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​Dedication

I dedicate this book to every Man who wants, needs, actively looking and desperately wants to be loved and give love.
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​Introduction

Duane has a story just like we all have a story to tell. Duane grew up with little love, affirmation or security. Everything that he loved was eventually taken away. He has a best friend and his mom that love him dearly and are willing to do anything to help him be a man and one day, hopefully, a better man.

Duane knows that he is a hard-working, passionate and fun man but what kind of man is he really? In an attempt to find himself, he finds someone who desperately loves him but how can he give that person the love they deserve when he doesn’t know how to love himself? Crossroads. Decisions. Ultimatums. More decisions.

Meet Duane Jackson in Book 2 of the Men of Roberts Junction Series. Enjoy!





​Chapter 1

“Run Hank!” Duane yelled.

“No Duane, I’m not leaving you!” Hank exclaimed.

“Yes, you are. You can’t fight. You can’t take a punch, and I will convince them that it was me and not you,”

“But it was my fault, not yours,” Hank said.

“Yeah, but Mama Lori will kill us both if something happens to you,” Duane reiterated.

“But I can help,” Hank pleaded.

“No, you can’t. Here they come. I’ll take the blame, but you be there later. Promise?” Duane asked.

“Promise, but Duane I could help you fight,” Hank said.

“You can’t fight Hank, but you can run so run!”

“Okay, I am going to get help,” Hank took off running out of the old boys and girls club to find anybody that could really help.

“No don’t get help, just run,” Duane closed his eyes, and braced himself while hearing Roscoe and his gang coming down the hall hitting the lockers to scare anybody in their path in that old boys and girls club.

“Duane! Where is my money?”

“I spent it!”

“Spent it on what?” Roscoe yelled.

“Everything I could think of,” Duane was sweating and trying to be tough, but he knew that with an inch of his life they could kill him or just break his arm and leg.

Roscoe decided on the later because he was in high school and not quite ready to go to “baby jail” as they called it.

Duane lay on his back unable to move his right arm and left leg. Roscoe proved his point to Duane and his boys by breaking one of each and in his words, ‘keep Duane balanced.’ They all laughed while Duane cried out in agony and waited for help.

Hank came back with Marcus and Deacon in tow just like he promised, but it was too late. It doesn’t take long to break a body part when you have four big guys and a sledgehammer.

“Duane! What hurts?”

“Everything fool!”

“I told you I would stay and help you fight,” Hank said.

“You can’t fight. White boys can’t fight,” Duane teased.

“Who told you that?”

“I don’t know. I just didn’t want you to get hurt too,”

“A real stupid best friend you are. Just ‘cause I’m white doesn’t mean I can’t fight. I even rhymed,”

“Oh god, he’s a poet and don’t know it,”

“Look, Duane, you rhymed too,”

“Shut up and get me to the hospital,”

All they could do was carry him home very carefully. Hank was mad, Duane was crying and Marcus and Deacon were just scared. Duane’s parents were angry that they now had a doctor bill and a hospital visit. Once Duane got home, Hank didn’t miss a day coming to see him and somehow make it up to him. Hank brought him homework, changed the TV channel or whatever else Duane needed. Hank told him repeatedly that he owed him his life and he would do whatever it took to prove it.
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Duane woke up to the sound of the alarm realizing that it was just a dream about his past. He reached over and touched Annette’s warm body with her one arm slung across his chest.

“Morning,” Annette was always the first to speak as she snuggled closer.

“Morning to you too,” Duane said with a low husky voice. Their nights were always filled with hot lovemaking, but Duane didn’t like to cuddle or talk sweet talk later. He did allow Annette to touch him while she slept and it seemed to suffice. Duane had his reasons and Annette respected that but didn’t like it. She would have loved to be completely wrapped in his arms all night.

“You going in the shower first or after me?” She asked while stretching and sitting up straight in the bed.

“Go ahead. Ladies first,” Duane gave Annette a reassuring wink when she looked back at him.

Annette leaned over and kissed him on the shoulder. Duane watched her naked caramel, curvaceous body walk into the bathroom. The shower came on with a hiss and watched the mirror steam. Duane found the remote in the bed and turned on the TV. The breaking news on Channel 5 was ‘Robert’s Junction is bracing itself for the release of the notorious Roscoe “the rat” James. Formally convicted of racketeering, drug possession with the intent to sell and sentenced to 15 years in prison was released today for good behavior after serving 7 years of his sentence.’

Duane sat straight up in the bed, turned his feet and they slammed on the floor while his heart was beating rapidly. He would have fainted had he not been already sitting.

“Shit,” Duane yelled.

“What’s the matter?” Annette asked from behind the bathroom door quite concerned at Duane’s exclaim.

“Nothing, nothing,”

“Nothing? Something happened on the TV or at work already?”

“No, don’t worry yourself about me. I’m fine,”

Annette wrapped a towel around herself, came out of the bathroom and sat next to Duane on the bed. “You sure?”

“I’m very sure. Finish getting dressed before I want to go another round with you and that naked body of yours,”

Annette giggled and blushed all over her light caramel skin, “I have a meeting this morning but I’m all yours tonight. Okay?”

“You better believe it,” Duane said with a strange look in his eyes that Annette had never seen before. She had seen him upset before, but this was different. Duane tried to be calm, but fear gripped every ounce of his body despite his calm demeanor.

Duane kissed Annette goodbye at the front door, and he watched her walk down the walk to her car. She pulled out of the driveway and drove to her small office on the river. Duane continued to watch her drive off and whispered to himself, “God keep her safe because I don’t know if I can.” He got in his Ford Explorer and sped toward the Roberts Junction campus of Indiana University for another day’s work.





​Chapter 2

Duane pulled into his reserved parking space and greeted all of the guys in the warehouse and loading dock area.

“Good morning!”

“Morning Boss,”

“I don’t know about all of that,”

“You got it,”

“With you guys’ help, I got it,”

“We got you,”

“Thanks, I appreciate it,”

He had worked with most of these guys for more than 5 years now and even though they called him boss, he still felt like he was one of them. He was the boss and the first one to take the shit was him. Being the #2 man had been great when Hank was the boss, but he was now the boss and must lead.

Duane walked into his office and poured more creamer than coffee into his mug just thinking about how that event 20 years earlier changed his life forever. He remembered so vividly of being on the other side of this desk waiting on instructions from Hank, who now had the luxury of working from home with his wife Jasmine and their twins in carriers nearby.

Duane thought back then that he and Hank would just be teammates on the playground; but after that day, they were brothers for life. Duane always had Hank’s back, but he now needed Hank to have his front, back, and life after looking at the morning paper.

Duane unlocked his phone to his favorites and touched the picture of Hank and his whole family’s profile picture.

“What’s up D,” Hank answered on the second ring.

“Nothing much,” Duane only had to say those two words to give Hank a hint that something was wrong.

“You don’t sound right. Hold on while I get the bottles. Jasmine had a meeting this morning, and I’m all alone,” Hank said and Duane could hear the babies in the background crying and cooing while waiting on their bottles. Duane envied Hank just a little with the new babies and wife of his dreams.

“Okay, I’m back. Tell it to me straight. What’s up?”

“You remember Roscoe James from school,”

“Yes but I’ve always wanted to forget. Why are you bringing up that name?”

“They let him out,”

“Like in on the street and out of prison out?”

“One and the same,”

“What are you going to do? You think he’s coming for you? What about Annette?”

“I don’t know. I hate to admit it, but I am finally scared. Annette is my life, and I don’t want anything to happen to her.”

“I know exactly how you feel. I was scared too when that crazy girl came after me and Jasmine but I won. I won the jackpot, two beautiful babies and a hot wife that loves me day and night. I’m in heaven. Have you told Annette what’s up?”

“No.”

“Why not? You have spent your whole life keeping stuff. Trying to be tough. Tell Annette what’s up. Stop trying to be tough. It’s not good to hide it. Look how much time I wasted not coming correct for Jasmine. Don’t do it. Her life could depend on it.”

“I know, I know. It’s been so long ago why would he want to mess with me?”

“The money.”

“They broke my arm and leg for it. I still hurt when it rains.”

“True but he’s spent a lot of time in jail, thinking, planning and plotting,”

“Don’t remind me,”

“Well, tell Annette everything then you plot and plan. Don’t sit and wait for him to come for you. Do I need to call Peaches?”

“The cops! Hell, no. Not unless it is absolutely necessary,”

“He’s a killer D. You are my brother, and I don’t want anything to happen to you. We are supposed to die of old age, not gunshots. I’ll follow your lead, and I’ll help if necessary but I’ve got babies and a wife. You should and could have the same. Fix this Duane and don’t wait,”

“I know, I know. Thanks, Hank,”

“Welcome. Love you and brothers for life,”

“Peace,” Duane said. He never said those three words. The last time he said those words together it had been devastating. He had committed to loving hard in deeds and not just with the words. One day he hoped to get past it, but right now he needed to get through the day.

Duane took a long drink of his coffee and looked through his emails for any additional tasks for the day.

“Duane! Did you see this?” Marcus held out his phone for Duane to see.

“Seen what Marcus?”

“Roscoe is out!”

“Keep your voice down. Let’s not announce it to the whole warehouse,”

“Sorry, but I remember that day when he and his boys broke your arm,”

“Don’t forget leg,”

“Right, that too. What are you going to do?”

“Why does everybody keep asking me that? I don’t know what to do. This is not the OK Corral, and I am not going to call him out like in some western movie.”

“True, but you have to do something.”

“True, but what?”

“You need protection.”

“What is that going to do?”

“Protect! You can’t sit here and wait for him to come for you. We need to get the guys from the neighborhood or the cops or something.”

“No cops! I can’t call the cops then they’ll want to know everything. I can’t worry about this all day we’ve got work to do.”

“Okay, you are the boss here and of your whole life. So what’s first on the agenda?”

“Thanks for your concern. I’m not going to be myself until this over,”

“I understand, but we can help if you let us,”

“I’ll think about it and let you know. Let’s get to work,”

“Okay, so what’s up for the day?”

Duane went through the long laundry list of tasks for the Warehouse personnel to complete all across campus. His work would help to his mind busy from worrying about his job and his sanity. He had the support of his friends and at the present, that’s all that mattered.
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