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Duplicity

Zane










Chapter One



“Nia, I thought I asked you to get my clothes from the cleaners?”

Nia glanced up from her computer monitor and leered at her twin sister, Neena, who’d just walked into the front door of their single-story brick house at the end of a country dirt road.

“Well, hello to you too,” Nia said sarcastically, after sizing her sister up.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to come off foul,” Neena stated apologetically. “I’ve just had a messed-up day and I only have about two hours to get to the airport.”

Nia got up from her computer workstation, strategically positioned by a picture window so she could look out at the trees while she did her medical billing, telecommuting job. She walked over to the front door that Neena had left ajar and closed it before one of the gigantic bumblebees that descended on their home every summer snuck its way in.

“What time does your plane leave?”

“Seven,” Neena replied, kicking off her burgundy, three-inch heels and collapsing gracefully into a comfy upholstered armchair. “I still can’t believe they’re making me go on a business trip at Christmas time.”

“That’s messed up.”

“I know. When I get back, I’m going to start some serious job-hunting. I can’t take this anymore.”

Nia attempted to mentally tally the amount of times she’d heard Neena announce she was starting a hunt for a new job. Nia knew there was a greater chance of Dennis Rodman giving up his women’s clothing fetish than of Neena quitting her job as a district sales manager for a pharmaceutical company. A six-figure income, company car, extremely thick monthly expense account, corporate credit cards, and the ability to travel across country, sometimes internationally, was right up Neena’s alley. Having grown up on the outskirts of Charlotte, N.C., Nia was content to hang out in small clubs/juke joints while Neena always craved the city life. They were both still in small-town Kannapolis, sharing a rental home less than three miles from the house where they grew up, a house still occupied by their widowed mother.

“Where are you going to find another job with that type of salary and those kind of benefits?” Nia asked Neena, knowing Neena was way too materialistic to settle for anything less. “This is North Carolina. Not New York City.”

“What good are the fringe benefits if I can’t even spend the holidays with my family?” Neena retorted, rubbing her left foot and cracking her toes.

Nia’s face scrunched up when she heard Neena’s toes cracking. That sound was right up there with long fingernails scratching a blackboard on her disgusting-sounds meter.

“Momma’s going to be so disappointed, Neena. Have you told her yet?”

“No, I thought maybe you’d do it for me.”

“Oh no, that’s definitely on you. Momma’s not going off on me behind this while you’re somewhere flying over the friendly skies.”

“Okay; all right,” Neena conceded. “I’ll call her from my cell phone when we’re less than five minutes from the airport. That way she can’t fuss at me but so long.”

Nia flicked on the television to the evening news and sat down on the sofa, propping her legs up on a leopard-print toss pillow. “Good idea.”

“You and Bryant still spending Christmas Eve together, kissing under the mistletoe?”

Nia smacked her lips and held the palm of her hand up in Neena’s direction. “Please, don’t even mention his name!”

“That bad, huh?”

“Bad enough. Bryant is really acting strange lately. I feel like I need to move on.”

“Maybe not move on, but you need to explore other options. You’re too young to settle down with one man.”

“Since we’re three minutes apart, I guess we’d fall into the same category,” Nia chided.

“Silly heifer.”

Nia picked up the matching toss pillow from the floor and threw it at Neena. “Trifling hoe.”

“I love you too, Sissypoo!”

Nia rolled her eyes at her sister and used the remote to switch to FOX so she could catch the end of Judge Judy. “Your clothes from the cleaners are on your bed.”

“I knew you wouldn’t let me down.” Neena jumped up and headed toward the back of the house. “Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it. You need help packing?” Nia yelled out after her, attempting to be nice since she knew Neena was a slow poke when it came to packing and often had to find a mall as soon as she reached her location because she’d forgotten this thing or that thing.

“No, but can you get my toothbrush and toiletry bag out the bathroom for me?”

“Okay.”

Nia walked past Neena’s bedroom door and paused long enough to see her toss a silver-plated vibrator into her flight bag. She held back a giggle, but couldn’t help but imagine the embarrassment Neena would feel if the damn thing set off a metal detector causing her bags to be searched.

Neena glanced up and spotted Nia in her doorway. She didn’t care if Nia had seen the vibrator or not. She knew for a fact that Bryant wasn’t dishing out any multiples. Shit, Nia’s bed would squeak for a measly five minutes, sometimes less, whenever Bryant stayed over.

“Don’t forget to throw in those trial bottles of shampoo. I hate that crap they leave on the sink counter in hotels.”

Nia giggled. “That’s because it’s not made for sistas. At least not for sistas with thick ass hair like us.”

“I know that’s right!”








Chapter Two



Neena clicked off her cell phone and took a deep breath.

“Momma was pissed, huh?” Nia asked, fully aware that she was. “I could hear her clear as a bell.”

Neena shifted in the passenger’s seat of Nia’s Mazda. Their mother definitely had a way of working her nerves at will. “She says I need to quit immediately. She doesn’t realize I have bills to pay and responsibilities. I can’t just up and quit; not until I find a new job.”

Nia laughed and turned the radio back up. Kevon Edmonds was belting out No Love. “With your tastes, absolutely not.”

Neena rolled her eyes at her twin, looking at the clock on the dash. If she didn’t get to the airport within the next five minutes, she was in serious jeopardy of missing her flight. It was one of the busiest travel days of the year, which meant long ass lines everywhere you looked.

“Very funny, Ms. Potted Meat.”

“Hey, you can’t knock the hustle. That Hormel Chicken Spread is kicking.”

“Oh, damn!” Neena exclaimed, slapping herself on the forehead.

“What? Did you forget something?”

“Not something. Someone.”

“Come again.”

“I was supposed to be hooking up with Jacob tomorrow.”

“Who’s Jacob?” Nia asked, having never heard the name before.

“Promise you can keep a secret?”

“We’re twins, Neena. I’ve known all of your business since we were born and I’ve never spilled the beans. Why would I start now?”

“Well, you don’t know about these beans.” Neena giggled.

“So tell me,” Nia prodded, wanting her sister to give up the info quickly because they were getting off on the exit for the airport.

“Look at you, foaming at the mouth and stuff.”

“You know I’m nosy.”

Neena smacked her lips. “Promise you won’t tell?”

“That’s the second time you’ve asked me that, Neena! Now tell me!”

Neena debated about coming clean. She was afraid that Nia would hit the roof once she found out what she’d been up to. While Nia wasn’t prone to telling her business, she would do it if she felt Neena was doing something unhealthy or potentially dangerous.

“What about the Della incident?” Neena asked sarcastically, bringing up the time that Neena had experimented with speed with an older neighbor.

“Neena, now you know your ass had no business doing drugs! I tried to talk some sense into you, but when you wouldn’t listen to me, I had to tell Momma.”

“You better not tell Momma this!”

“We’re older now. Besides, I know you’re not foolish enough to mess with drugs.”

“True.” Neena unzipped her purse and pulled out her plane ticket. “Okay, here goes.”

Nia turned the radio not only down, but completely off. She didn’t want to miss a word relating to this Jacob person.

“I met Jacob on the Internet.”

“The Internet!” Nia said excitedly. “Have you completely lost it?”

“Calm down. It’s not what you think.”

“You don’t know what I’m thinking right now, Neena.”

“Of course I know what you’re thinking. I’m your twin.”

Nia just had to hear this. “So what am I thinking?”

“You’re thinking that Jacob is some playa that uses the Internet as his pussy hunting ground, that he’s met a ton of women already, used them for sex, and now he’s setting me up to hit it and split. Am I right?”

Nia laughed. “Close. You left out the part about him being a midget.”

Neena joined her sister in laughter, recalling the mess Nia had found herself in after frequenting a particular chat room for African-Americans on the Sistergirls.com web site. Nia had practically fallen in love with a brotha from the Bronx, solely on the basis of his New York accent. They’d spent hours and hours cybering each other in chat rooms, burning up the telephone lines having phone sex, and making plans for a long and prosperous future. It wasn’t until Doug, the loverboy in question, mailed Nia two pictures of himself that she realized he was six inches shorter than she was. Since Nia and Neena were both hovering somewhere around five feet two inches, that made Doug a shoe-in for the role of Mini-me if they ever made a ghettoized version of an Austin Powers flick.

“Nia, Jacob’s definitely not a midget.”

“And you know this how?” Nia asked snidely. “You’ve seen his picture?”

“Lawd, have I!” Neena licked her lips. “That’s what first attracted me to him.”

“He emailed it to you? What chat room did you meet him in? What does the brotha look like? He is a brotha, isn’t he? Is he local? Have you already met? Did you fuck him?”

“Nia, shut up! Damn!” Neena stated angrily, trying to get her sister to stop rolling questions off her tongue long enough for her to answer one of them. “Let me respond, will you?”

Nia clamped her lips shut reluctantly.

“I found his picture on a web site and we’ve never been in a chat room together. Jacob’s tall, dark, and fine as shit. You know how I flow. If a man ain’t fine, he’s not worth my time. Since he’s dark, he’s obviously a brotha and…”

“Not necessarily,” Nia interrupted. “He could be Indian, Pakistani, Egyptian, Por…”

Neena slapped Nia on the arm. “Quit!”

Nia giggled and shut up.

“Jacob lives in Durham and neither one of us has yet to make the two-hour trek to pay a visit because we decided to take it slow so, no, I haven’t fucked him.”

“Hmm, how long have you been talking to him?”

“A few months. And, to be honest, I was planning on rocking his world on Christmas Eve, but my screwy job has once again interfered.”

“Ooooh, maybe somebody’s trying to tell you something. Maybe it wasn’t meant to be.”

“It is meant to be,” Neena said, licking her lips. “When I get back, it’s on.”

“You’re not going to invite him to our house, are you?” Nia asked. “Then again, that might be better. That way, I can be there to protect you.”

“Nia, Jacob’s cool. He owns a real estate company and his house is paid for.”

“What about his personality? Demons can own homes,” Nia said sarcastically. All Neena was ever worried about were the materialistic offerings of a man.

“Look, just do me a favor.” Neena took a grocery receipt out of her coat pocket along with a pen and started scribbling on it. “Here is my password for my Internet account and Jacob’s email address. I would call him, but I don’t think I’ll have time.”

“So what do you want me to do?” Nia really wasn’t trying to get mixed up in Neena’s nonsense.

“Email him and tell him I had to leave town for a few days and that I’ll call him when I get back.”

“Why can’t I just call him?” Nia asked, wondering why people felt it was easier to use email as a means of communication than the telephone.

“Because you might say something nasty to him.” Neena shoved the paper at Nia. “Just do it, please.”

“Okay, dang!”

Nia pulled up at the terminal in the passenger drop-off section and put the car in park. She popped her trunk, got out, and met Neena at the rear so she could help her with her bag, which probably weighed more than the two of them put together.

“Have a safe trip, Sis.” Nia hugged Neena and kissed her on the cheek after a red cap relieved them from the bag. “I’ll eat double for you at Momma’s house so she won’t feel like she overcooked.”

Neena giggled. “How kind of you. Love you, Sissypoo!”

“Love you, too!”

Nia watched Neena walk away and almost broke out in tears. The reason neither one of them moved away was partially because of their mother, but mostly because they couldn’t stand to be apart for long lengths of time. Sure, they argued and went through much drama at times, but their bond was undeniably strong.

Neena was almost in the terminal when the curiosity bug bit Nia. “Neena, what web site did you meet him on anyway?”

Neena turned and grinned at her before yelling, “BlackGentlemen.com!”








Chapter Three



“BlackGentlemen.com,” Nia whispered to herself no less than fifty times on the drive home. She wasn’t one for meeting men over the Internet, not since her Lilliputian episode, but this might be something worth checking out.

Bryant was her on again, off again lover, but nothing to lose her mind over if he should ever walk out of her life for good. In the small town where they lived, pickings were slim and Bryant was about the best thing going. He worked as a counselor at a detention home for boys. At least, that meant he was compassionate. He was kind of short and on the pudgy side but at least he had to look down at her, as opposed to the other way around. The best thing about Bryant was his foot massages. He doled out some hellified foot action. In bed, his action was brief and often seemed staged, like he’d thought about the entire thing, move by move, on his way over.

They’d met in the automotive section of the local Wal-Mart, which had managed to put the majority of the mom-and-pop stores out of business upon its inception. Nia was looking for the windshield wiper fluid while Bryant was getting some new subwoofers for his pick-up truck. It was far from love at first sight, but Nia could appreciate a brother with a friendly smile and Bryant definitely possessed one.

Two years later, they were still an item, meaning they went out to eat pizza, Chinese, or took advantage of the all-you-can-eat buffet at the Golden Corral once a week. They also took in whatever movie was being featured at the dollar theater, an old-fashioned theater where you could still get a “real” cherry cola, buy freshly popped popcorn instead of stuff that was delivered in thirty-two gallon clear bags from some outside source, and sit in a balcony. That was about the extent of their activities outside of the home. Bryant was boring at best. At his worse, he could be downright depressing.
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Nia returned home to find three messages from her mother on her answering machine. Her mother was complaining about Neena’s departure, as if Nia could will her to come back. Nia and Neena had separate phone lines and answering machines. Nia figured their mother had left a slew of nastier messages on Neena’s machine she’d have to endure after her business trip.

Her stomach was rather queasy so she got some saltine crackers and ginger ale from the kitchen and sat down at her computer workstation. Her computer was barely booted up good before she was signing onto Neena’s America Online account. She couldn’t believe that Neena was using the screen name CumInNeena and the password dick lover.

Instead of sending an email to Jacob right away, she decided to be nosy and read Neena’s email first. There was a ton of junk emails and some from mutual friends of theirs that Nia recognized from their screen names. She also corresponded with them and assumed those same emails were probably blind carbon-copied to her mail box under PatientOne, her screen name.

Then she spotted something interested. It was an email from the screen name Neena had given her for Jacob, DMan4U2NV, and the subject line was “I Can’t Wait To Work That Body Over.” Nia wasted no time opening the email so she could read it.



Neena,

I can’t wait to see you Christmas Eve. I have some wonderful surprises for you. I am going to cater to your every sexual desire, show you the kind of love and affection you deserve, take you to heights of satisfaction only a real man can achieve, and make you yearn for my loving from now until the end of time.

Below is a poem I wrote for you, Neena. While it can not begin to reflect the deep feelings I have within my heart for you, I think it is a beginning. The rest I will just have to show to you.



I Can’t Wait To Work That Body Over



I can’t wait to work that body over

Take my tongue and lick you from head to toe

Take you to places you never thought you could go

Just relax baby girl and go with the flow



I can’t wait to work that body over

Insert myself gently and explore you inside

Let you climb on top of me and take a little ride

Make love to you slowly, rock you from side-to-side



I can’t wait to work that body over

Feast on you while we share a bottle of wine

Spread your legs, go down there, and spend a little time

Damn, damn, Neena, you are so damn fine



And I can’t wait to work that body over.



I hope you enjoyed my little poem baby. While not a poet, I wanted to at least try to express my feelings. And what I said is nothing but the truth. I can’t wait to work that fine body of yours over.

I was sitting here this morning, looking at your picture, and licking my lips. There are so many things I want to do to you and I am making the preparations. All you have to do is bring your little fine self on.

Are we still meeting at Club Oviedo tomorrow night at nine? I hope you won’t get scared and back out of our plans. I know it is strange to make plans to become intimate with a stranger, but I feel like we have moved beyond that. I haven’t been this excited about anything since my brother and I placed the sign for our real estate agency on a stake and pushed it into the ground.



“Mmmm, he has a brother,” Nia said out loud to herself, sitting there about to cream in her pants after reading Jacob’s poem. “I wonder what’s up with the brother? Probably married.”

She went back to reading the email:



Neena, I took a special photograph just for you. The kind we talked about on the phone the other night. Remember? I didn’t attach it to the email because I didn’t want to risk offending you. But, if you want it, all you have to do is email me back and ask for it. It is yours. I am yours. I only hope and pray that you will be mine for always, starting with tomorrow night.

Until then, sweetie. Are you still wearing that sexy red dress you described in your last email? If so, I might not be able to keep my hands off of you or protect you from the onslaught of men that will undoubtedly try to pick you up.

Love and Kisses,

Jacob



“Mmm, it appears Neena might have lucked up and found herself a winner. He sounds so sexy.”

Nia hit the reply button and then hesitated. She knew perfectly well that she should type Jacob a response, letting him know that Neena had been called away on business. Yet and still, she was faced with a dilemma. This man had managed to stir something in her in the span of one email that Bryant had been unable to awaken the entire time they’d been seeing each other. Was he for real?

Nia was tempted to email him back and ask for the picture he mentioned, but knew it had to be something majorly freaky because of the way he delayed sending it. She craved to know what he looked like so she decided to do the next best thing.

She launched her Internet Explorer and quickly typed in www.blackgentlemen.com. When she saw this portrait of three fine ass black men downloading onto her computer from the main entrance, she let out a sigh. “Dang, look at them!”

Nia couldn’t believe that she’d never heard of BlackGentlemen.com before. It was the bomb diggity! She navigated through the site and decided to search by state. She was looking for Jacob’s picture. She was disappointed when she discovered that some men were using names like Black Stallion and Stud Muffin instead of their real first names. She clicked on a few of the men listed from the Durham area and, although attractive, none of them fit the description that Neena had given her of Jacob.

She was just about to give up her search, go back to the America Online screen, and email Jacob when she spotted DMan4U2NV from Durham, NC on the listings page. She took a deep breath and clicked on the hyperlink. She collapsed back in her chair when she saw his picture downloading.

He was tall, at least six feet four, judging from the way he was towering over the hood of the hunter-green BMW he was posing next to. He had the smoothest skin, a dark caramel, and closely-set, hazelnut eyes. He had a perfect and inviting smile and was undoubtedly the type of man that took pride in his appearance. His clothing was neatly pressed, his hair was freshly cut, and he had muscles rippling all over his body.

“Damn, Neena! You go, Girl!”

Nia stared at the photo for a few moments and ran a series of what ifs through her mind. What if she emailed him back and asked to see the other photo? What if she flirted with him in the email? What if she showed up at Club Oviedo instead of Neena? What if she found out firsthand what he meant in his poem? What if she let him “work her body over?”

“Nia, keep ahold of yourself,” she said aloud, trying to stop her heart from beating so fast in her chest.

If she took Neena’s place and Neena found out, she’d never forgive her. But what if she didn’t find out? Nonsense; she’d have to find out. Then again, Neena had never actually met him, so it wasn’t like she was sleeping with Neena’s bona-fide man. He was a brother from the Internet, for goodness sake.

Nia had never done something so scandalous before, although Neena had often tried to convince her to play the switching game when they were teenagers. When Nia always refused, Neena called her boring and said she was no fun as a twin.

She gazed into Jacob’s eyes and knew he was what she needed in her life, if only for one night.

She clicked off the BlackGentlemen.com web site and hit reply on Jacob’s email.



Jacob,

I will be there tomorrow at nine. I can’t wait to see you and I definitely can’t wait to see how you intend to work my body over. I loved your poem. It made me wet. The good, sticky kind of wet. Did you really write that just for me? I am so flattered.

As for the photo, of course I want you to send it. I bet it’s HOT!

Well, let me run so I can get prepared for our big night tomorrow. It has been a long time coming and I want it to be perfect.

I will check back a little later and see if you’ve sent the new photo. If you don’t get a chance to, I will understand and just see you tomorrow.

Love and Kisses,

Neena



Nia signed off and returned the phone call from her mother, listening to her whine and complain about Neena’s sudden departure. She kept waiting for her mother to take a break so she could remind her that she had nothing to do with it. After about fifteen minutes, she told her mother she had to go because someone was at the door.

As soon as she hung up, Bryant called. He tried to smooth talk Nia into letting him make a booty call. She thought about the fifty pumps he usually put in before he collapsed on top of her and declined his offer, telling him she was planning to wash her hair. It was a lame ass line but it always worked in movies.

Nia fixed herself a grilled cheese sandwich for dinner and washed it down with a glass of orange juice. She never bothered to cook big meals because Neena was always on the go and she didn’t believe in slaving over a hot stove all day for the likes of Bryant, although there was nothing he would have liked more.

She sat down on the sofa to watch Less Than Zero on HBO Plus; one of her favorite movies of all time. Talk about scaring somebody straight. She couldn’t imagine a person turning to a life of drugs after watching the movie. Ironically, one of the featured actors did just that.

Halfway through the film, her thoughts turned to Jacob. She had no business sending him that email. She got up and signed back on to Neena’s account, determined to email him an apology and explain what was really going on. That is, until…

Nia spotted a new email from him with an attachment.

“Should I or shouldn’t I?” Nia asked herself, halfway expecting someone to yell out an answer.

She bit her bottom lip and hit the download button.

“Oh myyyyyyy!” she cooed.

There before her was Jacob, wrapped in a red satin bow and nothing else. The thick part of the bow was covering his privates and Nia was extremely disappointed. A glimpse of his manhood would have made her night. The view he gave her wasn’t half-bad though. He was cut every which way and looked as soft as silk.

“Fuck it! I’m going to do this! I’m sorry, Neena!”

The body of Jacob’s email was simple: I hope you like it.

Nia hit the reply button.



Jacob,

I like your picture a lot. In fact, I love it and I can’t wait to see you. We have less than twenty-four hours. I’ll be counting the minutes.

Your Baby,

Neena



Nia fell asleep dreaming about Jacob. She was looking forward to one hell of a Christmas Eve.








Chapter Four



The next morning Nia set about the task of transforming herself into her twin. While identical by nature, they did have different styles. She wasn’t sure how much Jacob knew about Neena so she decided to play it safe and let her hair down literally. Nia always wore her shoulder length auburn hair up in a bun while Neena always let hers hang freely. Therefore, she washed her hair, blow-dried it, and teased it with mousse and a spiral hair brush.

Next was the outfit. She searched Neena’s overcrowded walk-in closet for the infamous red dress she’d promised Jacob she would wear to their rendezvous. Nia felt like a fool when she finally noticed a garment bag hanging over the back of the love seat in Neena’s bedroom.

She unzipped the bag and pulled out a skimpy red sheath.

“Damn, it’s too cold outside for this!” Nia exclaimed.

She took the dress to her own bedroom and went through her closet to match it up with one of her blazers. She decided on a little black wool number and a pair of black leather pumps.

Then she played the waiting game. She had six hours left before she even needed to start getting dressed and it was the longest six hours of her life. She reorganized all of the lights and ornaments on the Christmas tree in their living room, put the greeting cards they’d received in alphabetical order according to sender, and wrapped the rest of the presents she had crammed behind the vacuum cleaner and mop bucket in the utility closet.

No less than twenty times did she change her mind about going to meet Jacob. The bottom line was that she was infatuated with the man and needed to see if he was the real thing or a fantasy. She pinned her hair up long enough to take a long hot bath, got dressed, and started out on the two-hour drive to Durham via Interstate-85.

[image: space]

Club Oviedo was packed and Nia was shocked. She expected it to be practically empty and never realized that so many people hung out on Christmas Eve. Probably because she was always home every year doing absolutely nothing or over at her mother’s helping to prepare dinner.

Nia had to wait almost half an hour to get in. Luckily, she was forty minutes early when she first arrived. The bouncers seemed to be picky about who they were willing to let in. Once she let her blazer fall off of her shoulders, exposing much cleavage, they moved her to the front of the line and she was inside in a flash.

Nia despised shallow-acting men like that, but was relieved that her clothing, or lack thereof, helped her out in that instance. She couldn’t really talk. She was there solely based on the way Jacob looked all wrapped up in a satin bow. If that wasn’t considered shallow, she had no idea what would qualify.

She found a seat at the closest bar to the door and ordered a Seagram’s Seven and 7Up. By the time ten minutes after nine rolled around, Nia was a nervous wreck. Where was he?

“My, my, my, you look delicious,” a deep male voice whispered into her ear.

Nia swung around on her stool and looked up at Jacob, who’d stood back up after leaning down to seduce her with one sentence.

“Hello, Jacob.” Nia cleared her throat. It had never occurred to her that Jacob might notice the difference between her voice and Neena’s. She came up with a cover story just in case he did. “You’ll have to excuse me. I’m battling a slight cold.”

“You look mighty healthy to me.” He sat down beside her at the bar. “So, we finally meet.”

“Yes, finally,” Nia said nervously. She hadn’t even touched the man and she was already guilt-tripping in advance.

“I’m sorry that I’m a little late. I had to take care of one last surprise for you.”

That made her blush, even though his surprise wasn’t really meant for her. “What surprise?”

“I’m not telling. That wouldn’t make it a surprise.” Jacob waved over the bartender. “You need a refill or would you like something else?”

Nia’s glass was still half-full. “No thanks, I’m fine.”

While Jacob ordered a snifter of brandy, Nia checked out his outfit. He was wearing a fly ass, double-breasted, Hugo Boss suit and a red silk tie. Nia couldn’t help but ponder why a man so fine would be searching for a woman on the Internet, but wasn’t about to ask him. She figured that ground had long since been covered during his conversations with Neena.

They sat at the bar and engaged in inconsequential chitchat for about twenty minutes before hitting the dance floor. Nia wasn’t into dancing and freaked out when Jacob said, “Show me some of those erotic moves you told me you had.”

“Erotic moves?”

“Yes, didn’t you say that you love to shake your ass?”

Nia let out an uncomfortable laugh. “Yes, yes I did.”

Jacob grinned at her and kissed her on the forehead. “Cool.”

As if things couldn’t get worse, Shake Ya Ass by Mystikal started blasting through the sound system and every sister in the place set out to prove that they could do just that better than anyone else.

Nia surveyed her competition on the dance floor, trying to pick up on something. She took off her jacket and let it all hang out. Jacob’s eyes practically popped out of his head so she knew he was impressed.

“Ooh, Neena, that dress is sizzling, just like you said!”

“I’m glad you like it.”

“I do, but I can’t wait to get you out of it.”

“And work my body over?” Nia asked jokingly.

“You know it.”

Nia decided she wouldn’t be outdone by the other hoochified women on the dance floor and started gyrating her hips to the music. She immediately noticed several men, who were dancing with other women, turn their attention toward her. It was attention she wasn’t used to getting, but it was flattering. She decided she might need to raid Neena’s closet more often.

Before the song had ended, Nia had turned around and was bouncing her ass up and down the front of Jacob’s thighs. He had his hands around her waist and was rubbing his fingers up and down her ribcage, making her pussy throb.

He pulled her off the dance floor without uttering a word, took her by the hand, and led her outside. She eagerly followed him. She knew she was ready for whatever came next.

He stopped in front of the hunter-green BMW from the photo on BlackGentlemen.com and took her face into his hands, bending down to give her a gentle kiss on her full lips.

“I’d like to take you home with me to give you all of the surprises I prepared for you now.”

Nia pulled his face closer and darted her tongue in and out of Jacob’s mouth, letting him savor it briefly. “Give them to me.”








Chapter Five



After driving for about fifteen minutes, they pulled up in front of a three-story brownstone. Nia was impressed before she even got out of the car. Then she remembered that Jacob was into real estate and wondered why she’d expected him to live in anything less than a slamming ass house.

They got out of his car and Jacob took her by the hand, leading her up the front walk. He unlocked the door and she was about to go inside, but he stopped her.

“No, that’s not the proper way for you to enter my home,” he said before chuckling. Nia was dumfounded when he swept her up into his arms and carried her over the threshold. He took her over to the sofa and placed her gently down on it. “That’s how you enter my home.”

“Umm, I like entering your home that way,” Nia responded.

Jacob sat down beside of her. He caressed her cheek. “Neena, you are so fine. I’ve waited so very long to get you here in my house. I’ve wanted to taste, pamper, and cater to you for months. Do you mind if I do that tonight?”

A wave of guilt rushed up Nia’s spine. This man wanted to do all of those things to her sister, not to her. But she was there now and didn’t see anyway of backing out. Then again, she didn’t want to back out.

“Sure, Jacob. You can do all those things for me.”

He kissed her hand and then took each one of her fingers into his mouth and dampened them with his saliva. “Damn, even your fingers taste good.”

He got up and walked over to the gas fireplace, picking up the remote and clicking it on. Nia took a good look around his house. He had expensive tastes. Concordian Chesterfield fine leather furniture, Italian marble tables, and fine artwork from famous African-American artists like Poncho, Wak, and André Harris.

Jacob cut off the lamp on the end table that had been on when they first walked in, instantly making the mood more romantic. There was an artificial Christmas tree in the corner of the living room with a few presents scattered beneath it and an unusual stocking, a black fishnet one, on a stocking hook on the corner of the mantle. Nia couldn’t help but giggle. She assumed that was one of his surprises.

Jacob noticed Nia eyeing the stocking. “I bet you think that’s for you.”

“Isn’t it?”

He grinned at her. “Yes, it is.”

He took the stocking off the hook and sat back down beside Nia on the sofa. He laid the stocking across Nia’s lap. It contained five professionally wrapped presents.

“Can I open them?” Nia asked, dying to know what was inside of them.

“Go for it,” Jacob chuckled, watching her pull the first one out.

Nia ripped the paper off, uncovering a Victoria’s Secret gift box. “Aww, I wonder what this is,” she said jokingly. “I bet this is more for you than for me.”

Jacob threw his head back in laughter. “Well, I figured we would both get enjoyment out of it.”

Nia took the lid off the box. Inside was a silk red teddy that Nia deduced must have cost a pretty penny. “You want me to put this on?” Nia asked eagerly.

Jacob patted her thigh. “In a few moments. Open up the rest of your gifts first.”

Nia pulled out the next gift and yanked the wrap off. There was a clear plastic case inside with a ten-inch black dildo inside. “Oh, my goodness!”

Jacob leaned over, flicked his tongue in and out of her ear, and whispered, “Remember when you told me that you wanted one of those?”

“Yes,” Nia lied. She had no doubt that Neena had told him that. She had a flashback to Neena packing a vibrator for her trip and thought, Neena should have had this. Then she wouldn’t have to worry about the metal detector going off.

She shared a private laugh about it.

Jacob took the dildo from her hands and stared at it. “There’s nothing like a real man though. This is only for when we can’t be together. When I’m around, I’m going to handle my business.”

Nia blushed. “Are you going to handle your business tonight?”

“I’m going to handle it and then some.” Jacob pulled the next gift out and handed it to her. “Open this one.”

Nia did as he suggested and whipped out a box of candy canes, a bottle of peppermint-flavored massage oil, and a box of chocolate-covered cherries. “Candy canes?”

“Yes, those are the most special gifts of all. Wait until you see what I am going to do with them. Rather, what I am going to do to you.”

Nia could feel her panties getting wet. That was a definite good sign. She grabbed the next package anxiously. Inside were two Nina Simone CDs.

“Your favorite, right?” Jacob asked. “I thought we’d play them tonight to get us in the mood.

“Yes,” Nia lied again, giving the response her twin would have given. Nia hated Nina Simone. The music depressed her, but if he wanted to fuck her off KC and the Sunshine Band, she wasn’t about to object. She gazed into his eyes. “By the way, I’m already in the mood.”

He looked down at his crotch. Nia’s eyes followed his and saw that he was hard. He looked hard and healthy. “Does it look like I’m in the mood?”

“I don’t know. It appears that way, but you might have to actually remove your clothing before I can give a final answer.”

They both snickered. Nia pulled out the final gift.

While she undid the wrapper, Jacob said, “Now that’s the practical one. I wanted to get you at least one gift that would last longer than tonight. Something you would see daily and immediately bring me to mind.”

“A Palm Pilot!” Nia squealed. She’d always wanted one. “Thank you so much!”

She kissed Jacob on the cheek.

“No, thank you for gracing me with your presence tonight. I was afraid that you would back out on me, Neena.”

Nia wished he would stop saying Neena’s name and prayed he didn’t call her that while they were getting busy. She dreaded that he would though.

Jacob stood up and pulled Nia up to him. “Come here.”

He led her into the dining room and sat her down at the table. She’d been so preoccupied with him that she didn’t notice the delicious smell coming from his kitchen when they’d first entered. She could smell it now though and her stomach started churning.

“You cooked me dinner?”

“Yes, I hope you don’t object to a late meal? I meant to tell you not to eat before you came in my email earlier.”

“Actually, I’m starved.”

“Good, be right back.”

Jacob disappeared into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a large platter full of lobster tails and melted butter. He placed it down in front of her.

“I can’t eat all of that.”

“It’s for both of us.” Jacob sat down in a chair beside of her. “I thought we’d feed each other.”

He pulled a couple of plastic seafood bibs out of his pocket and placed one around his neck and then Nia’s. They fed each other the lobster, seductively dipping it into butter before placing it into each other’s mouths. Whenever a drop of butter escaped, they licked it off each other’s chin before it ever made it to the bibs. Jacob also had a bottle of chilled champagne and they drank that as well.

Things went into high gear after that. All inhibitions flew out the window and it was on. Jacob ate Nia off a platter when they were done with the lobster, keeping his bib on. Afterwards, they went upstairs where Jacob had his bedroom prepared. There were red satin sheets on his bed, multi-colored Christmas lights swirling around his bed posts, and a unity candle on his dresser.

He lit the two smaller candles and handed one to Nia. “That candle represents everything that you are and this candle represents everything that I am. Once we light the big candle together, you and I will be united as one.”

“Damn,” was all Nia could manage to say. She’d seen unity candles used dozens of times at weddings but never before sex.

They lit the larger candle together and then blew out the smaller ones.

Jacob gave Nia a bath with peppermint-scented bath gel, told her she didn’t need to dry off with a towel afterward, and licked her dry instead. He gave her a full body massage with the oil and then systematically licked her from head to toe. She was in heaven and hell at the same time. She had no business there, but couldn’t stop.

She put on the teddy and then danced seductively for him off of Nina Simone, taking it right back off within five minutes. They ended up ripping into each other all night long. Jacob did make good use of the candy canes and chocolate-covered cherries as well, dipping them into her juices and then sucking her essence off of them.

After they’d done the deed in his bed, in his shower, and on his balcony under the stars, they returned to his bed where Jacob fell fast asleep. Nia laid there staring at him for awhile, before dozing off herself. She was sore all over. She was satisfied with a lover for the first time in her life. She was a traitor to the one person she loved more than life itself: Neena.








Chapter Six



Nia awoke the next morning in Jacob’s arms. He was sleeping soundly and had a gigantic grin on his face.

“What have I done,” Nia whispered to herself, guilt-tripping over spending the night with him behind Neena’s back.

Jacob stirred in his sleep before opening his eyes one at a time. “Good morning, Baby.”

Nia blurted it out before she lost her nerve. “I have to tell you something, Jacob.”

“Mmm, I had my heart set on another round.” Jacob lowered the sheet off of Nia’s breasts and started rubbing one of her nipples between his fingers. “Maybe you can tell me afterward.”

Nia pushed his hand away and sat up, propping her back on a pillow. “No, I need to tell you this now.”

Jacob sighed disappointedly. “Okay, so tell me.”

Nia took a deep breath before she began. “When I saw that poem you wrote, it stirred something inside of me. And then, after I saw your pictures, I just couldn’t help myself. I had to come here.”

Jacob chuckled and slid his hand underneath the covers, searching for Nia’s pussy so he could finger her. She didn’t stop him.

“I already knew you were coming,” he said as Nia gave into the pleasure and started moaning, grinding herself onto his fingers. “We’d made plans. I didn’t write that poem as some sort of tactic to lure you in. I wrote it because it expressed the way I was feeling and still feel about you.”

Nia got lost in Jacob’s eyes and the magic of his hand. “That’s so sweet. Last night was so wonderful, but…”

“Yes, it was.” Jacob leaned over and started sucking on one of Nia’s breasts.

That brought her back to reality. She pushed him off her. “Jacob, please. Just stop it.”

“What’s wrong with you?” Jacob asked defiantly. “After everything that happened between us last night, now you don’t want me to touch you?”

“Last night, you made love to Neena.”

Jacob laughed. “And Neena made love to me.”

“No, she didn’t.”

Jacob was totally confused. “Come again.”

“I’m not Neena. I’m Nia.”

“Excuse me?”

“Neena’s twin.”

“Oh shit!” Jacob exclaimed, hopping up out of the bed. He stood there and stared down at her.

“Neena never mentioned me?” Nia asked with tears in her eyes.

“No, I mean yes. Of course she mentioned you. Several times. I’m just in shock right now. Give me a moment.”

He went into the bathroom and shut the door. Nia could hear him urinating, followed by the toilet flushing and water running in the sink. By the time he returned, Nia was completely dressed.

“Jacob, I’m leaving now,” she announced when he came back out into the bedroom wearing a terry cloth robe.

“You don’t have to leave, Neena. I mean, Nia.”

“Yes, I do need to leave because I had no business here in the first place.” Nia knew he was just trying to be polite, despite the fact that he probably despised her. “What am I going to tell my sister?”

Jacob sat on the edge of the bed. “Why do you have to tell her anything?”

“Are you kidding?” Nia asked incredulously, not believing her ears. “I have to tell Neena I slept with you. We haven’t discussed you much, but I do know that she has high expectations of a future relationship with you.”

“Well, obviously, there can’t be a relationship between Neena and me. I’ll just tell her that I’m no longer interested.”

“And what about me?”

“What about you?” Jacob asked snidely, taking on an entirely different demeanor. “You came here under false pretenses and played me for a sucker. Why don’t you just get out?”

Nia couldn’t figure him out. There were only two things she was sure of: she fucked up and her sister was going to be hurt because of it. “A minute ago you said I could stay. Now, you’re kicking me out?”

Jacob lay down on the bed and turned away from her. “I’m not kicking anything, but I would like you to leave.”

Nia grabbed her purse and stormed out, yelling behind her, “Fine! I’m going!”

“Good riddance!” she heard Jacob yell out after her.

Nia walked three blocks to a major intersection and flagged down a cab. On her way back to the club to retrieve her car, she buried her face in her hands and cried.








Chapter Seven



As usual during the holidays, Nia and Neena’s mother’s house was full of relatives and two tables spread out with food. Nia couldn’t stand all of the joy and laughter so she sought refuge in the wooden swing on the front porch.

Her mother leered at her through the screen door before coming outside and placing her hands on her hips. “Nia, don’t tell me that you’re going to insult me in my own home.”

Nia didn’t look at her. She looked through her. “What do you mean, Momma?”

“You’re the only one not eating. It’s Christmas and you know how much pride I take in preparing Christmas dinner for the family.”

“I’m sorry, Momma. I’ll go fix a plate right this second.”

“It’s bad enough that your sister went off to God knows where.”

Nia rolled her eyes and got up off the swing, going inside while her mother held the door open for her. “Momma, Neena had to go away on business. It’s not like her absence is intentional.”

[image: space]

“Nia, telephone!”

Nia had been lying down in her old bedroom upstairs battling a migraine when her mother yelled up the stairwell. She sat up and asked, “Who is it?”

Her mother replied, “Neena!”

Nia got up and walked out into the hallway where there was a wooden telephone stand with a small, tapestry-covered bench attached to it. She hesitated for a few seconds and took a deep breath before picking up the extension.

“Hey, Neena!”

“Hey, Sissypoo!” Neena blared cheerfully into Nia’s ear. “Merry Christmas!”

“Same to you.”

Neena’s happy mood made Nia’s stomach hurt. She was overwhelmed with guilt.

“I’m just calling to check in. You know I had to try to earn some brownie points with Momma.”

That made Nia laugh. She knew all about earning brownie points when it came to their mother. “How’s Houston?”

“Boring as hell, but they have some fine ass men down here. Speaking of fine ass men, did you email Jacob and explain why I couldn’t keep our date?”

Nia sat down on the bench and shielded her forehead with her hand. Her brain felt like it was pulsating.

“Yeah, yeah, I took care of that,” she lied.

“Thanks, I know I can always count on you.”

Actually, you can’t count on me worth a damn, Nia thought to herself. She tried to rush off the phone before Neena asked any further questions about Jacob.

“Did you want to talk back to Momma?” she asked. “I was taking a nap because my head hurts.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I probably just overate,” Nia said, telling yet another lie. She’d piled up food on a plate, but picked over it before getting rid of the evidence in the garbage disposal. She knew there would be hell to pay if her mother had discovered a plate of food tossed in the trash.

“Sure, I’ll talk back with Momma. I just wanted to holler at you. Is Uncle Earl over there getting tore up?”

Nia laughed. Their Uncle Earl was an alcoholic, but a smooth one. He almost made being a wino an art form.

“He’s been tore up. He’s already talking about how he was the captain of the basketball team in high school.”

“Yeah right, about thirty years ago.” Neena guffawed. “Just try to stay out of his way before he gets to patting asses.”

“I know that’s right!” Nia exclaimed, remembering the numerous occasions when he tried to feel the two of them up, along with all the other female relatives, when he was in the middle of one of his drunken stupors.

“Take care, Sissypoo. I’ll see you in a few days.”

“Take care.” Nia pressed the handset into her collar bone and yelled, “Momma, telephone!”

Nia went back into her bedroom, collapsed on the bed, buried her head in a pillow, and cried. She had created a mess and had no idea how she was going to fix it.
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