

  

    [image: 9786162221132.jpg] 


  




  

    Life, Love, Sex and Money




    E-book, 1st edition 2012




    Text by B. L. Fowler




    eISBN 978-616-222-113-2




    Published by www.booksmango.com




    E-mail: info@booksmango.com




    Text & cover page Copyright© B. L. Fowler




    E-Book Distribution: XinXii - www.xinxii.com




    No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, stored or transmitted in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.




    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




    All scriptures used throughout this text are directly taken from the American Bible Society King James Version, published and printed in 1982.




    ***


  




  

    Words to the Wise




    “All Scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction, for instruction in righteousness.” -II Timothy 3:16 KJV




    “But the natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are foolishness unto him: neither can he know them, because they are spiritually discerned.” - I Corinthians 2:14 KJV




    “Therefore we conclude that a man is justified by faith without the deeds of the law.” - Romans 3:28 KJV
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    Prologue




    “Hello, Pastor, is everything okay?” Brad asked compassionately.




    “Yes, everything is just fine. I hope I’m not interrupting, you. Were you asleep? If so, I can call you sometime tomorrow.”




    “No, I wasn’t asleep. Please, go ahead and share your thoughts.”




    “Thanks, I’ll try to be brief. You know the other day, while we were talking, you mentioned something about us all being gods. Afterwards, I began evaluating what you said, and couldn’t help pondering over your statement more in-depth. In fact, it made me analyze how I view things; in comparison, with how the world views things. Surprisingly, I couldn’t help laughing while thinking back to when I was younger. Doing so evoked me to recall what my mother explained about this world.’




    “She often told my brother and me, that all we had to do was put our trust in God, and everything would work out for the best. Funny, but I must admit, things turned out all right for me. But when I look at some of these young people today and see the countless opportunities many are throwing away, I cannot help being grateful to my mother for providing me the insightful knowledge she did. Had it not been for her, I wouldn’t have taken a liking towards studying the Word of God,” Pastor Sanchez shared.




    “Yeah, you’re right,” Brad responded.




    “You know, living in this brave new world, I often find it quite troubling trying to always convey the right words, especially when half of my congregation believes in God; and, the other half is constantly trying to prevent those who do believe from believing, because they fail to believe at all.”




    “I can imagine what that’s like. In fact, I’m often bombarded with the challenge of teaching my students how to stay focused and remain true to their beliefs. That’s why nowadays, when I see one of my students falling too far behind, I make it my business to try and reach out and guide them back on track; at least before they fall too far behind.’




    “Come to think of it, I’m reminded of the importance of making sure I stop and take a few moments each day, to help at least one person find their way. I believe doing so gives me a greater chance of making a difference in the life of another. And although, I have faith in God; I must admit, at times, I become a little doubtful.’




    “That’s when I like to recall something I’ve read in the Scriptures. But nowadays, there are so many different versions of the Bible; I get a little troubled by the various translations. However, I remain foundered in my faith that God sees me through everything I endure day- to- day; no matter, what challenges come my way.”




    Suddenly, the pastor sighed before responding, “You know, when I think about how the church is forced to embrace this issue of same-sex marriage, I tend to find myself…”


  




  

    Chapter One




    “Son, pick up the phone!” Mrs. Stanley yelled up to Brad’s room.




    “Who is it?”




    “It’s Melody; she wants to know what time you’re leaving the house.”




    “Tell her I’m leaving in about fifteen minutes.”




    Ten minutes later, Brad started down the stairs; wearing his favorite beige plaid pants, black Chuck Taylor’s, and his favorite black sweater. When he reached the bottom stair, he stopped and glanced in the mirror, while inhaling on the marijuana cigar, dangling from his lips.




    “And where are you going?” His mother asked presumptuously, puffing on a cigarette.




    “To the Hot Box; is that okay?” He asked, blowing a cloud of the potent smoke in her direction.




    “I’ve told you before; you need to stop smoking that stuff in my house.”




    “Where else am I going to smoke it at?”




    “In the back yard, that’s where you can smoke at. You make the entire house stink after you leave. Besides, why aren’t you getting ready for church? You haven’t been to church in a long time. What’s wrong with you, don’t you know the good Lord, sees what you’re becoming?” She criticized, still puffing on her cigarette.




    “Listen, the Lord isn’t watching what I’m doing, especially when it comes to smoking weed. Besides, if he was, he’d know how anxious I am to find a boyfriend.”




    “I’ve told you before; God didn’t make Adam to be with Steve. He made Adam to be with Eve. You need to grow up out of that frame of thought. You’re, too, old for that.”




    “Yes momma. I’ll be back before you leave out for church,” He assured her; before reaching forward and grabbing his Louis Vuitton messenger bag from the other side of the small framed, wood finished kitchen table; his mother often occupied, while watching television.




    “Please, be careful out there. I don’t need to hear about you on the news, being found in some alley. You know there are a lot of crazy people in this world.”




    “I know; and I promise, I’ll be safe.”




    “You know, I love you, don’t you?”




    “Yes, I know. But sometimes, you act like I don’t know how to survive out there in those streets. Besides, the Lord isn’t about to let anything happen to me.”




    “Just be careful. And stop talking about you looking for a boyfriend. I hate when you say that.”




    Unfortunately, like many times before, Brad ignored his mother. Instead, he focused more on grabbing the cold bottle of white wine from the refrigerator; before starting out the front door.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    “Girl, that dress is fierce! Where did you get that from?” Wendy asked enthusiastically, admiring the black and white silk dress, Janet was wearing.




    “I got this dress the other day, while I was shopping at Tabitha’s. They keep some bad ass shit up in there. It’s a damn shame I couldn’t find anything to wear while I was in Hudsons, though. It was like looking for a needle in a hay stack in that place. I couldn’t find one thing I liked,” Janet complained, while admiring her reflection in the chrome plated, floor length mirror.




    “Have you spoken with Melody? I wonder what she’s wearing tonight,” Wendy asked.




    “Girl, I haven’t spoken to her since last Friday. As a matter of fact, she said, she’d be here by ten; here it is almost eleven. She should’ve been here by now,” Janet insisted, before reaching into her purse and retrieving her cellular phone, to see if Melody had called.




    Five minutes later, the door bell rang.




    “Speak of the devil. I bet she’s wearing something we never seen before,” Wendy insisted begrudgingly; before turning and dashing towards the front door.




    Seconds after, the three of them sat in the living room admiring each other’s toggery; laughing and passing a tightly rolled marijuana smoke amongst themselves; enjoying their time together. After all, they hadn’t seen each other, in a month.




    ≈




    “Girl, that hair cut is nice. Who cut your hair?” Wendy asked.




    “Michael. He’s been nagging me about letting him cut my hair for years. That man knows he can do some hair,” Janet voiced confidently.




    “Wait a minute; let me tell you who I saw at the beauty shop. Girl, I saw Nicki; and she has not changed one bit. In fact, she had the audacity to confront me about what happened between the two of us, when she was staying on campus. I told her she needs to grow up. After all, I’m not trying to take her man; I’ve already had him,” She teased, while bursting into laughter.




    “No, you did not,” Melody responded, shocked by the comment; holding her right hand over her mouth, in an attempt to conceal her yellow blemished colored teeth.




    “Yes, I did. And if it hadn’t been for the fact that she got pregnant with Demetrius child; I would’ve taken him from her. You know, she didn’t deserve that man. You know, damn well that man had it going on when we were in college; everybody on campus wanted him.”




    “Yeah, but I recently heard, he’s been catching it a lot lately. I also heard, he lost his job at the law firm he was working at,” Wendy shared.




    “See, that’s what he gets. Folks always trying to act like they got it going on. I knew those two would eventually catch hell,” Janet conveyed jealously.




    “Girl, you ain’t no good. Nicki deserves to be just as happy as any one of us. By the way, what’s their son’s name? Um, um, what is it girl?” She asked, snapping her fingers trying to remember the child’s name.




    “Jeffrey,” Melody reminded her.




    “Yeah, that’s it, Jeffery Lamont Stanford. What kind of name is that for a little boy? Sounds like, he should be a professor or something, don’t it?” Janet teased, with laughter.




    “We need to stop it. I’m sick of always sitting around talking about what somebody else is going through. It’s time for us to get our own lives together,” Wendy suggested.




    “We really don’t want to hear that, especially coming from you. You’re always trying to be miss important; pass me that joint,” Janet demanded.


  




  

    Chapter Three




    11:47 p.m. Saturday night:




    “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, let’s get this party started up in here!” Ms. Dupree yelled into the microphone, while gazing around the extravagant Hot Box Dance Emporium. The place was absolutely packed; and the crowd was certainly hype. After all, tonight they’re giving away five thousand dollars, to the most fabulous drag queen, in the state of Michigan.




    “I bet, Ms. Jasmine wins,” Brad insisted.




    “I don’t think so. I think, Ms Jackson is going to take this prize, sweetie,” Melody assured him.




    “Please, that hooker couldn’t stand next to Ms. Jackson with a ten- foot- pole. Besides, Ms. Jasmine is a man. Now, on the other hand, Ms. Jackson is a queen; there is a big difference,” He snapped his fingers.




    Then suddenly, Ms. Dupree opened the parchment gold foiled envelope and proudly announced the winner. Immediately, Brad screamed like he’d won the Lotto.




    “Damn, you act like she’s giving you half of that money. Stop screaming like that in my ear!” Melody insisted.




    “I may not be getting any of that money, but she’s definitely wearing that yellow, two- carat diamond ring,” He snapped his fingers a second time.




    “Man, please; when I finish getting this degree, I’ll be able to get one of those and then some,” Melody assured him.




    “Wait a minute; isn’t that Michael?” Janet asked, peering over past the stage and into the crowd.




    “Where is this Michael, you always talking about?” Wendy asked, scooping around the darkened room searching for him.




    “Who is Michael?” Brad asked, curiously.




    “You don’t know Michael? What kind of queen are you? Michael is the fiercest hair stylist in the city. As a matter of fact, he’s won virtually every hair design contest in the past year. Not to mention, boyfriend won, Best Hair Stylist of the year, in Paris, last year,” Janet informed him, as if she was his publicist.




    “And how do you know him so well?” Brad asked, before taking a sip from his drink.




    “We’ve known one another for a while. I use to have a crush on him; at least, until I found out he was gay.”




    “Wait a minute; you mean to tell me you didn’t know he was gay? How could you have not known?” Brad asked.




    “You can’t always look at someone and tell their gay,” Janet insisted.




    “I guess you’re right. But from where I’m sitting, boyfriend can be whatever he wants; he is fine as hell. Besides, there is no way I wouldn’t have known he was gay. What is he mixed with?” Melody asked, gazing over at his chiseled bone structured face.




    “He is Black and Italian.”




    “Damn, he is fine!” Brad complimented enthusiastically.




    “Yes, he is; and here, he comes.”




    Immediately, Brad fought back his lustful thoughts, as he admired the tall handsome man, now standing at their small cocktail table. Meanwhile, Janet introduced Michael to everyone; however, Brad felt he didn’t need an introduction and boastfully introduced himself.




    “Hello, my name is Dr. Brad Stanley; I’m a World History Professor, at Webster University. It’s a pleasure meeting you,” he extended his right hand forward and shook Michael’s hand.




    Michael reciprocated the warm gesture and immediately pulled his hand back, just as fast as he extended it, as if he wasn’t interested. Of course, the cold gesture evoked Brad to question the rejection, causing him to snarl; wondering, why he responded the way he did.




    “How long have you been here?” Janet asked Michael; gazing into the eyes.




    “I just walked in the door. I’m supposed to be meeting a few people, but I can’t seem to find them.”




    Then suddenly, Brad interrupted him.




    “Excuse me, but are you looking for me?”




    Michael grinned in his direction, yet continued talking with Janet; ignoring him.




    “I see your hair still looks good. I hope you like it. When are you going to let me add some highlights to those tips?” He asked, while playfully fingering her hair.




    “Whenever you’re ready; you’re the expert,” Janet complimented.




    “I am, aren’t I?”




    “Yes, you are. Come on, let’s dance,” she insisted, while reaching out and grabbing Michael’s left hand and leading him towards the dance floor.




    As they walked away from the table, everyone left behind expressed their overwhelming admiration with Michael’s tall statuesque presence. However, Brad remained baffled about being rejected. After all, he had never been rejected before, at least not by another gay man.




    However, for some reason, Melody wasn’t as impressed. In fact, she already knew a little about Michael, because Janet held a warm spot in her heart for him; and always, harped on how fine he was. Plus, she knew, given the chance, Janet would drop her panties, anywhere, anytime, Michael asked. Still, she couldn’t help staring over at him. After all, the two of them looked extremely attractive dancing together out on the floor.




    “I wonder what made him gay,” Melody asked aloud.




    “What did you say?” Wendy asked.




    “I said, I wonder what made him gay. I mean, a brother as fine as he is, why?” Her face expressed her perplexity. Still despite her dismay, she was just as captured by his masculine presentation.




    Meanwhile, Brad began feeling ostracized, so he quickly added his remarks,” If you ask me, he’s not that attractive.”




    “Man, please; you’re just jealous. As a matter of fact, I’ve always wanted to know what made you gay. I mean, you’re not that bad looking yourself. And to be honest, there are plenty of female students on campus, who I know for sure, have an eye for you. So tell me, why do you desire to be with other men?”




    “It’s strange you would ask me this, after all this time. But honestly, I cannot explain that to you. Every since I was ten, I’ve always knew I was gay. I’ve always had this desire for tall, handsome, strong looking men. It’s just the way their built. You know good and well, men have a very strong foundation. They have strong backs, nice firm buttocks. Girl please, men are a God-send.”




    “Sounds like a good topic for my Thesis,” Melody commented.




    Immediately, Brad thought she was trying to be facetious. So he said, “Before this conversation gets out of hand, let me assure you; I did have a few childhood sexual experiences with females. But of course, there was no penetration. In fact, I even tried having a few relationships. Yet, after I discovered how much more comfortable I felt with males, I started dating men exclusively. It just felt natural to me,” he explained.




    “Interesting; I mean, although there have been numerous studies conducted on homosexuality; my faith in God and my religious upbringing instills a discomfort in me towards gay men. And honestly, I must admit, it took me many years to overcome my dislike towards you. In fact, I still have some reservations about the subject. Even though, I know it’s not my place to judge anyone; God knows I shouldn’t. Still, at times, I find it hard to accept some men being gay,” Melody admitted.




    “At least, you’re being honest. However, on the other hand, I recently read that some men are meant to be with other men, and some females are meant to be with females. I also read, when people try to argue that it’s not natural for people to be gay, they need to think about this; if God didn’t want gay people to exist, there wouldn’t be gay people around the globe. After all, God made everything there is; right?” Brad asked.




    “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean it’s natural. I mean, male dogs don’t have sex with other male dogs, do they?”




    “On the contrary, there have been numerous studies conducted on this very subject. And, yes, male dogs have sex with other male dogs. Now perhaps it just may be a select group of people chosen to be different from everyone else. But, who are we to judge those that are different? God loves all of his children; at least, that is what the Bible teaches,” Melody insisted.




    “Good theory,” Brad commented.




    “I concur. But then again, isn’t it against everything the Bible teaches?” Wendy asked.




    “On the contrary, there are many religions that accept same-sex relationships; just like there are many that argue against it. But looking at this from a different perspective, one must keep in mind that the Bible was written more than three- thousand- years- ago. Today’s generation is clearly different from those who lived back then. I mean, trying to say God is going to send someone to hell for being gay, is like saying, God doesn’t like himself. Clearly, anyone with common sense would know, being gay is a natural way of expression,” Melody insisted.




    “Why is it that straight people are always questioning why gay people are gay? We don’t sit around wondering why men like to see two women get it on. Nor, do we sit around talking about married couples that swing and swap wives for sexual pleasure. I’m gay, so what; who cares. I have to deal with this shit from my momma. In fact, just before I walked out the door tonight, she told me to stop talking about; I’m looking for a boyfriend. Child please, the first time I find the right one, he is mine.”




    “You are crazy, but I understand what you’re saying. I mean, yes, there certainly are gay people all around the globe, who have never crossed paths. Yet, they have the same idea of same-sex attraction, as gay men, do in this country. And for that reason alone, people should stop being so ignorant, when arguing rather same-sex relationships are ungodly or not,” Melody recommended.




    “You’re absolutely right. But think about those who are religious minded and have not gone to college to gain clarity on the religion of their choice. How do you think they’d feel if they knew the truth?” Brad asked, as if he had the ultimate understanding of biblical history.




    “What truth?” Melody asked.




    “Yeah, what truth is that?” Wendy added.




    “The truth about how the Bible was compiled from fragment pieces of tablets, collected by various archeologist. Therefore, you know, damn well these people are causing division amongst us and destroying people’s belief in God, with fragmented stories they compiled together,” He insisted angrily.




    “Brad, I disagree with you on this. I’ve been involved in the church, my whole life. In fact, my minister has always preached that being gay was a sin. Even the Bible tells us that,” Wendy insisted.




    “Wendy, you graduated with honors; don’t sit here and tell me you still believe in that crap,” Brad insisted.




    “Look, I don’t care how many men you sleep with, being gay is wrong; and you’ll pay the price when Jesus returns,” Wendy assured him.




    “Girl, please. Like I tell my momma, God and Jesus, know my heart. I love everyone. If that’s not enough, oh well, then I guess I’m not good enough to get into heaven. But, I’m not going to worry my nerves about it. Besides, there are too many more important things for Jesus to be concerned with, than me being gay.”




    “Now that we’re on the subject, have you ever given thought to being straight since you’ve gotten older?” Melody asked.




    “Not once. I mean, sure, I’ve thought about getting married and having kids. But I certainly haven’t thought about dating females, exclusively.”




    “So, why would you consider getting married, if you won’t date women?”




    “I’d marry a man, but I wouldn’t marry a woman. Besides, the law has finally embraced the Constitution, which implores me the right to elect who I want to marry.”




    “Okay, I tell you what; why don’t you try dating a female, for a while. Better yet, let’s put a wager on it. Why don’t you find one of those females on campus? After all, there are many that would love to get their hands on you. Pick any one of them and start dating her. And while you’re at it, why don’t you keep a ledger of each date. You know, talk about what you did and how you felt, while you two were out, together. Then, after a month or two, tell her what you’ve been up to,” Melody suggested devilishly.




    “I don’t know. It sounds like a good challenge, but…” he paused before added, “No, you know what, I’ll start on Monday. How does that sound?”




    “Okay, you’re on. And don’t throw any shade; this is serious. I’m thinking of writing my Thesis on this,” Melody insisted.


  




  

    Chapter Four




    10:30 a.m. Monday morning:




    “Good morning, Professor Stanley,” A short, Asian student spoke, as she entered the class room.




    “Good morning,” He responded politely, without turning away from the board; where he was busy writing his lesson plan down.




    When he finally turned around, he began thinking of the bet, he made on Saturday night. But instead of pondering the issue, too in-depth, he forced the idea out of his mind. After all, he didn’t want to get involved with any of his students. Instead, he preferred someone outside of class. He felt picking one of his students would only lead to long term problems.




    Meanwhile, as more students entered the room, the professor couldn’t help glancing around at each of the female students; contemplating if he could become attracted to any one of them, but failed to achieve the desire. Unfortunately, the more he examined each of them, the less desirable the idea was in his mind, to fulfill the bet. Even more, he couldn’t escape the idea of trying to pull the entire scheme off.




    Interestingly, the last time he attempted to date a female, was during his adolescent years…when he was eleven. And unfortunately, that particular girl moved out of his neighborhood. Afterwards, he swore he’d never find another girl to replace her.




    Then, a few years later, his interest focused on his male peers. So much, one particular morning while on his way to school, he stopped in a neighbor’s yard and picked flowers, for one of his male classmates. Unfortunately, when he arrived to class and presented the young boy with the flowers, he was reprimanded by his teacher, for doing so.




    Callously, the grey haired lady instructed it wasn’t normal for little boys to give other little boys flowers. Even worse, she announced it while standing in front of the entire class; causing the students to burst into laughter. Sadly, what seemed innocent at the time; turned out to be the very thing that caused Brad to feel inadequate about his sexual orientation, many years afterwards.




    In fact, during his entire grade school years, his happiness was darkened by taunts of gay bashing from both teachers and students. So much, when he was elected to be the Wizard in his elementary school play, he was informed by the modern dance teacher that his costume had to be all white. As a result, his mother was helpful assisting him prepare his costume. She even made him a white cape, and purchased him a pair of white gloves.




    However, when his fourth grade, art teacher, witnessed him wearing all white, the day of the performance; she stopped him in the hall and rudely said, “Little boys don’t wear all white, especially not white gloves.” She even added that his mother needed her butt kicked, for letting him out the house dressed like that.




    So it wasn’t until he graduated from college, did he begin to rebuild his self-esteem and/or confidence, in his self worth. Until then, his self-esteem was shattered from years of verbal and physical assaults; he’d endured time and again, because of his sexual orientation. Luckily, he never dismissed his belief that God loved him. And after gaining clarity on the Bible, while studying the matter in college; finally, he has gained some peace.




    Now, at the age of twenty-seven; Brad wasn’t about to allow anyone to deter him from living his life the way he felt most comfortable living it. And if proving to his friends that it wasn’t meant for him to be straight, even if his life depended on it; he didn’t mind doing whatever it took, to prove them wrong.




    2:30 p.m. Monday afternoon:




    After class, while casually walking down a long corridor on campus, Brad set his eyes upon a young, Asian student, who he noticed staring over at him. Immediately, he paused and gazed over at her with intensity, considering the idea of pursuing her. But something inside of him wouldn’t allow him to follow through. Instead, he greeted her with a polite nod of the head and a warm smile, before continuing past her.




    Then, just as he arrived at his metallic grey Mercedes, which he often parked in a secure parking lot, near campus; he was approached by a young, Hispanic female. Almost immediately, there was something about this particular individual that intrigued him. So much, he began contemplating the idea, she could possibly be the one, he’d like to pursue.




    “Hello, Professor. My name is Cynthia. I’m sorry to bother you. But, I was hoping you would be able to help me with a problem I have. It seems, each semester, you only allow a certain number of students in your course; and it would help me very much, if you’d be willing to consider holding a seat for me, next semester?” She asked humbly.




    “To be honest, I have no say over the amount of students, admitted in my course. The university handles all of that. However, if you’d like, I could present your name to the Dean. Perhaps, that will give you some leverage.”




    “Great! By the way, I like your hair.”




    “Thanks.”




    “Well, I better get going.”




    “Here, let me get your name again. Could you write it down for me?” Brad asked.




    “Sure, give me one second,” she said as she begun digging into her black leather purse; finally pulling out an ink pen and small pink note pad; and quickly jotted down her name, student ID number, and phone number; and then, passed it to him.




    “Okay, Cynthia Sanchez, I’ll see what I can do. By the way, are you busy tomorrow night?”




    “No, why do you ask?”




    “I have two tickets for the Hash Bash, and I don’t have anyone to go with. So I was hoping you would be interested in going with me?” It was quite obvious he was nervous.




    “Sure, I’d be honored to go with you, Professor.”




    “Great, I’ll pick you up at seven-thirty, is that okay?”




    “Yes, that’s fine. Here, let me give you my address,” the young lady said while extending her right arm forward, to retrieve the small piece of paper, and quickly wrote down her address and passed the paper back.




    “Excellent, then I’ll see you tomorrow,” He assured her, with a warm smile.




    The young lady was overwhelmed. So much, she leaned forward and placed a soft kiss upon his pale, right cheek and smiled. Of course, the professor appreciated the warm gesture, and kindly smiled, in return. Seconds after, the two of them separated. And immediately, Brad felt guilty.




    Why am I doing this? He thought.




    While driving home, he couldn’t help pondering what he was about to get himself into. After all, he knew he was merely doing this to prove a point; and for many reason’s more, he wasn’t completely comfortable with leading the student on. So immediately after walking into the front door, he decided it would be best if he smoked a joint before picking the young lady up. He thought doing so, would help him relax.
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