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When Love Calls Your Name

LBJ Harris


This book is dedicated to my brother from another mother.

I did it!

Rest in peace my friend and may you continue to watch over me.

Lorenzo “Tony” Fletcher III

October 22, 1956 – September 19, 2016


Part One

A Summer to Remember


Interlude One

Graduation

“Fantasies, friends, and foes…they are the realities of our lives.”

Desmond Cameron Dawson

 

Fantasies. What teen doesn’t have them? We’re taught that boys’ fantasies revolve around lust, while girls dream of love and romance. As a young man, I certainly fit that mold. And while my boyhood fantasies came true—to an extent—they evolved somewhere along the way, from lust to love. Moreover, they ended up clouding my judgment so completely and ruling my heart so firmly that they changed my life forever.

That evening, thoughts raced through my head as I stepped onto the field at the Oakvale High School stadium. The band played “Pomp and Circumstance” from the stands, and I wondered to myself, How many times have I sat up there, playing this same damn song for past graduates? How many times have I watched others walk the full length of this football field and wished it was me? Now it was my turn!

I scanned the stands for my family, but the crowd of faces was a blur. Carla—my senior-year sweetheart—was by my side, and she had never looked prettier. Now, it had taken a little manipulation on my part to get her there next to me, but it had been worth it. Or so I thought.

The day couldn’t have been more perfect. Ask, visualize, claim it, and it will be so.

At the height of the day, it had climbed to eighty degrees: warm enough for us to catch a swim at the Ocean Club. Around four in the afternoon, a light breeze cooled the air down to seventy degrees. The glowing full moon peeked over the eastern horizon, the sun not yet having set, far to the west, with a cool pink and blue salutation. High above, the heavens were a dome of sparkling diamonds. The stage was set. My high school graduation had arrived.

My name is Desmond Cameron Dawson. I am a Pisces, born on March 19; the middle of three children. My older brother is Calvin Vincent Jr., aged 25, whom we called Vinny. He attended law school at George Washington University in DC. My younger sister is Nina Nicole, who was to be a freshman at Oakvale High that upcoming fall.

I had what was known as bougie parents (upwardly mobile Black people), who achieved their success ten years ago. They decided to move us away from Newark, New Jersey, to this white, ocean-side town called Oakvale. It was just off the Garden State Parkway, halfway to Atlantic City.

Calvin Vincent Sr. and Mildred Nicole (Cal and Millie to each other; Mom—or, endearingly, Momma—and Dad to us) owned a small but prosperous advertising firm, with the original branch in Newark and a newer one here. Business was good—so good that my folks had achieved upper-middle-class status. They were good United Methodists too, raising their children in a predominantly African American church. We kids were acolytes; we sang in the choirs, did youth ministries. If you’re a United Methodist too, you know the drill.

So, what the hell were we doing in good old Whites-ville, USA? To hear our parents tell it, they’d moved us down here to ensure we’d get a good education.

And speaking of education, isn’t it funny, the things that run through your mind at milestones in your life? For instance, standing with my fellow seniors, waiting to march across that field, I thought to a time when—only five years old—I had been so sick I was unable to start school with the other kids my age.

I’d spent a year visiting over a dozen specialists, undergoing every test conceivable, trying out all sorts of medications—all to no avail. My illness had been so bad, making me weak to the point where I couldn’t get out of bed even to go pee, that doctors had finally given up hope, telling my parents the devastating news they would likely lose their youngest son at some point that year.

Momma wouldn’t accept it—not at all! She prayed long and hard—feverishly hard—and God answered her prayers. Miraculously, some weeks later, I had a full recovery. From then on, she would always tell me I was her prizewinning fighter.

I skipped from this memory to a present one—to what I considered my second major accomplishment of my life (after surviving my illness). Imagine this, if you can: I was about to become the first African American in my predominantly white high school to graduate at the top of my class. First out of three hundred and ninety-six students! Yep—I beat all those white folks to the top of the list! And despite being in law school, my brother Vinny hadn’t come close to matching me in the brains department: he graduated high school forty-fifth out of three hundred and fifty.

My parents were proud of me, to say the least. Their crazy-acting, late-blooming middle kid managed to get his shit together and come out on top. Top of my class, awards in French, history, and politics, captain of the debating team, top track athlete, and in the marching band, to boot. Momma cried tears of joy when the guidance counselor called to give her the news; Dad couldn’t stop calling our relatives to boast about his boy.

You want to know how hard it was to become valedictorian? Well, I knew for a fact the girl who finished second to the top hated me with a passion. Miss Dirty-Blonde-Bombshell-With-Glasses had worked her ass off for every top grade she earned. But as for me? By the time grade nine rolled around, I’d figured out the game. From that point onward, I found all this school shit straight up easy. Yeah. I’m one of those kids.

To an outside observer, everything in my life looked pretty good, right?

The truth was, I couldn’t wait to be done with it. I was ready to leave this small, meddlesome, dysfunctional community that would have chewed me up and spit me out without even blinking an eye, had I let it.

It was all good, though—I was on the verge of being done and had a foolproof plan to get out of here: I’d aced all my courses in school, gotten involved in the “right” extracurriculars, and scored 1600 on my SATs. And halfway through my senior year, I found out I had been accepted to some pretty prestigious universities, most of them with full scholarships: Princeton, Yale, Harvard, Temple, and Dartmouth.

Not wanting to be too far from Momma but needing to put a bit of distance between me and Oakvale, I chose Temple University in Philadelphia—an hour and a half down I-95. Temple had a great communications and journalism program there—rated one of the top ten programs in the country. I’d decided I was going to be a television correspondent, and come September, I would be taking my first step toward television stardom!

But back to graduation day. That ended up being a condensed reminder of the things I wanted to forget about high school, beginning—and not ending—with the memory of Samuel Garrison, an unexpected fantasy twist.

I guess I need to explain some things before I go on.

Samuel Garrison. My best and oldest friend in all of Oakvale. He and I had both been having…problems with our girlfriends that whole year. We’d ended up talking and consoling each other for much of that time. And before you ask the all-important question of who was getting poontang and who wasn’t: well, I was the less fortunate.

Samuel and I spent a lot of time barhopping during that year as well. Two years prior, they had lowered the legal drinking age to eighteen. We had died and gone to heaven, my posse and I—they turned eighteen at different points during our senior year, while I had reached the drinking age the year before. And believe me, they didn’t miss a beat trying to catch up to me. We quickly established some favorite watering holes we took girls to, but we also reserved a spot for gents only.

Every Friday night, we would sneak out to this strip club called The Cabaret. We couldn’t get enough of the place. Well, at least, Samuel couldn’t.

Back to the posse—there were four of us who went through Oakvale High School together: Matt, Samuel, Michael, and me. We all played trumpet in the band together. We ran indoor and outdoor track. Two of us were on the yearbook committee. Matt and I acted in school plays together. We may as well have lived together, we spent so much time in each other’s company.

I was the oldest of our group and the only brother. Did that make me feel uncomfortable at times? Yes! I was the butt of Samuel’s too-frequent racist jokes, and as I look back now, he was a real redneck. Yet there was more to him than that.

When I moved to Oakvale, I was just an average seven-year-old kid. I didn’t know anything about racism or prejudice. All I knew was that I wanted a friend—someone I could simply play with. Samuel was that person.

The day we moved in, I sat on the curb outside my new home, “staying out of the way of the movers.” Across the street sat a little boy, watching me. We stared at each other wordlessly for quite a long time. Finally, he yelled across the street, saying, “My name’s Samuel; what’s yours?”

I called back, “Desmond.”

Then he surprised me by saying, “You wanna be friends?”

And not wanting to seem overly keen on the idea, I said, “Mmm…okay.”

He stood up, looked both ways, and ran across the street. He held out his hand and I mine. We shook. And then he hugged me. It felt really strange, like a spark arcing between us; from that moment on through high school, we were essentially inseparable.

Despite being close, Samuel and I didn’t attend the same school until high school. His parents didn’t care much for public schools, so he attended St. Catherine’s Catholic School until the end of eighth grade. The Catholics didn’t have a high school, so he had no choice but to transfer to Oakvale High for ninth grade. I introduced him to Matt and Michael, and just like that, he was one of the boys. I knew from then on, high school life would take me and him to another level. And it did.


Interlude Two

Caught in the Act

What can I say about Samuel? A skinny, beach-blond, too-good-looking-for-his-own-good white boy. He had sun-kissed wavy hair and crystal-blue eyes. His cheeks had a hint of peach fuzz and his lips were broader than most guys’.

In high school, he grew into a six-foot-one-tall young man with broad shoulders and a natural six-pack. He reminded me of a young Bill Bradley. His thighs and legs were as thick as a basketball player’s…probably because he was the all-state point guard for our division.

For all his looks, though, there wasn’t much going on up in his head. Don’t get me wrong: Samuel wasn’t stupid; he just wasn’t very book smart. Good with his hands, though; he liked fixing cars and making things out of wood; auto shop and industrial arts—these were his favorite classes.

The four of us got jobs at a local restaurant during our junior and senior years. Samuel and I parked cars; Matt and Michael waited tables. The owner of the King’s Palace was Mr. Wayne Simpson, a former football and track star at Oakvale High. He always hired varsity athletes, cheerleaders, and even band geeks to work during summers and off-seasons.

The patrons were all wealthy socialites, and if you gave the men a firm handshake and told their wives how nice they looked, you were sure to get a five-dollar or even a ten-dollar tip. More, if the husbands were drunk enough.

We could not have been happier, the four of us—money in our pockets, good friends, and hormones raging. We were at that point in our teenage lives when we listened to our cocks instead of our heads. And what did our cocks want? A fast car and a virgin girl. Every teen boy’s rite of passage begins there, ending in conquest or defeat.

First, you needed a car: swift, shiny, and sexy. Perfect for a girl to lose her virginity in. Hoopties didn’t cut it unless you were an auto mechanic. Next, you needed the girl: snatch her virginity and, in the process, lose your own. After that, the game carried on, pulling as many virgins as you could, remaining true to the physical realm and not being sucked into that tedious emotional abyss. These were the adolescent tests that would really prove you were the man.

I was no different from the rest. I just wasn’t as skillful as some of my peers. Samuel had skills. With those beach-boy looks and perfect body, he pulled girls in like flies to flypaper.

And that’s how our senior year got rolling. Work, drinks, cars, poontang. Rinse and repeat.

Then, one unforgettable night in mid-October, my life took an interesting turn. It was harvest festival weekend, and we were at school playing for the football game. June—Samuel’s girlfriend at the time—was the drum major for our school band. She was built like Ann-Margret and had the looks to match. She and Samuel—first trumpet in the band—made for an enviable couple.

Well, early on in the game, Samuel had leaned over to me and said, “You know Mandy Watkins, the captain of the baton-twirling squad? She’s been dropping hints she wants to jump my bones. She passed me this note before the game.” Mandy was the resident band slut. It was well known throughout the locker room that she would let you feel her up if she liked you. All the band guys wanted a piece of her, though she only gave it up to football jocks.

I unfolded the piece of paper covered in curly pink writing that Samuel had pushed into my hand. I’ll be waiting for you in the drum closet after the game. Take a look behind you when you get in the stands and see what will be waiting for you.

As we read this, Samuel swiveled around to look at Mandy, who was seated with the other baton twirlers on the bleachers up and behind us. I looked around too. Mandy gave the impression of enjoying the game below but must have been watching out the corner of her eye for Samuel to look back. With a sly twist to her lips, she nonchalantly spread her legs. She wore no panties under her short skirt, and the pink lips of her pussy were there in plain sight. My eyes popped, and I searched around to see if anyone else had noticed; most eyes were on the game. I shook my head and faced forward. Man, Samuel has all the luck!

“Maybe I’ll get a two-for-one deal—a blowjob and some fingers in that cunt!” he said in my ear. I looked over to see a huge grin on his boyish face.

After the game, Samuel, June, Carla, and I were walking out to my car from the drum closet. We were the last ones out. Mr. Carlson–the band director—had instructed us to close the door behind us, as it would lock automatically.

As we approached my car, Samuel turned to June and said, “Oh man, I forgot I was supposed to drive Mom to Aunt Kelly’s after the game today.” Turning to me, he added, “Dude, would you mind giving June a ride home?”

This was my cue. I turned to Carla. “Okay if we drop June off first?”

She shrugged her indifference, popping a stick of gum in her mouth, and the game was in play.

Samuel gave June a long, wet kiss, his tongue driving into her mouth like his life depended on it. “I’ll call you later, babe.” He took off the way we’d come. The girls and I climbed into my car. Carla and June started talking about one of the cheerleaders while I tried to find some good tunes on the box. Suddenly, June gasped.

“Damn! I forgot to put my baton away. I’ll be right back.” She jumped out of the car and rushed off, her baton under one arm. I hadn’t quite registered that, so I asked Carla over my shoulder, “What did she say?”

“She said she had forgotten to put her baton away,” my girlfriend replied between blowing a bubble and chomping noisily. “I hope she has her key.”

I swiveled my head around fully, the radio forgotten. “What key?”

“Didn’t ya know? Mr. Carlson gave June a key to open up the drum closet on Saturdays so he didn’t have to come early to weekend practices.”

Shit! I yanked the car keys from the ignition and leaped out, sprinting the way we’d come, screaming June’s name. I was too late. By the time I arrived, June was standing in the open doorway, frozen. As the inside of the closet came into view, I spotted Mandy, down on her knees, Samuel’s slick hard cock in her manicured hand.

Our arrival must have broken the curse, because June let out a savage shriek, throwing her baton toward Samuel and Mandy, then ran back toward the car, hyperventilating, tears starting to draw streaks of mascara down her cheeks. The baton had caught Mandy squarely in one eye; she’d collapsed to the floor, writhing around, mewling in pain.

I barely noticed. My eyes were fixed on something else…Samuel’s still-hard cock.

When I finally broke my stare, I met Samuel’s eyes. Clearly he’d seen me watching. A smirk shot across his face. Shit! I thought to myself for the second time in as many minutes. What was I doing? More importantly, how could I justify staring at my best friend’s piece when there had been a smoking-hot girl down on her knees right next to him? A cold sweat broke out on my brow. This was going to end badly.

Carla had come up behind me at that point, in time to see Samuel buttoning his pants and Mandy sitting up, nursing her eye. Carla blew one bubble, grabbed me by the jacket, and yanked me away, propelling me in the direction June had taken off.

We caught up with Samuel’s girlfriend in the parking lot a few moments later. She was bent over—one hand on the side of my car, gasping for breath. Carla did that stuff girls do for other girls when they’re in that state: stroking hair and whispering and shit. Once June calmed down enough to stand up straight and breathe normally, Carla suggested we take her out to the diner for some coffee.

It took Carla two hours to convince June that Samuel wasn’t worth losing her mind over. Carla kept nudging me to say something, but I had no clue what to say. June had known about Samuel’s reputation before they’d started dating. Matter of fact, she’d stolen him from another girl in pretty much the same way.

Impressively, June had managed to keep Samuel on the hook for a lot longer than most girls. Until tonight.

What went through my mind during those two hours, though, was…well, you can guess by now: Samuel’s piece. I had just caught a glimpse, really: long enough, though, to have seared an image into my brain. It was big, for starters. Big, and erect, with loosely curled blond hair surrounding the base of his shaft. Still wet with Mandy’s spit, and…and…beautiful. There it was. I thought my buddy’s hard cock was beautiful.

Eventually, we took June home and saw her to her door. Carla told June she would be home all night if she needed to talk. Then we left for Carla’s house.

“You knew Samuel was in there, didn’t you?” my girlfriend said after a few minutes of silent driving. My first reaction was to lie my ass off.

“No way, baby! I had no idea he’d be in there!”

She looked at me with knowing eyes. We rode the rest of the way in silence. When I parked the car in Carla’s driveway, I leaned over to kiss her good night. I was met with the back of her head and a mouth full of hair. As she opened the door, she said, “Nah. If you want a kiss tonight, go find that dog you’ve been hanging out with.” She closed the door and walked off.

Gnashing my teeth, I rolled down the window. “Well, if you feel that way, maybe I ought to go get me some of that same action Samuel got.”

“Do as you please, but after you finish, make sure you check for crabs,” she tossed over her shoulder without missing a step.

When I got home, I went straight to my room and flopped onto the bed. This was a crazy day, I thought. And still I was stuck with that image going around and around inside my brain. Samuel’s penis. The head, a glistening pink mushroom; the shaft, skinny, lean, and veiny. I swear it must have been around eight inches long.

As I lay there, I realized I had my own piece in my hand, unconsciously stroking myself to fullness. As it grew, I imagined comparing our cocks side by side. (I’m pretty sure mine would be bigger.) I wondered what the sensation would be to have some girl put her lips on it. (Carla was still holding out.) The idea of a tongue sliding up and down the shaft of my penis had me rock-hard and twitching. A couple dozen strokes later, I was about to shoot my load, when there was a quiet knock at the door. I scrambled to pull my shorts up when I heard Momma’s voice. “Desmond, Samuel’s at the door.”

Samuel? Now? Why the hell is he here? Is he going to say something about me staring at him earlier? The cold sweat I’d experienced when he caught me looking was back. I’ll play it off if he mentions it, I decided. And if he pressed me, I’d tell him to fuck off. I’d play it real macho. “Okay, Mom! Tell him to come up!” I thought for a moment and yelled out again, “Actually—tell him I’ll be right down.”

“Okay, dear.”

My erection wasn’t going down fast enough, so I threw on one of my oversized jerseys and ran downstairs. Samuel waited at the bottom. As I reached the last step, he leaned in close and whispered, “We need to talk.” He turned and walked out the door onto the front porch. I joined him a second later, after adjusting my penis one last time.

“What am I going to do about June and Mandy, man?” He was staring off into the night as I came up next to him. Maybe he’s forgotten about me staring at his piece? The thought didn’t make me feel any less nervous, though; I knew he’d caught me looking. “You want to get out of here for a couple hours?” He still hadn’t looked at me. I couldn’t come up with a reason to say no; after all, it was only 9:30 p.m.

I went back in and poked my head into the living room. “Mom? Dad? Samuel wants to run down to the diner and get something to eat. Do you mind if I go out for a few?”

They looked at each other with that look parents give each other; then Dad responded. “If it’s just to the diner, that’s fine. Be back by midnight.”

“Not a problem.” I blew them a kiss and ran outside. We jumped into Samuel’s ’69 Chevy pickup and roared away.

As we drove, I fought to banish the image of Samuel standing in the closet with his pants down around his knees, that monster piece, hard as rock, protruding from his patch of curly blond hair, between those muscular legs. It got so vivid I felt myself getting hard again. I tried to play it off by listening to Parliament-Funkadelic on the radio and focusing on the cars going by. Why isn’t he saying anything?

I suddenly noticed we weren’t heading in the direction of the diner. “Hey, what’s up? Where we goin’?”

“Relax, dude,” Samuel replied. “I got a couple of brewskis, a joint, and the perfect place to get totally fucked up.” I was up for that. A joint would take the edge off my nerves. We continued to drive in silence. I resisted looking over at him.

Is it possible he didn’t catch me looking at his cock? Well, I certainly wasn’t going to bring it up myself! When he was ready to talk, I would listen and take my cue from what he said.

We drove out to the Ocean Club, where our families were all members, and parked behind the double dumpsters in the back of the clubhouse restaurant. Samuel told me he had done this before and assured me that while we could see between the dumpsters, no one could see us. He pulled two six-packs from the back seat and a joint from inside his jacket.

As we sat smoking and drinking warm beer, he finally began to talk. He described having the resident band slut take care of his piece, up until the point when June opened the door.

“Man, I almost shit myself when she burst in on us! I gotta make it up to her, dude.” Though Samuel had never said it out loud, I knew June kept him on a very short leash. It wouldn’t be easy to convince her to forgive this transgression.

In no time, I was ripped. And all the talk about how it felt to have Mandy go down on him had made me extremely horny. A lull fell over the conversation right when Chaka Khan and Rufus’s single, “Tell Me Something Good,” started to play on the radio.

Man, with the rhythm of that song adding to the sexual tension in the car and the high from the joint, I was feeling…well, I didn’t quite know. It sure was something new, though.

My head bobbed to the music, when I caught a motion out the corner of my eye. He had his hand in his pants and was stroking his giant bulge. I froze. For the second time that day, I found myself transfixed. Without glancing at me, he whispered in a low growl, “Yo, man—you think you could help a fella out?” He turned his head, staring at me with eyes I’d never seen on him before.

Fear as a hot flash shot up and down my spine. Is he really asking what I think he’s asking? I wasn’t so stoned I didn’t know what I would be getting myself into. Samuel slid toward me along the bench seat and reached his free hand up behind my neck. He ran his fingers through the soft curls of my Afro. I pulled away, leaning into the car door.

“Hey, man, what the fuck’s up with you?” I slurred. “I’m not gonna… I don’t wanna… Why are you doing this?” I blinked, struggling to regain clarity of mind.

“You’ll enjoy it, trust me.” He continued to stroke my hair, his own words sounding sort of distant. “I saw you, Desmond. I saw the way you stared at my Jimmy, man. You couldn’t take your eyes off him. Your eyes were tellin’ Jimmy you wanted to give him a try. And don’t think I didn’t notice you watching me get myself off just now.”

He leaned in close now, turning my head and forcing me to meet his eyes. “Look, Desmond, it’s perfectly natural. Dudes our age do this shit all the time. Try it out. Come on. Trust your buddy, Samuel.”

Samuel’s hand went from a gentle stroke to a tight grip about the back of my neck. My instinct was to resist—to push him roughly and call him out. But, at the same time, some part of me, from the unplumbed depths of my psyche, told me this was exactly what I wanted to happen.

And so, I relaxed into it. Samuel pulled his hand out of his jeans, unzipping them. A thrill ran through me as I saw he wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his hard cock practically leaped out of his pants. It looked bigger than when I’d seen it from afar, in the closet.

“Go on, Desmond. Suck on my Jimmy until he spits. You can do that for me, can’t you?” His hand at my neck drew me down, closer and closer to his erect penis. I breathed in, smelling his musk. The strong aroma of his groin invaded my senses, awakening an instinct I hadn’t known before. I closed my eyes and absorbed his cock into my mouth, letting my lips guide me. My mind blanked. My body twitched with pleasure. My mouth and tongue explored Samuel’s shaft, up and down rhythmically, in time to the music on the radio.

I lost myself to the taste, gently savoring the flesh as you would the meat on a rib bone. A mental image of myself enjoying my best friend flashed through my mind. This is insane! His intoxicating aroma drew me back in, even as his groaning urged me on to pleasure him more. Strong fingertips firmly kneaded the back and top of my scalp as he pushed my head down onto him—deeper, deeper, deeper. Further and further inside me, Jimmy went.

Samuel’s hips bucked once, then twice, and he plunged his shaft down my throat. I resisted the urge to choke as his cock pulsated against my tongue, against the walls of my throat. His gasps of ecstasy intensified as his load started to explode inside me. I moaned and gagged but took it all. There was no hesitation in me. No doubt.

The pulsing slowed, as did the torrent of his cum. The vise grip on my head relaxed, and I drew my mouth off his still-twitching shaft, the taste and smell of him filling my senses. Instead of sitting up, I laid my head against his lap. Without looking down, he stroked the side of my face. The sound of our labored breaths filled the car. And I wondered if something as erotic and amazing as this could ever be spoken of afterward.

Apparently, it wasn’t over yet.

Samuel drew me up. He reached across me to trigger the seat recline, and I dropped back with a bang. I didn’t know what would happen next, so I lay there, still panting lightly. His hand fumbled for my pants button, unfastening it. He unzipped me, and with both hands, he pulled my jockey shorts and my shorts down. I hiked up my hips, and he jerked the shorts down to my knees. Exposed, my snake began to pulsate.

Through the gloom in the car, I saw a smile crossing Samuel’s face as he whispered in a husky voice, “Look at that delicious piece of dessert you’ve been hiding inside those pants. Damn, man—you’re as big as I am. I’m just sorry I didn’t think of this sooner.” And, with that, he descended upon me, his tongue hungrily licking the length of my shaft like a popsicle. His lips melted over my head like warm chocolate oozing over a mound of soft ice cream.

Samuel worked my snake like magic, stroking it with his thumb and forefinger from the rocks at the bottom of my tail to my dark mushroom head at the top. His tongue teased me as my snake danced in his clutch. His rough hand and firm grip drove me mad.

As he had done to me, I slid my fingers through his soft, wavy blond hair. On instinct, I grabbed a handful of that corn silk, forcing him to go faster and deeper on my snake. Within seconds, it felt as if venom was being drawn in from every corner of my body toward my snake’s head and my entire being vibrated. Like the venom from a cobra bite, my orgasm coursed through me, rushing through my cock and into Samuel, filling the inside of him. I forced him to take one last thrust, knowing I had filled the walls of his throat with the warmth of my injection. A low, long sigh escaped from the depths of my soul. My best friend had claimed his prize.

We zipped ourselves up and drove straight home. We spoke not a word. I was in a fog; my whole body floated in that seat, next to him. I think I even drifted in and out of sleep because, when we reached my house, Samuel was shaking me awake, whispering, “Last stop—all nonvirgins disembark here.” He smiled. “How you doing?”

“Okay. I guess,” I muttered. He reached over and cupped my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“I never want to do this with any other dude but you. You hear me?” And then he stroked my cheek. What does he mean? Will we be doing this again? In that moment, I was ready to do it again. And again, and again. Well, maybe not right then, because I could barely get myself out of the car. Samuel got out and came around to open my door. He guided me with his arm around my waist to the front door, his fingers digging into the front of my hips. Right before I opened the door, he reached over with his other hand and grabbed my piece, squeezing it gently but firmly. “Remember, this belongs to me now.”

Without responding, I slipped into the house and closed the door, glad to see everyone else had gone to bed. There was no way I could have explained my state to my sister, much less my parents. I stumbled up the stairs and collapsed onto my bed. I descended into sleep, lulled by swirling visions of Samuel and our hard cocks.

The instant before sleep overtook me, a chilling thought washed through my mind: Am I gay now?


Interlude Three

Betrayal

That night was the first of many to follow. Whenever Samuel and I could find an excuse to ditch the girls or Matt and Michael, we did.

June and Samuel made up a week later. Samuel put his Jimmy to work getting her back. As it turned out, Samuel had been banging June all the previous summer and all during the school year; she couldn’t get enough of him and decided she needed to have even more.

During our private time, Samuel told me about the sex he and June were having. I couldn’t get Carla to do any more than let me finger her, and those times seemed fewer and further between. She would tell me she wanted to wait until she got married. Her mother had told her if she ever got pregnant, she shouldn’t bother coming home. All I could think of was, Isn’t she concerned about what I need?

Luckily, fooling around with Samuel really took the edge off. Each time I was with him, it felt great. He and I were into the basic stuff: blowjobs and jerking off together. We never crossed the line into kissing or doing the “nasty,” though I often wondered what it would be like.

I admit to being a bit jealous of June. She enjoyed Sam in a way I could not. Knowing he wasn’t with any other guy satisfied me, though—even June couldn’t say that! I knew he still had other girls on the side.

As good as it felt to be with Samuel, feelings of guilt began to creep up on me after we’d finished. I’m committing a colossal sin, part of me would think as we cleaned ourselves up, and I knew God would be reaping his punishment on us both before long.

Another part of me longed to seek out some advice. I just didn’t know who to turn to.

I had a pretty cool relationship with my dad. We would go on long walks and talk about almost everything. Talking about sex with other guys was a line I was too afraid to cross with him, though. I didn’t want to think about what he would say or think.

Momma: she was pretty cool too. But there was no talking to her about that type of guy stuff. We did talk a lot about girls. She never came out and said she disapproved of me dating a white girl, and she didn’t try to stop my relationship with Carla either.

Momma would drop hints about Black women and how there were a lot of good ones out there. “The problem is all those trifling Black brothers who won’t even give a sister a chance!” she’d say. To me that signal came through loud and clear. I have to say, though, she always made Carla feel like she was one of the family.

★

Graduation was quickly approaching, and our prom only a couple of weeks away. We’d come up with great plans for that night. In the back of my mind, I hoped Carla and I would finally go all the way.

Matt, Samuel, Michael, and I pooled our money and rented a limo for the evening. The plan was to get dressed at Matt’s house and get picked up by the limo there. Then we’d make the rounds back to each of our homes for family pictures. From there, we’d go to the Palace (Mr. Simpson had graciously invited all of us for hors d’oeuvres) before heading to the official supper and dance.

The senior prom was being held at the Oakvale Tennis Club and Spa, situated right on the ocean. The hall we ate and danced in had a glass wall overlooking the Atlantic. Doors led out to pathways leading down to the beach. There couldn’t have been a nicer venue for our high school send-off.

Perhaps because this was one of our last nights together, the mood in the room was a true lovefest. Everyone was hugged-up at the tables and on the dance floor. There wasn’t a slow dance that went by where most of us almost graduates weren’t bumping and grinding our dates.

The prom went well into the next morning, after which the whole class was invited to Marsha Brook’s parents’ beach house for a catered breakfast. They really knew how to throw down: white-tableclothed banquet tables were covered with everything from Belgian waffles with strawberries and powdered sugar, a selection of dim sum, little smoked-salmon quiches, mimosas, and Bloody Marys to more standard fare like bacon, sausages, eggs, hash browns, toast, fresh fruit, and steaming-hot coffee.

It couldn’t have been a more perfect night. Except for what happened at the tail end.

At one point, we were sitting on the patio at Marsha’s house, stuffing our faces with platefuls of the catered food. Samuel and June were sitting in a lounge chair, with Samuel behind his girlfriend. He was stroking her arm and whispering into her ear. As overtired as I was, I could still clearly see June’s body language: she was not reciprocating Samuel’s romantic overtures. In fact, she was looking more and more irate by the second. Finally, she shoved her elbow into his chest and wheeled around to face him.

“Hell no, you won’t be getting this piece of ass today!” She stood up, hands on her hips, ignoring Samuel’s gestures to keep it down. “I’m tired of you looking at other girls, and I’m tired of putting up with you going limp on me after a few minutes. I’m ready for a real man!”

The patio had fallen absolutely still. Every last eye out there locked on either Samuel or June.

Samuel had dropped his head. He’d gone all white and looked like he was crumbling in on himself. My heart ached for him—far more so than I thought I could feel for a friend—and I wanted to reach for him.

June spun around and walked over to Delvin Wicks, the power forward for the basketball team, and a brother. She held out a hand to him. He looked around at his circle of friends with a bemused look and, with a shrug, stood and took June’s offer. She guided him across the patio, disappearing into Marsha’s house.

The spell broke after they walked out of sight: the patio erupted into whispered gossiping. In the midst of it was Samuel. He blinked twice, grabbed his jacket, and bolted off the patio toward the beach.

I leaned over to Carla, giving her a quick peck on the cheek. “I’m really sorry, honey. I gotta go after him. He’s like—” She cut me off with a hand and a roll of her eyes.

“Sure, of course you do, Desmond!” She looked at me, her eyes softening. “Go to him,” she whispered.

I nodded to Matt and Michael, grabbed my own jacket, then ran down to the beach after him. “Sam? Samuel!” The rising sun shone in my eyes, so I couldn’t see which way he’d gone. I squinted, looking left and right. There! Down the beach several hundred feet, I spotted a silhouette walking past a beach cabana. “Samuel!” I ran after him and grabbed his arm as I got close.

“What the fuck? Get your hands off me!”

“Sam—it’s me! Are you all right?”

He snorted. “Yeah. That bitch and I were over anyway.”

“So you’re not going after her?”

“Won’t have to. You’ll see. By graduation she’ll be back on her knees, begging for it. Anyways, she’s not what I want right now.” He glanced around, grabbed me by the shoulders, and pushed me against one of the cabana posts. “I want you,” he whispered.

Before I could reply, our lips locked. He’s kissing me! Sam’s lips were moist; I tasted Jack Daniel’s and maple syrup on them. Those smells, along with the smell of him, drew a deep sigh from me. With just an instant of resistance, I let his tongue slip inside and probe the inner caverns of my mouth, feeling a warmth rise in me. My snake stirred—and sought a release from my tight dress pants. I reached for Samuel’s piece; it had already risen to the occasion.

While making out, Samuel had unbuttoned his shirt and ripped his tie off. He was working on unbuttoning his pants when I grabbed his hands. “Here? Out on the beach? What if someone sees?” My eyes drifted down to his open shirt. His nipples were standing up in the cool morning air. Sam shook me off, pulling his dress pants down.

“Who’s gonna see us here? And who cares anyways?” I didn’t need more convincing than that. Not with his naked torso just inches away, drawing me in.

I leaned my head into his neck, breathing him in. I used my teeth to gently bite the skin where his neck met his shoulder, sucking lightly. I let my tongue travel slowly down his pecs to his nipples and began to kiss and nibble at them.

A moan escaped from Samuel’s lips, and his hands ran up through my hair, massaging my scalp. He pulled me up to his sweet lips. Grabbing me by my shoulders, he drew me closer. Passionately he kissed me until I gasped for breath.

His hands moved down to encompass my whole body, mashing me to him. I was so lost in our kiss I didn’t realize my feet were off the ground. Sam took a few steps into the cabana and dropped us to the paneled floor, both of us laughing breathlessly. We rolled and stopped with his body on top of mine. What is he doing? Where is this going? The desire I felt overwhelmed me; I didn’t resist when he started to ferociously unbutton my clothes, stripping me like a pro, kissing my flesh that had been left naked as he went.

He lifted off me for a moment, throwing a pair of cushions from a wicker love seat onto the floor beside us. He spread his jacket over the cushions, signaling I should lie on it. We kissed again, Sam moving down to kiss my neck, my chest, and my nipples. It was my turn to moan—I think it came out more like a whimper—and rubbed my hands over his shoulders and in his hair.

“Turn over,” he said in a husky voice. Without thinking, I did, going face-first into his jacket. The aroma of his sweat filled my head as he licked and kissed the back of my neck. He traveled down my spine, continually licking, nibbling, and kissing every part of my back. His tongue leaped down to my thighs, sliding up into the hairs of my behind, making me gasp, and then he kissed his way upward again. His Jimmy followed the path his tongue had just laid, rubbing between my thighs and over the crack of my behind.

I knew what he wanted, and I knew I wasn’t ready for that. I firmly reached behind me and grabbed Jimmy in my hand. I rolled over, facing him once more.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want me, Desmond?” His voice dripped with lust. My own voice caught in my throat.

“Sorry. I’m sorry, Sam. I’m not ready to try that, man!” Samuel looked down into my eyes, seeing I was serious about not going that far. He sunk down on top of me, his naked torso, thick legs, and inflamed groin hot in the morning chill. Undeterred, he kissed me, deeply and more passionately. Of their own doing, our pulsating manhoods began grinding together, eliciting groans from each of us.

It didn’t take our teen bodies long to brim with ecstasy, then overflow with searing streams of our semen. Barely had we finished than our bodies urged us for more, recharged again. We made love three, four times, unable to quench our lusts.

Finally, though, our bodies—overtired from a night of partying—demanded rest. As the morning sun strengthened, we lay wrapped about each other, spread out on Samuel’s jacket in the beach cabana. Sweat coated our bodies, and our chests heaved from the marathon of orgasms we’d shared. The events from earlier that morning had been forgotten; we were the only two people in the world.

A gentle snore signaled Sam’s level of exhaustion. I lay in the crook of his arm, a warm smile creasing my face. Could making love to a woman ever be as powerful and intense as this? I wondered. As I gazed at my lover, I knew this was right, for this moment in time. I felt satisfied, not guilty, which was all the confirmation I needed to know this was not a mistake and I wasn’t a freak of nature.

In my wildest dreams, I never imagined men could make love and feel drawn to one another so naturally and completely. Then another thought crossed my mind: What if I had let Samuel fuck me? What would I have felt then? Will I ever be ready to go that far with him? I had no answer for that. But, for right now, as we lay naked in each other’s arms on this beach, with the sun warming us and the ocean serenading us, all was good.

After tidying up the cabana and dressing, we decided to go straight home instead of back to Marsha’s house. I figured Carla was gone by now anyways. I had no regrets about not getting it on with her. Samuel had said what he really wanted was me; I realized I felt exactly the same way with him.

As we walked off, we didn’t realize we had not been alone on the beach that morning. Someone had been there with us, watching with angry, jealous eyes.

★

We met up with Matt and Michael that afternoon for a swim, then visited our favorite bar for drinks. We were all still exhausted from last night, though Matt was especially quiet. I figured he was still suffering from too much Jack Daniel’s.

Once we were at the bar, though, he began to drink way more than normal, even going so far as hogging the joint Samuel had brought with him. By the end of the night, I knew something was wrong. Matt barely stumbled from the bar before puking his guts out onto the parking lot.

We took him back to my place and called his mother to let her know he was staying the night at my house. My parents and Nina had gone down to Washington for the weekend to visit my brother Vinny. Michael, Sam, and I were in my kitchen feeding the munchies when Matt came out of the bathroom looking like he’d been hit by a Mack truck. No sooner did we start to tease him than it all came out.

“You assholes! Why, why did you do that to me?” He looked over at Samuel. I thought I saw tears starting to form. “What the fuck’s wrong with you? Don’t you have a heart?”

“Man, you’re fucking wasted!” Samuel shook his head. “That’s the last time we let your ass drink and smoke at the same time!” Michael and I laughed. Matt was less amused.

“I saw you. I saw you guys fucking in the sand. I watched you for hours this morning.” Shit—exposed! Fear shot through my body, and I broke out in a cold sweat. Matt pointed an unsteady finger at Sam. “You told me I was the only one, Samuel!” He leaned into the doorframe, looking not so steady.

“Shut the fuck up, Matt. I don’t know what you’re talking about. Why don’t you go sleep it off on the sofa?” Samuel refused to meet my eyes. My fear threatened to overwhelm me; I felt the tingling of nervous sweat in my armpits.

“What’s he talking about, Desmond?” Michael asked.

“Look how drunk he is, dude,” I bluffed. “He doesn’t know what he’s saying.” But our secret was out. And, apparently, ours isn’t the only one.

Matt staggered into Samuel’s face and yelled, “You’re a fucking faggot! Go on, admit it. Tell Michael what the two of you were doing last night!” He started beating Samuel on the chest, sobbing openly now. “Tell him what you did last night! Then tell him how you told me I was the only one!”

“You want to talk about queers and faggots, Matt? Why don’t you tell Michael how many times I fucked you up the asshole, bitch!” Samuel swatted Matt’s arms away. “And how much you loved having me in you! How each time you screamed like a bitch, begging for more! Do you want me to show them how I take your bitch-ass right here?” Samuel grabbed Matt by a wrist and spun him around, slamming his crotch into Matt’s rear end.

By this time Michael’s mouth had dropped wide open. “Would somebody tell me what fuck is going on here?” I stood frozen to the spot, expressionless, watching Samuel roughly hump Matt.

“Matt saw me and one of my hoes on the beach last night, and I guess he thought it was Desmond; she just happened to be Black! He must have thought—”

“Yeah, Matt must have thought it was me,” I added, glaring at Sam. He still refused to meet my eyes.

“No!” Matt bucked Samuel off and wheeled to face us. “It was the two of you; I know it was. I saw everything.” He looked at me, tears running down his face, lips quivering. “I saw him kissing you and undressing you, Des! I saw him on top of you!”

My emotions were a tornado inside me, even as I kept my face blank. Anger swirled with guilt; I both hated and empathized with Matt in that moment. As for Samuel…

Sam reached out and grabbed Matt by his shirt, drawing him in. Before Michael or I could react, he punched Matt in the face. “I was with one of my bitches, and if you don’t stop saying it was Desmond, I’m going to fucking beat the shit out of you!”

That was the line.

I stepped in between, pushing Samuel away from Matt. “Okay, okay, that’s enough! Look at him, Sam!” Matt had slumped to the floor, holding his face in his hands. “I’m gonna put him in my sister’s bed and let him sleep it off. Michael, help me.” We pulled Matt up and guided him upstairs to Nina’s room.

As we climbed the steps, Matt kept muttering, “Why? Why did you do it?” I ignored him, as well as Michael’s probing looks. We rolled him onto the bed, tugged off his sneakers, pulled the covers over him, and closed the door.

As we got back to the kitchen, Samuel was shoving a handful of chips into his mouth. None of us said anything while he chewed and swallowed. I heard the clock in the hallway ticking as things grew awkwardly quiet.
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