you on that. That sounds like a plan,” she said. And for the first time since the idea had initially popped into my head, I felt at ease, because the elusive third wheel had finally agreed to come along for the ride.

A while later, as Egypt started gathering her things to go, I felt all giddy inside. I was like a kid on Christmas Eve. I walked her to the door, and we experienced an awkward moment. I had already pulled the door open, but she seemed reluctant to leave.

“Okay, so you’ll let me know where and when and all of that, right?”

“I sure will,” I said.

“So, what should I do in the meantime?” she asked.

“Girl, you just gotta keep it cute, and I’ll handle the rest,” I suggested.

Just before she stepped out, she turned to me and said, “Oh, and I’m gonna need half up front.”

“Of course,” I said. “Actually, why don’t I get my checkbook now, before you leave. I ain’t got no problem with a down payment.”

Once I paid her, Egypt tucked the check into her bag and whispered, “You know, Tam, I would have probably done it for four thousand.” She laughed.

I laughed along with her as I thought, I would have paid you ten thousand.

Hedonism was out, but a trip to Frederick’s of Hollywood and the Marriott downtown was almost certain. Now that that was done, all I had to do was talk my husband into it.




6

Coco

My thighs were burning, my chest was on fire, and sweat was pouring from my body like a waterfall. I was on the butt-andthigh-shaper machine, and my level of intensity had me pretty damn near a heart attack. But I knew I had to do what I had to do to keep this body of mine as tight as possible. The older I got, the harder it was to keep my weight under control, but I was determined to do it. I wasn’t like most women in the gym. I wasn’t there to lose weight, even though most of the stares and glances I got told me people thought I should do just that. Instead of trying to drop pounds, I was just trying to maintain. The saying that inside every big girl is someone skinny dying to get out simply didn’t apply to me. I loved my curves and my extra cushion. I just didn’t want any more than God had already blessed me with.

I sure as hell didn’t care what all these skinny girls with their flat asses and nonexistent titties thought, even though they had no shame in letting me know what they thought of my full-figured curves. Every time I walked by people in the gym, conversation ceased instantly, and I’m not talking about the guys. I could take their stares. To be honest, I rather enjoyed them. It was those playa-hating women I couldn’t stand. I couldn’t take three steps without scornful eyes gazing up and down my body. You might think some of them were gay the way their eyes openly lingered on my breasts and ass like they had no shame. One day it was little snide comments about how “big girls” were getting too carried away, trying to be fashionable. I just smirked and kept stepping. Then last week in the shower, I could’ve sworn one of ’em was eyeing my ass so hard, I started to do the booty dance so she’d know I noticed her watching me. The minute I stepped out, she and another one started whispering, and I just knew they were talking about me.

Damn! I had six more reps to go, and I wasn’t sure if I was gonna make it. Come on, Coco, work it out, girl. Work it out. Keep this booty firm. Three, four, five, six, seven, eight, damn! My legs felt like they were gonna give up on me soon.

“Eeeeer,” I groaned as I finished the last two reps in the set.

“Um, ’scuse me. Can you keep it down over there? Some of us are tryin’ to work out in peace,” this twig next to me snarled. What the fuck was her problem? I didn’t even know her. I tried to concentrate until I realized that not only was she was talking to me, but she was staring me down too. I tossed her a nasty look and moved to the next machine.

I’d had enough of these damn skinny bitches. Okay, yeah, I might have screwed a couple of their boyfriends and husbands, but if they were taking care of business at home like they were supposed to, their men would have never stepped to me in the first place.

“Eeemmm,” I moaned louder than necessary.

“Are you deaf? I asked you to keep it down. I got my iPod turned all the way up, and I can still hear your groaning,” she shouted at me.

I hated when people shouted at me. My momma didn’t shout at me, so I wasn’t about to take it from her. I looked at her while doing my standing leg curls and frowned.

“You talking to me?” I pointed at my chest.

“Yeah, she’s talkin’ to you,” this other wench standing behind her barked. I might not have known the first one, but I knew bitch number two, not by name but by face. Her man’s name was Rodney. I’d fucked his ass two weeks ago. Matter of fact, I fucked his ass so well that he treated me to an expensive lunch and paid for my hair and nails to get done. What he shoulda done was give her a couple dollars, too, ’cause her head was looking raggedy as shit, and those nails! They looked like a blind woman did them, so I know she wasn’t talking shit.

“You act like you the only one working out up in here. We get tired of hearing all the grunting and goaning coming outta you,” bitch number one hissed, then rolled her eyes at me. “It ain’t burning that damn much. You just trying to get some attention.”

“Maybe, but I pay my membership fee just like everyone else. And I don’t hear you or anyone else complaining when the guys are making the noise.” I shot her skinny ass a we-can-do-thisright-now look, and she backed down right away. By the time I looked over at her friend, she had moved on to the nearby Stair-Master. Scared-ass bitches. I shook my head, chuckled, and continued my workout.

When I finished working out, I figured it was time to shower, change, and get my groove on. Oh, and I was determined to get my groove on with Rodney, skinny bitch number two’s man. He and this overly muscle-bound brother behind the front desk were flirting with me before I entered the locker room. I was gonna get Rodney to take me to a nice restaurant, and if he promised to get my hair and nails done again, I’d reward him later by squeezing his head between my thighs. The boy gave excellent head.

I didn’t want to take all night, so I quickly showered, gathered my things out of my locker, and was about to head out to find Rodney when a voice stopped my steps.

“Coco?” a very unfamiliar female voice called out to me. I didn’t have a single friend in this gym, so I wondered who could be calling me and what the hell she wanted.

“Who wants to know?” I turned to find bitches number one and two looking at me. Bitch number one stepped to me like she didn’t realize I was three times her size. She confirmed my belief that the smallest ones always barked the loudest.

“I don’t ’preciate you flirting with my man. You need to step off!” She was talking with her hands.

I chuckled. She couldn’t be serious. I had no idea who her man was. I’d been flirting with her friend’s man, Rodney. It wasn’t the first time I had been accused of flirting with some man who hadn’t even registered on my radar, and this time, I had no idea who they were talking about. Like I said, I’d been flirting with Rodney.

“One of these days, you gon’ fuck with the wrong one, and you not gon’ get no friendly little warning,” her sidekick, Rodney’s girl, bitch number two, tossed in.

Normally, I would’ve just brushed that off and gone about my business. But when I turned to leave, additional words from bitch number one stopped me. “Besides, everybody knows you ain’t nothing but a cheap, two-bit ho.” She said it just as easily as if she was complimenting me on my outfit.

“What did you just call me?” I asked, unable to understand why these two were fucking with me.

Now her head started moving as her neck twisted, and her hands flew to her hips. “It don’t make no sense how you be parading around here in your tight, coochie-cutting shorts and your titties damn near flopping out them barely-there tank tops. Haven’t you ever heard of a goddamn sports bra?” she hissed.

That’s when I realized this was nothing but tittie envy. I had more than enough to give them both some and still have plenty left over. Then there was my most bodacious booty, which I was certain didn’t help matters any for the haters.

“Baby, this is a sports bra, so don’t get it twisted,” I corrected, sticking my triple Ds out for them to envy even more. They both looked like lifelong members of the itty bitty tittie committee. “And why y’all concerned about my titties any damn way? I don’t even swing like that.”

The more I looked at bitch number one—a short, rail-thin girl, flat in the front and back—the more I understood why her man would want me. Her sidekick was curvy, but in all the wrong places. She looked like an oddly shaped water buffalo with wide, thick shoulders; round midsection; and bird legs. Some people were beyond workouts, and she was definitely one of ’em.

“Keyshawn, you betta than me, girl,” Rodney’s girl stated. “If I knew some hoochie was pushing up on my Rodney, oh, it would be on for real!” she said, her eyes rolling up and down my body. If that bitch called me a hoochie one more time, I swear to God I was gonna tell her more about her man’s dick than his doctor could.

“Look, I’m not the least bit interested in your man, whoever the hell he is,” I said to Keyshawn, figuring her man must be the muscle-bound brother at the front desk with Rodney.

“You liar.” Keyshawn’s head snapped toward her friend. “Charmaine, tell me what happened again?” She turned her evil eyes back to me.

“I know what I saw, and as God as my witness, before she switched her big behind up in here, she stopped at the counter, leaned over, damn near knocking David in the head with those watermelons, and was all smiling up in his face. I think she might have even given him her phone number.” Charmaine finished her report with a slight nod in my direction, like that was indisputable evidence because she said so. Guess she didn’t notice that while I was leaning over the counter, her man’s hand was feeling all over my ass.

“What did you say his name was?” I asked, my eyebrows up as my brain started working.

“His name is David Jackson. You know, as in David, the guy who owns this joint.”

“Really?” I moved closer to her, then said, “Hmmm, David Jackson, huh? He’s the big guy, right?”

“Mmm-hmm. That’s him. Like you didn’t know.”

“No, actually, I didn’t know. And I definitely didn’t know he was the owner. I just thought he was a clerk or the manager. But that’s cool ’cause it wasn’t him I was flirting with.” I stepped a little closer to her and pointed at her friend. “I was flirting with your girl Charmaine’s man, Rodney. I guess now’s as good a time as any to let her know I’ve been sleeping with him for the past month.”

“You ain’t messing with Rodney!” Charmaine shouted angrily. But I could tell from her expression that it wouldn’t take much to convince her.

“If you say so.” There was sarcasm all up in my voice. “But I don’t know how you deal with his uncircumcised dick. I mean, I wouldn’t even suck it.”

I guess that was enough to convince her, because she stormed out of the locker room like a woman on a mission. So I turned my full attention back to bitch number one, Keyshawn. “Damn, it looks like Rodney’s got some explaining to do, but don’t worry. You can mark my words—I will screw your man too. As a matter of fact, I will not only screw him, but I’ll call you so you can hear how I make him scream! Show you what a big girl can do,” I blurted out. “Now, if you gonna do something, let’s do it, ’cause I got shit to do. It seems my dinner partner is otherwise occupied.”

I clenched both fists, taking a step closer. Keyshawn took a step back, her eyes wide in disbelief, her mouth hanging open, speechless. She didn’t want any part of me.

“You’d better believe! You done fucked with the wrong one.” I tossed my bag over my shoulder, grinning wickedly as I sauntered off, switching my massive behind specifically for her amusement.




7

Isis

I got up from my desk and looked around my empty work space. Everything was in order, so I was ready to go. I was one of the last people in the office, and I knew I needed to get going before Mr. Benson, the head of billing, found something else for me to do. He could spend the rest of his evening in the office if he wanted to, but these cheap-ass lawyers we worked for didn’t pay salaried employees overtime, so I was outta there. Some of us had lives. I flicked the billing department phones over to our after-hours answering service, grabbed my purse, and headed for the elevator.

On the ride down the elevator, I wished I’d called my sister or one of the girls from my book club to meet me for happy hour or perhaps even dinner. A couple of drinks and some good food would have been right on time, especially since I wasn’t supposed to see Tony until tomorrow. It was my own fault because I was the one who set up the rules with Tony—rules I believed would make me more desirable as a potential wife. You know the old saying, “Why buy the cow if you’re getting the milk for free?” Well, nothing was free with me, so there was no casual hanging out without notice, no booty calls at two in the morning. When we saw each other, it had to be planned, or at least a phone call a few hours in advance, and tonight was not a planned night. Our next date was set for tomorrow night. Occasionally, Tony was allowed to spend the night at my place, but never, ever two nights in a row. These rules were designed to make me just slightly unattainable to him. I wanted him to get the message: If he wanted all of me, he had to marry me. Only problem was that the rules left me lonely some nights, wishing I could break them and call Tony for some on-the-spot lovin’. I hated going home alone to my boring, empty apartment.

I frowned. Who was I fooling? I should have stayed upstairs with Mr. Benson. I didn’t have a life. I wouldn’t have a real life until I married Tony and we started our family.

At the front of the building, I fumbled in my purse for my Metro Card as I went through the revolving door. When I looked up to exit, I stopped dead in my tracks. There was no way for me to avoid him because he—he being my ex, Rashad—was standing there blocking my path.

How the hell did he find out where I worked? I knew the answer before I even finished the thought. My sister must have told him. Egypt was always getting involved with shit she had no business getting involved in.

“Hey there, Pooh Bear. You’re looking good.” He smiled as I approached, like I should’ve been excited to see him. I hated to admit it, but he was the one who was looking good in his designer suit. Rashad was stop-and-stare gorgeous. He may be short, but he had a thick, husky body with extremely square shoulders, like a football player. I couldn’t speak for anyone else, but football players turned me on, especially those big, rugged linemen. Both Rashad and Tony had been linemen back in high school and college.

“My name is not Pooh,” I stated. I tried to walk around him, but he wouldn’t let me pass. “What the hell do you want, Rashad?” I snarled.

He stared at me, then stuck out his tongue, making a face that made me laugh. I hated when he did that, because it always had the same effect on me. It broke my concentration even when I was mad, and despite how hard I fought it, I always seemed to laugh. How could my mind betray me so easily, especially now? I shook it off and threw him my best don’t-fuck-wit’-me glare.

“Awww, c’mon now, Pooh Baby. Now, you know you ain’t gotta act all like that.” He was speaking to me in this sexy-ass smooth tone as he took hold of my arm. “ ’Sides, you far too cute to be frowning up all like that. You and your sexy self.”

It took a second for me to realize that I was falling for his shit. As much as I hated to admit it, the look he was giving me had actually taken my breath away, as images flooded my mind of the great sex that used to follow this type of flirting from Rashad. I had to put a stop to this quickly. I pulled my arm free, rolling my eyes at him to let him know I wasn’t tryin’ to hear nothing he had to say. Rashad was a smooth talker who had a way of making everything sound good. I swear that man could sell ice to an Eskimo. I had to keep my wits about me, otherwise I’d fall right into his trap.

“I repeat, what the hell do you want?” I hardened my tone to convince him—or was it myself?—that my attitude was not just an act.

“I know you don’t wanna see me,” he said, laying it on thick, batting his incredibly thick eyelashes as he spoke. “But I really need to talk to you, Pooh.”

“What you need to do is get out of my way before I call the police on your ass,” I snapped. If I could just keep this attitude up until I got away from him, I’d be fine.

“Damn, girl, you still ain’t nothin’ nice, are you?” He smiled playfully, staring at my breasts. “And mmm-mmm-mmm, you sure have been taking care of yourself. Your titties look like they got even bigger. Shit, why don’t you turn around so I can check out that banging ass of yours? You know I always loved your ass.”

His smirk was sexy, and the way he talked was actually a turn-on. I tried to convince myself that he was disrespecting me, but deep down inside, I knew Rashad, and he meant every word as a compliment. Damn, why’d he have to be so fine?

But he had to be up to something, and I wasn’t in the mood to fall for no okeydoke, not with Tony on the verge of proposing. Jesus Christ, if he knew I was talking to Rashad, he’d kill me. Finally, as Tony entered my mind, the reality of this situation hit me, and guilt set in.

“You need to move,” I said as he continued to praise the shape of my behind. “I need to get out of here, and I can’t with you standing here.” My words were direct and firm, and this time it was no act.

“C’mon, Pooh. You ain’t seen me in a long time. Why you gotta be all nasty and shit?” He lowered his voice down to that whisper he knew always made my knees weak. And I’ll be damned if this time was no exception. My attitude was forgotten just that quick, and the sex-scene memories flooded my imagination again. Those images actually gave me goose bumps on the back of my neck.

Why was I so damn weak? Did I tell you he was stop-and-stare gorgeous? I could get lost in his green eyes. Man, if I was single now, we’d be halfway to a hotel.

I sighed and threw one hand to my hip in a weak effort to regain my resolve. “How’d you even know where to find me?”

“Oh, Pooh, you know you can’t hide from me,” he said with a grin. God, he was making me sick with that perfect-ass smile of his. I think he knew it was working on me, and he was loving it. I frowned at him.

“You been talking to Egypt, haven’t you?”

“All it took was lunch and a new Coach bag,” he bragged. “Besides, your sister knows how much I really care about you, so she didn’t mind giving up the info.”

I shook my head and tried to brush past him, but he was still blocking my path. I couldn’t wait ’til I caught up with Egypt’s ass.

“Look, Rashad, what do you want? I done told you a million times, I already got a man. Remember? His name is Tony, and Tony is very good to me. He’s loyal and not afraid of commitment, like someone else I know.”

“I’m not afraid of commitment anymore. I know what I want.”

“Too little, too late. If that was the case, you should have married me three years ago, and we wouldn’t have this problem.”

Rashad grabbed me, and before I could stop it, his mouth was covering mine and our tongues were having a wrestling match. I actually let myself enjoy it for a few seconds before I jerked away from him and struggled to regulate my breathing. I rubbed my lips with the back of my hand, trying to erase the violation in more ways than one.

“Does Tony make you feel like that?” He was so cocky.

“You motherfucker. I swear to God, if you ever disrespect me like that again, I’ll have you arrested for assault,” I threatened, knowing just how ridiculous I sounded. After all, there was no way I could deny I had enjoyed it just as much as him for a second. And Rashad knew this. What he didn’t know was that I had to practically bite my tongue to keep myself from answering his question. The truth was that as much as I loved Tony, no one had ever made me feel as sexy as Rashad.

“Hold up. I wasn’t tryin’ to disrespect you. I was trying to show you how much I love you.”

I couldn’t even look him in the eyes, afraid I wouldn’t be able to hide what I was feeling. And at that moment, I didn’t even quite understand what I was feeling. With a sudden desperate need to escape this dangerous situation, I forced my way around him and headed down the street toward the subway.

“Yo, hold up now, Isis,” he called after me. Rashad jogged to catch up and began walking alongside me. He’d called me Isis this time, which told me he’d taken my threat seriously. All I could do was hope that when I got down to the subway, he wouldn’t have a Metro Card.

“Just hear me out,” he begged. “That’s all I want. I just want you to hear me out. It doesn’t cost you anything to listen.”

“Rashad, we’re over,” I said without slowing my pace. “What could you possibly have to say to change that?”

“Just have dinner with me and find out.”

I looked in his direction and rolled my eyes. I didn’t have time for his foolishness. I knew Tony would be calling me soon. The longer I spent with Rashad, the more blurry the line would become, and I didn’t need any more drama.

“You gotta eat, right? Your sister told me your man wasn’t coming over tonight.”

I was gonna kick Egypt’s ass for sure now.

“Why not let me pick up the tab? That’s all I’m asking. If you have dinner with me this one last time, I swear, I won’t sweat you anymore.”

I stopped walking and turned to him, staring at his pretty face while I struggled with my conscience.

“C’mon, you know you want to. It’s just dinner. What are you afraid of?” He smiled. I decided at that moment that I needed to have a serious talk with myself some other time, because the craziness that was going on inside me made no sense. Why did my coochie tingle when he looked at me like that? Then when he smiled, my knees acted like they were going to give out on me. And were those butterflies making my stomach churn? I was too through with myself.

“I promise, just dinner, no strings attached. And besides, I’m sorry about what happened back there. I know you didn’t really wanna kiss me, but something just came over me. I started thinking about the old days. How much I miss you. I was wrong, and it won’t happen again.”

His voice was sincere. Almost too sincere. What was he up to? Oh, who was I fooling? I knew exactly what he was up to. But would it be all that bad to just have dinner with him? If that’s what would get him to leave me alone for good, shouldn’t I just go ahead and get that over with? He could try all he wanted, but he would never convince me to leave Tony for him. So it was harmless to go to dinner with him, I decided. Besides, I didn’t want to go back to that lonely apartment—not yet, at least.

“Just dinner?” I asked. We had started walking again. This time my pace was slower, more like we were enjoying a stroll.

“Just dinner,” he promised.

“I swear if you try anything, I’m walking out. Just dinner!” I emphasized with the point of a finger to let him know I meant business.

The first time my cell phone rang, Rashad and I were stepping off the subway after deciding we’d go to B. Smith’s for dinner. I looked down and swallowed hard when I realized it was Tony’s number blinking back at me. I told myself I’d call him after a while. Now was not a good time. I didn’t feel like making up a lie, especially in front of Rashad. If he saw me lying to my man, it might encourage him, and I definitely didn’t want to do that.

Sitting across from Rashad was like déjà vu. B. Smith’s used to be our spot when we were together. Even now, looking into his eyes brought the memories rushing back, so I scanned the room and only pulled my gaze back to him when I absolutely had to.

“You still like massages?” he asked out of nowhere.

I raised an eyebrow, prepared to protest his attempt to steer our innocent dinner conversation toward his true goal, but I was interrupted when my purse began to vibrate. I pulled my cell phone out and saw that Tony was calling again. I ignored it. I tried to hide the worry lines that I was sure would soon make their way to my forehead.

“What’d you say?” I asked, my agitated state clear in my tone. The problem was, I didn’t know if it was Tony’s calls or what I was feeling as I sat across from Rashad that was irritating me most.

“I wanted to know if you still enjoyed massages. I took a class while I was in Atlanta.” He seemed proud of himself. What the hell was he trying to do to me? Rashad used to give the best massages when we were together, so the thought that he had some training was just tempting me even more.

“You took a class?” He made me so sick. If it was even possible, Rashad seemed to get sexier by the second. This was a bad idea, a very bad idea.

As we ate dinner, I struggled to pull my eyes away from his pretty lips as they parted to allow his fork inside. Oh, how I wanted to be that fork, or even the glass that had the privilege of touching his lips. After we broke up, I had struggled so hard to forget about Rashad, and it was truly embarrassing just how fast my feelings were returning by simply being in his presence.

“Whassup?” Rashad sat staring at me. His face told me I might have missed a question while daydreaming about his lips and the things I could do with them.

“Uh-huh,” I said, shaking the thoughts from my mind.

“Uh-huh what?” he asked.

“I’m sorry. What did you say?”

“I asked if Tony knows how to hit and caress your spot,” he said easily.

I started fuming. While Tony was good at taking care of my needs, Rashad used to do it like he was working to perfect his craft. Oh, I missed feeling his touch, but I knew and understood that Rashad’s touch came with a price. And although Tony’s skills in the bedroom might not have been as polished, he was good to me and good for me.

“He does just fine, Rashad. Besides, hitting and caressing my spot isn’t what a relationship is about. I love Tony, and we’re getting married soon.”

When the phone rang again, the number was from my apartment, which meant Tony was there. My heart started beating a little faster. I knew I had to take the call. I pushed my chair back from the table and rushed to the back of the restaurant without a word to Rashad. By the time I arrived at a quiet area, I pushed the TALK button fast enough to snatch the call before voice mail kicked in.

“Tony? Hey, babe, how are you?”

“Where are you? And why ain’t you been answering your phone? I’ve been worried,” he said suspiciously.

“Oh, babe, I’m sorry about that. At the last minute, Mr. Benson, my supervisor, called this after-work meeting at a bar.” Why did I say that? Who the hell has a meeting at a bar? God, I hated lying; it just created another lie.

“At a bar?” Tony questioned.

“Yeah, I’m tryin’ to get outta here as quickly as I can.”

“Okay, then, why don’t I come and meet you? What bar you at?”

“Oh, baby, now, that’s okay. No need. We’re about to leave anyway,” I said, hoping to wrap up my conversation.

“Call me before you leave,” he said.

“The minute I walk out the door,” I promised.

It was all I could do to hang up the phone and rush back to the table. Even from the back, Rashad looked good. I needed to leave before I did or agreed to do something I’d later regret. I walked up to the table without sitting down.

“Everything all right?”

“I gotta go home. Tony’s waiting.”

“But we haven’t finished dinner.”

“Yes, we have. Rashad, I don’t ever wanna see you again. I love Tony, and he deserves better than this.”

I started to walk away, but he grabbed my wrist. “You deserve better than this, Pooh. I thought you said he was going to marry you.”

I glared down at him. “We are getting married.”

“So, where’s the ring? I don’t see any ring on your finger.” We both glanced down at my finger.

“That’s none of your business.” I pulled my arm free as I walked away. I kept telling myself how much I loved Tony and how wonderful he was and how good he was to me and for me, but a small voice in the back of my mind announced the truth that my ex was definitely a force to be reckoned with, and being around him was not a good idea. It was time Tony and I had a talk.
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