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Dear Reader:

Timothy Michael Carson has penned a novel, When the Truth Lies, which tackles the topic of whether one lives a life of truth or of lies.

We follow the characters Marcus, Tyrone, Brandon and Uniyah—four individuals who intermingle as they explore the streets of Atlanta on a mission for true love and success.

What they find will be an amazing discovery that will either set them free to experience passion at its fullest, or keep them trapped in the search for love.

The backdrop is the music industry in an urban setting. Timothy keeps us craving to find out what follows on the next page in this fast-paced debut novel.

Love, lust and friendship blend as these characters forever search for their real identities. But one answer appears to be elusive: Can true happiness ever be achieved?

Thanks for supporting all of the Strebor Books authors. To find me on the web, please go to www.eroticanoir.com or join my online social network, www.planetzane.org.
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Writing When the Truth Lies has indeed been a journey for me—a journey that was definitely worth traveling. This novel allowed me to express parts of myself that I thought I’d never share with anyone as each character, regardless of their gender or sexual orientation, has a part of me living inside of them.

Being able to open myself to bring forth this story was at times just as scary as it was liberating and, for that, I have no regrets. Therefore, I would like to acknowledge those who persistently encouraged me to give my all to this story and, thus the world:

Thurman Lily, thank you for being such a great friend and great emotional support.
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Tyran Weldon, of Ty Xavier Weldon Photography, you are a really gifted individual. Your eye for detail is indescribable. Thank you for all of the visual contributions you’ve provided. You took my ideas and materialized them into an attention-grabbing head-turner. Thank you for being a part of the original When the Truth Lies 2009 project.

Lorenzo Turner, of NZO Designs, thank you for designing the 2009 When the Truth Lies website. Because of you, I’ve been able to reach the masses all over the world. I appreciate your time, dedication, and creativity.

To the FosCO Media Group, thank you for revamping and maintaining my website.

To all of my family, thank you for your undying support as I procrastinated with completing this project. I couldn’t have done it without you all.

To my “children” Nylah and Davinci—my two Boxers, thank you for understanding when I couldn’t give you the attention you needed. You two are always there when things are good and when they are bad.

Thank you, Charmaine Parker and Zane for believing in this project and giving it new life and the opportunity to reach a broader audience.

Lastly, to those individuals in my past who crossed my path and “encouraged” this story, I thank you, for as a great person once said, “Pain nourishes courage. And you can’t be brave if you’ve only had wonderful things happen to you.” Without these individuals, I wouldn’t be able to deliver a story rooted in so much truth.

Finally, I’d like to thank all the readers who purchased my novel to help make my dream a reality! You are truly appreciated.

Much love!

Timothy Michael Carson
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“Come on, Markus. It’s time to come and play with your favorite cousin.”

Still groggy from being awakened in the middle of the night and slightly disillusioned, I began to gain focus of my surroundings. Slowly my mind processed my older cousin’s whispered words. There was no need to fight or argue. There wasn’t any other way around what I had to do to protect my little brother from this pain. Fighting would be futile, yet my seven-year-old mind still hoped; even though I had already learned that hope meant nothing.

“Markus, don’t play with me tonight! I’m not in the mood for these damn games!” My cousin chastised me in a stern voice. Seeing the fear in my eyes, he softened his tone as he continued to coax me out of bed.

“Don’t you want to come and play with me? I thought I was your favorite cousin?” he asked, pulling me from under the sheets and out of the comfort of my bed. Holding my hand, he forced me down the hall toward the guest bedroom where he slept. He instructed me to lie on the queen-size bed as he turned to close and lock the door. As frightened as I was, I didn’t bother to run and, instead, I followed his every command.

Slowly, the tears began to fall from my eyes. Then, as the realization of the pain I was about to endure entered my mind, the water gushed from my ducts like a broken dam.

“Markus, stop crying. I thought you liked playing with me. What’s wrong, cuz? Please, don’t cry.”

The sound of my cousin’s false sincerity now caused me to sob uncontrollably. Part of me still hoped that he would eventually grow weary of trying to calm me down and allow me to go back to bed untouched. Unfortunately, something told me that tonight wouldn’t be one of those nights where sympathy would save me.

“Markus! Are you a fucking punk now? I told your ass to stop all that damn crying!” he screamed.

It was evident my cousin wasn’t going to relent until I gave him what he wanted, so I forced myself to stop crying and allowed my mind to zone out as my cousin’s hands tugged at my pajama bottoms. I figured the sooner we started, the sooner the ordeal would be over.

Lying on my back, I tried to think of something that would take my mind far away from where I was; away from the reality that my cousin was toying with my juvenile body. I could no longer process the words he spoke about my manhood: “Damn, Markus, you’re a big boy. You still got some growing to do, but the girls and little boys are going to love you when you get older. When you grow up, are you going to still remember me and what we do?” he questioned.

I nodded my head “yes.” After all, it was the same routine and the same questions he would ask every time he forced me to do this. My cousin continued to utter more “compliments;” an attempt to put me at ease as he forced me to turn onto my stomach. As his lips made contact with my body, a cold shiver ran down the small of my back and my mind went blank.

I had made my thoughts void so that I wouldn’t have to feel the pain that my body was about to endure as my cousin penetrated me with his fingers. I tried to remember what my mother had always taught me. She would always tell me that whenever I found myself in trouble, I should pray. I did. But God never showed up.

Now my eyes were dry from crying, and my body was numb to the pain and weight of my cousin’s massive frame. Physically, I was in bed with my cousin; mentally I was elsewhere. Tonight my wandering thoughts put me alongside my mother as she worked her second job at the nursing home. While she was passing her meds to her patients, I was sitting at the nurse’s station reading a book, waiting for her to finish so that we could talk. I loved when she used to take me to the nursing home because it was always so quiet, and I was safe from my cousin. Those days were long before the birth of my younger brother; those were days long gone.

I tried to ignore the pain that my cousin was causing, but there were moments when it became unbearable. Letting out a pain-filled cry as I squirmed, I continued my attempt to escape from reality. I wanted to fly to a place where I never had to feel pain or hurt. I wanted to run into the comfort of my mother’s arms. There I would always find comfort and love. But tonight my mother was unavailable. She had been working double shifts for the last few months to make ends meet so my brother and I could have a decent Christmas. This is why she allowed my fifteen-year-old delinquent cousin to move in, so that someone could “protect” my little brother and me at night. Little did she know.

I was jerked from my thoughts as I was tossed onto my back, and a hand gripped my throat, restricting my airflow. Finally I concluded that it was over, as I felt the wetness from my cousin’s ejaculation run down the side of my body. His grip on my throat became tighter, and I could feel his face coming closer. Smelling the morning breath and the mild funk of an active adolescent that had not showered, he lowered his mouth to my ear and spoke in a whisper.

“Markus, you know if you tell anyone about how we play at night, they’ll try to hurt me, right?” I did my best to nod my head while he continued. “But before they hurt me, you know I’ll kill you first…”
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I lurched up from beneath the covers, my body soaking with sweat and my clothes clinging to me. Glancing at the alarm clock, I noted it was only a quarter to four in the morning. Wiping the sweat from my forehead, I took a deep breath to calm my nerves. I was really getting tired of these damn nightmares that forced me to relive my traumatic childhood over and over again. It seemed that their occurrences were more frequent than ever before. I was getting to a point where I didn’t want to close my eyes to go to sleep. I’d even contemplated going to a shrink to obtain a prescription that would knock me out so that my body could finally get some rest. Yet something was telling me that no matter what the doctor prescribed, the nightmares would continue to visit me night after night.

Climbing from beneath the sheets, I pulled off my drenched undershirt and boxers and headed toward the bathroom. Feeling for the toilet in the dark, I took hold of my penis, aimed, and prayed that I would hit my unseen target as I fired and released the built-up tension in my bladder attributed to my late-night drinking. Hearing the breaking of water, it was obvious that I had hit my mark. Shaking my penis to make sure I got rid of the excess urine that lingered on its tip, I headed toward the sink.

I rinsed my hands in the cold water, cupped them, and brought them to my face, letting its refreshing coolness relax my jumping nerves. Reaching under the sink for some mouthwash to rinse out the bile taste of my morning breath, I could swear that I heard noises coming from my bedroom. I waited a second to see if it was my imagination and, not hearing any more noise, I proceeded to gargle. Then I heard the noise again; this time louder. Now there was no denying someone was in my crib. Slightly panicked, I tried to remember if I had locked the door when I had stumbled through it that evening after returning from the club. Not like it mattered now. Someone was in the apartment and I was going to have to go out there and deal with him or worst—them.

Butt-booty-naked, I crept out of the bathroom, not sure if the intruder was armed or not. Part of me wanted to go back into the bathroom and hide in the shower; to wait until the intruder left. But then I heard my cousin’s voice in my head shouting at me: “Markus! What? Are you a fucking punk now?” That was all the motivation I needed. There was no way in hell I was going to allow someone to come into my crib and strip me of my manhood without putting up a damn good fight.

Shit! I should’ve put some damn clothes on! I thought aloud as my limp penis swung from side to side.

As I tiptoed toward my bedroom, I turned on the light and stood in the doorway, flabbergasted at what lay before me: a female changing her sleeping position. I had to be drunk and hallucinating. I had no idea who this woman was. All I knew for sure was that she was gorgeous. I quickly turned off the light, after grabbing a fresh pair of shorts, and headed toward the living room to sleep on the couch until the sun came up. Thoughts flooded my mind as I plopped down on my sofa. Did I have sex with her? Did I use a condom? Was it good? Unfortunately, the answers eluded me.

It was evident the woman was nothing more than a club hopper that I had randomly brought home. She probably was another one of those overtly anxious women that gave up their goods to any man that showed interest. Shaking my head, I couldn’t understand why any woman would give herself so freely to a mere stranger. Then I wondered what this said about me, being that I often zealously took their offerings with no hesitation. I closed my eyes and decided an answer to that question would have to wait until after the sun rose. I felt my eyes grow heavy and my senses numb as I succumbed to sleep. It was going to be a rough day, and I’d need all the energy I could muster to get through it.
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Brandon pulled the earphones from his ears and took a deep breath. He had just replayed his supporting background vocals. Earlier in the week, he had written this song for me to record; and from the expression on his face, he seemed quite satisfied with his production. I had to admit the song was tight, and I kind of wished I had written it myself. At the rate that he and I were writing and producing, we’d have the demo finished within a couple of months and could begin shopping it around to record companies, radio stations, and anyone else willing to give it a listen. With chemistry like Mariah Carey and Jermaine Dupri, Brandon and I were on our way to big things.

Looking at Brandon through the studio window, I couldn’t help but smile as I thought of our first meeting through a guy my girl, Janelle, tried to hook me up with: to my sueprise, Brandon was dating the guy’s cousin. I had never personally known anyone that was gay or, as Brandon called himself, a “same gender-loving brother.” I initially thought talking and being around Brandon would be awkward; but to my dismay, things easily flowed between the two of us. We had so much in common. He reminded me a lot of myself when I was his age, trying to find love.

It seemed like Brandon was journeying down some of the same roads that I had already traveled along, so I felt it was my responsibility to step in and assist him on his quest for happiness. I sort of adopted Brandon as the younger brother that I never had. The more time we spent together talking, laughing, and cutting up, the closer our friendship grew. And having shared interests like poetry and a passion for music didn’t hurt either.

One day, while chilling at Brandon’s crib, I shared my goal with him of trying to complete a demo and acquiring a record deal, and he asked me if I’d let him write a song for me. I was flattered but a bit skeptical until he got up, went to his keyboard, and began playing a beautiful melody that made my heart skip a beat. It was then that I realized not only was he was serious about his offer, but he was talented as well.

Brandon didn’t have a hard, sexy voice. His tone was more soft and sensual, yet masculine. Either way, his intonation was perfect for the song he was singing to me. I was completely mesmerized with the song’s lyrics; and the vibe Brandon would bring to the table would help me establish the sound I was looking for—the sound that would individualize me and make me more than a girl with a pretty face. From that day forward, we had been kickin’ it and writing beautiful music together.

“Niyah, can you play that track back for me so I can hear how it sounds?” Brandon asked, interrupting my thoughts and bringing me back to reality.

“All right, give me a second. Now I hope tonight isn’t going to be one of those nights where you want to keep re-recording the same tracks over and over?” I jokingly whined.

Brandon shot me a nasty look to let me know he wasn’t in the mood to hear my nagging, but I could not have cared less. The studio time was costing us a grip. And after all the money we’d dished out, we only had three songs completed. But that wasn’t bad, seeing that we’d only started recording merely a month ago. We probably could’ve had more, if Brandon wasn’t such a perfectionist. With him, everything had to flow perfectly and every note had to be right; not a little too sharp and not even a little bit flat. If that was not bad enough, Brandon also played all of the instruments on his tracks so those, too, had to be perfect. And when it came to critiquing, forget about it: Brandon was his own worst critic.

I had heard of producers being obsessed with their work, but Brandon took things to another level. One time he had me record a song seven times for reasons that are still unbeknownst to me. He would always say that if his name was going to be on something, it needed to be tight. But I couldn’t blame him. I felt the same way when it came to singing.

As the track played through the speakers, Brandon swayed back and forth along with the music and directed an invisible band that only he could see. I watched him in amusement until my cell phone began to pulsate against my hip and pulled my attention away from Brandon’s impromptu “concert.” I reached down and unclipped the phone from my belt buckle to check its caller ID. When I saw it was my Boo, I quickly flipped the phone open and pressed it close to my ear so I could hear over the song’s crescendo.

“Wassup, baby?”

“Nothing much. Thinking about you and wondering when a brother can come through to kick it?”

“Hmm, is that right? Well, I’m about to lay down some vocals on this track and should be done in about an hour.”

“Damn, Uniyah, I gotta wait a whole hour? Why can’t you handle that tomorrow or afterwards? You know a brother is on borrowed time,” David griped.

I rolled my eyes in my head. “Borrowed time” was the wrong term; “married” was the right one. And his call only meant one thing: “wifey” had let him out for a few hours and he had to hurry up and do what we needed to do before curfew. Our fling was starting to get old, and I really didn’t want David as my fulltime lover. When I got an “itch,” he was there to scratch it, and I didn’t have to worry about him being in my bed when the sun rose. However, his whining as of late had been incessant. I don’t know why I believed him when he told me that he was legally separated from his wife; and the two of them were waiting for the right time to tell their kids. I didn’t have to be a genius to know that this wasn’t happening anytime soon.

Ironically, if he actually did finalize their divorce, I didn’t want him because he was kicking it with me. I was a true believer in Karma, and with him married with three kids, I could easily be in his wife’s shoes, if I chose to love him beyond “a few hours.” Besides, at twenty-five, I was still interested in seeing what else was out there.

“Look, David, if an hour is too long for you to wait, then we can always get together some other time. This studio time isn’t cheap and I’ve already paid for it, so I’m not going to waste it because you want to come through and chill.”

“So, it’s like that, Uniyah?”

“David, it’s always been like that so don’t act surprised.” Yeah, I’m definitely going to have to ditch this brother, I thought to myself. He was nothing but dead weight. Plus, I hated a whiny brother like I hated a whiny infant—regardless of how fine he is.

“I’ll just have to wait then. Can I at least come through and get the keys to your crib?”

He had to be tripping. I didn’t know him like that, to have him all up in my house unsupervised. Knowing him, he’d probably go though my stuff to find something he could give his wife since his jobless ass couldn’t afford to buy her anything decent. Women like her always amazed me. I’d never understand why she chose to tolerate him and his antics just for the sake of saving face amongst her family and peers.

I mean there were evident signs that their marriage was over, but like most women, she chose to overlook them. Call me callous, but if I were her, his ass would have to go—kids or no kids. After all, the last time I kicked it with David, I left a hickey on his neck so large, the blind could’ve seen it. And when he left wearing the brown moniker I’d “tattooed” on his neck, he didn’t seem to have a care in the world. Separated or not, it was plain out trifling.

“Look, David, I got to go. I’m being signaled to come in and put down these lyrics. I’ll call you when I’m done,” I lied. I quickly hung up the phone before David had a chance to protest. When I looked up, I saw Brandon staring at me impatiently with his arms folded across his chest.

“I’m glad to see you’re finished. Now do you think that we can get back to work before our time runs out?”

“My bad, Brandon; I had to take care of something. So does the track get your stamp of approval?”

“It’ll do for now. There’s still something missing from it that will make it stand apart from everyone else’s. It’s missing something that’ll make people know what it is as soon as they hear the first few notes. Are you ready to come in here and do your thang?”

“You know it!” I replied and quickly entered the studio so I could prepare to lay down the lead vocals to the song. I dimmed the lights and burned some vanilla-scented candles to set the mood, and then read over the lyrics so that I could mentally get myself in the right frame of mind. I closed my eyes and waited for Brandon to play the track.

As I sang the lyrics, my emotions began to pour out of my heart. I wanted to give the song everything I had, yet I didn’t want to oversing it so that it lost its effect. As I neared the end of the first verse, Brandon stopped me and had me redo it, telling me where to make changes and where to watch my pitch. Yeah, it’s going to be a long night, I thought as I watched Brandon sit at the console and tinker with the levels. That “itch” I had wasn’t going to get scratched after all.
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It was almost one a.m. by the time Uniyah and I left the studio. She gave me a lift to the MARTA train station and then zoomed off to do whatever the hell she’d been pressed to do all night or, more accurately, whomever the hell she’d been pressed to do all night.

Lately, I didn’t know what was going on with her. It seemed that after her volatile engagement, which ended three years ago due to her fiancé sleeping with her maid-of-honor the eve before their wedding, she’s been recklessly giving her heart away. Her latest conquest was a man that had duped her into believing that he was separating from his wife and going to leave her when the time was right. Now wasn’t this some Waiting to Exhale type of shit? I couldn’t help to think about how ironic Uniyah’s situation was; I mean the mere mention of me being involved with a married man, or dating one already involved with a woman, would frazzle her. Call me naïve, but I didn’t see the difference between a man cheating on his lady with another woman, or with another man. To me, cheating was cheating.

As the train approached, I tried to clear my mind. The last thing I wanted to do was think about Uniyah and her rendezvous with a married man. Today had been a good day, and I was still a little high from our studio session.

I stepped onto the train and headed toward the back where no one else was seated. I wanted to clear my thoughts as I allowed the train to take me to my destination. Pulling my notebook and pencil from my book bag, I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and clear my mind. I didn’t really have anything to write about and my time could have been better spent on studying for my Principles of Music Theory final exam, but it was a Friday night and I figured my studying could wait until Sunday evening. I was the type of student to wait until the night before an exam to begin studying but, somehow, I always ended up with good grades on them regardless.

I tried to focus, but I couldn’t stop my mind from wandering back to my cyber conversation with a guy named Tyrone. We had been talking back and forth via the Internet for almost two weeks, and from the start he had caught my attention. I was anxious to meet him, but he didn’t seem too pressed to meet me. I couldn’t figure out why I was so attracted to him. I had never seen a picture of him because he was on the DL, the down low, or as he says, “just private.” But I still felt some type of connection with him.

We shared a lot of common interests and it only seemed appropriate for us to meet face-to-face to see if we shared the same connection in-person, but he seemed apprehensive about an in-person encounter. I think he was still attempting to feel me out, to see if I was one of those “messy” brothers that ran around telling everyone’s business. If that was the cause of his apprehension, then he definitely didn’t have anything to worry about. Who I slept with was my business only. Well, I might choose to share some minor details with Uniyah; but she could be trusted.

The train operator’s voice announced the train was approaching the Decatur Transit Station, which was my stop. I quickly gathered my things and grabbed my notebook. Before closing it, I noticed that the opened pages were blank. I hadn’t written a thing in it during the commute. I climbed off the train and headed toward the buses, where I’d wait another ten minutes, and then make the twenty-minute ride to my apartment.

As I waited for the last bus to arrive, I checked my cell phone for messages. The first three—from my mom, Uniyah, and, an old highschool friend, Trent—were no surprise. However, the fourth was. A smile broadened across my face as the unfamiliar voice announced itself as belonging to Tyrone.

I had given Tyrone my number almost a week prior, but he always had an excuse as to why he couldn’t call me. So, I had become content talking via Yahoo! instant messenger. There had been many nights when I had rushed home to my laptop to read an email from Tyrone, or to see if he was active on my Friends List.

I listened to the message and became somewhat entrapped by Tyrone’s deep tenor voice, informing me he’d be at a gym located on Metropolitan Parkway the next day around seven a.m. and, if I was game, we could work out together. He informed me that he’d also sent an email, and to email him back to let him know if I’d be able to make it.

Now I grew impatient waiting for the bus to come and take me back to my place so that I could email Tyrone and confirm our face-to-face meet ’n’ greet. I checked my wallet to see how much cash I had and, seeing that I had enough to afford the ten-minute cab ride home, I headed over to the waiting taxis.

I climbed into the first vacant cab and told the driver my destination before asking him to put a rush on it. The cab driver sped down the highway like a madman. If I got home without a scratch, it’d truly be by the good grace of God. I released my grip on my seatbelt as the cab driver slowed down in front of my apartment complex and checked the meter: $8.70. I slapped a ten-dollar bill into the driver’s extended hand and jumped out of the taxi.

I quickly ran to my apartment building and up the stairs two at a time. Fumbling with my house keys, I finally got the right one into the lock and opened the door. I flipped on the light switch, quickly closed the door, and headed to my bedroom where I kept my laptop. I had it already powered on and my account was still logged onto the Internet. I stripped down to my fitted boxer briefs and climbed into my bed with my laptop sitting in my lap.

I sifted through the spam mail, daily e-mails from friends, and saved Tyrone’s for last. As I deleted each e-mail and watched Tyrone’s elevate to the top, my excitement elevated as well. Finally, his untitled message sat alone in the mailbox and I exhaled deeply before I clicked on it.

To: Brandon

From: Tyrone

Subject: [none]

Wassup Brandon? I tried to get at u earlier this evening but I got your voicemail. Guess u were a lil busy. Was hoping we could meet somewhere public 2moro morning. I usually work out at the gym on Saturdays and since u said that u wanted to start lifting weights, I thought we could work out together. Hit me back with an email and let me know if that’s cool with u. Also hit me with a picture so that I will know that it’s u when I see u.

A smile broadened across my face. I was a little disappointed that Tyrone didn’t include his number so that I could call him back and converse with him on the phone, but I’d deal with that tomorrow. I wondered why he was so apprehensive about meeting. He was making things more difficult than they had to be. I re-read his email and then clicked on the reply button to respond to the invitation.

To: Tyrone

From: Brandon

Subject: Meet ’n’ Greet

No lie, Tyrone, when I heard the message u left on my phone, I couldn’t stop smiling. It was totally unexpected and couldn’t have come at a better time. I was hoping that we’d meet soon but you seemed to be moving at ur own pace. I’d luv to get up with you 2moro at the gym. I hope that my inexperience with the equipment doesn’t interfere with ur workout. I’ll be there around 7:00 a.m.

I looked over at my alarm clock and saw it was already 1:48 a.m. If I was going to be at the gym by seven, I needed to turn in for the night. The new song I was working on for Uniyah would have to wait until later. I did a final run through the house to make sure the doors were closed and locked, the fish were fed, and my alarm clock was set for 5:00 a.m. I climbed into my bed and attempted to go to sleep, but it was difficult. The only thing that was on my mind was meeting Tyrone.
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“Yo, Markus, this club is banging. So what you got planned tonight, son?”

“I don’t know,” I replied to Jay halfheartedly while scanning the dance floor. Jay, short for Jason, was my assistant but also doubled as my running buddy when I needed someone to roll with.

As I struggled to make out “pretty faces” underneath the hypnotizing strobe lights, I grew slightly annoyed with myself for being at the club again searching for another “sleep aid.” I hadn’t even figured out who the one I’d brought home a few nights before was. Yet, I needed my fix. As Jay rambled on, I peeped a honey across the way and contemplated whether or not to approach her.

“Hey, what do you think of honey over there?” I asked Jay and pointed to the sister I was checking out.

“Honey is fly and all, but look at the way she’s moving on the dance floor. Those hips, the way she’s wearing that dress, the look she’s giving every brother in the club, is all saying one thing: first-class freak! I say you holla at her,” Jay joked.

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I was thinking.” I laughed.

It had been two hours since I arrived at the club, Jay had disappeared, and I was still posted up against the wall, checking the scene and sipping on my drink, a concoction of Red Bull and Grey Goose. I was in the mood to straight-up freak with no strings attached. I’d been feeling that way for the last couple of weeks, and it seemed like every night I had a different girl up in the crib. If I hadn’t told each of them upfront that I wasn’t interested in anything requiring commitment; that it all was about the physical and they could go home to their boyfriends, husbands, or, for some, their girlfriends afterward worry-free, then maybe I could feel guilty about my actions. However, I was always completely honest and it seemed to make no difference in their decision to “give it up.” And if they didn’t care, neither did I, as long as they weren’t lying next to me in the morning when I awoke. But regardless of how straight-up and direct I always was, there were always a few women thinking they could talk me into being more than the night’s freak, and some even had the audacity to state that they would like to be in a relationship with me. But the only thing that happened for sure, in the end, was their feelings getting hurt.

The truth of the matter was because of the nightmares I was having as of late, I hadn’t had a decent night’s rest in what seemed like weeks. It was getting to the point where I was afraid to even close my eyes for fear that the past would come back to haunt me. To escape the dreams, I went out to the clubs and danced until I was exhausted. By the time I got home, I had only enough energy to bust a quick nut and then fall asleep. This routine was quickly becoming my new “sleep aid.” And although it made me forget my nightmares, I knew that I was still having them due to my perspiration-drenched clothes the next morning.

But the long hours I was forcing myself to work at the office, the late-night clubbing, and the constant freaking were all taking a toll on my health and my appearance. I was looking haggard like a homeless drunk, and bags were beginning to show under my eyes. As the thought of the nightmares entered my mind again, I cringed. I couldn’t understand how I could still physically feel the pain that I was enduring in my dreams. It reminded me that I definitely didn’t want to feel that pain again any time soon, and I decided to push up on the honey that was working the dance floor like she was at her nine-to-five. Tonight, I would need someone to hold.

As Atlanta’s signature bass-infused music blared out of the club’s speakers and the sound reverberated against the walls, I allowed the alcohol running through my veins to influence my movements and I began to loosen up. Dancing alone, I slowly inched my way over to my choice of the night. As I moved in front of her, I pretended not to notice her watching my gyrating hips. I decided to tease her by turning my attention to the average-looking female that was dancing beside her. This sister paled in comparison to the honey I really wanted. Besides, a brother could always get extra points for giving some sista a pity dance. It was a tactic I had picked up and employed after watching the movie, How to be a Playa with comedian Bill Bellamy.

The song ended and the DJ threw on a slow groovin’ reggae cut that had a heavy bass line. This was what I needed to show off my moves. Ms. Average Sista grinned from ear-to-ear as I moved my lean six-foot-three-inch, mocha brown body close to hers and swayed her hips from side to side. Like a magnet, her backside was stuck to my groin. Determined not to let me steal her spotlight, Ms. Honey dug deep into her Caribbean roots and began to wind and grind on the thigh of some undeserving brother, thrusting herself into his hip bone along to the beat of the rhythm. She and I were putting on a show so sensual it seemed to arouse everyone that was watching us. Even though we had different dance partners, we kept our eyes fixated on one another.

I decided to turn up the temptation by allowing a big booty girl that had made her way over to me to rub her butt up against my growing manhood. I hoped that the big booty girl didn’t think that she was the cause of my arousal; she was only a pawn in my game to capture the “queen.” Growing bored and annoyed that Ms. Big Booty had spent more time stepping on my new Timberland boots than on the dance floor, I headed toward the exit and left her “backing her thang up” to the air. I didn’t bother looking back, but I could feel Ms. Honey’s eyes burning a hole in my back. I could tell from the look in her eyes earlier and from the way she moved her body that she wasn’t going to allow me to leave the club without me stepping to her.

I slowed my pace when I reached the outside of the club to allow my prey of the night enough time to catch up with me. I casually looked at my watch and waited for her to come outside and approach me. Pretending to search for an imaginary friend so I could survey my surroundings, I locked eyes with Ms. Honey as she headed my way. We both smiled and as she approached me, she made a sudden beeline toward the parking lot. Game recognized game.

I watched as she proceeded to the parking lot and headed toward a white Mercedes CLS550 Coupe. Hearing my footsteps coming up from behind, she nervously dropped her keys on the ground, and then bent over to pick them up. She barely was able to balance herself in the tight dress and six-inch stilettos she was wearing. Looking back and feigning a look of surprise, she observed my eyes watching her every move like a lion stalking its prey. She turned to face me and waited for me to spit my game. Feeling the effects of the alcohol still running its course, I let my pseudo-confidence work its magic.

“So, you were going to bounce without properly introducing yourself to a brother?”

“Seems to me a true gentleman and real brother would have had the nerve to step to a woman properly and introduce himself,” she replied with mock attitude. “Tell me, do you always follow women to their cars in the dark? I could’ve brought out my tae kwon do or mace.” Her Caribbean accent was thick and sensual, even when laced with sarcasm.

“I’m sure you would have a better time kissing this handsome face rather than bruising it.”

“A little cocky, aren’t we?”

“Not at all, baby girl. You can call it…being confident. If I don’t think that I’m attractive, how can I expect anyone else to think so?”

“I guess,” she replied and turned up the corner of her lip. “So, are we going to stand out here all night in the dark with the big-ass Georgia mosquitoes attacking us, or are we going to take this conversation indoors somewhere?” she asked.

“My bad, Ms. Thang. Would you like to go back to my place and chill, or would you prefer we ride around and find some place that’s still open?” From my experience in dealing with women, they always preferred an option.

“Well, Mr. Confident, you and I both know that everything is practically closed, so we can go to your place, as long as you are on your best behavior,” she coyly teased.

Damn, I love her accent! “Okay, then my place it is,” I replied, smiling coyly myself. “Are we riding together, or separately?”

“We can ride together.”

“By the way, my name is Markus,” I volunteered while extending my hand to her.

“The pleasure is all yours, I’m sure,” she replied, almost causing me to lose my cool. “You can drive, but let me run inside to give my girl my car keys so that she won’t be stranded here all night. I’ll be right back,” she stated, looking back over her shoulder.

I watched her ass sway from side-to-side as she made her way back into the club. I couldn’t deny that I was somewhat feeling her confidence and cockiness. The way she flaunted her sex appeal was enamoring. I liked my women feisty, and that she was. As I pondered over her long-term potential, I watched her head out of the club and back in my direction. The street light reflected off of the lip gloss on her pouty lips and made the glitter on her lashes sparkle. They were such unnecessary cosmetics as she was one of those women that didn’t need makeup. She had natural beauty. But I knew better than to challenge her style and possibly ruin what I was sure would be guaranteed booty coming my way.

“Shall we?” I gestured as I bowed down at the waist like a humble servant.

“Where is this broken-down hoopty of yours?” she asked.

“Hoopty? My ride can’t be that much of a hoopty, if it caught your attention,” I interjected.

“What are you talking about? I don’t know what you drive.”

“Sure you do. You were posted up in front of it when we talked.” I smirked and chirped the car’s alarm. The lights on my white Mercedes coupe flashed twice, and I couldn’t help but snicker.

“Funny,” she replied and settled into my butter-soft leather seats after I opened the passenger-side door. “I knew this was your car. That’s why I chose to stand in front of it.”

“Uh-huh. Sure you did. Buckle up,” I replied and tossed her a wink.

She smiled and reclined back in her seat, causing her already too short dress to rise and expose her left thigh even more. I glanced over and unconsciously gripped the steering wheel, feeling myself grow heated in rising anticipation of a night of bona fide freakin’. I had already decided she wouldn’t be more than a one-night stand, but I was certainly ready to stand all she was going to give me for one night.



Five
 [image: image]


I pulled my luxury sports coupe up to my condo’s private gates and stopped short as I hit the remote attached to the sun visor. As the gate slowly retracted, I looked over at the passenger seat to give my little “club piece” the once-over one last time. Debating on whether or not I should call the entire thing off, I decided to go ahead with it. Well, my body decided for me. As I pulled through the gates, I caught a look of puzzlement on her face.

“What’s wrong?” I inquired.

“Nothing, but I can see mommy and daddy are still taking care of their little baby boy.”

“Is that what you think? Baby girl, believe me when I say, it’s not even like that. I work hard for everything I have. Unlike most of the brothers you’re probably used to messing with, I’m not afraid of actually working—legally, that is.”

“Who do you think you’re fooling? You can’t be a day over twenty-two, probably just graduated from college, wearing a designer outfit to the club, and driving a Benz. Now either you getting some help on the side, you got some mad skills with a ball, or you slinging some dope on the low.”

I opened my mouth to defend myself but knew any attempt to do so would be pointless. She seemed to have her mind already made up. After all, this was only a fling. She didn’t need to know that I was a twenty-eight-year-old college graduate who had just finished my Executive MBA at Georgia State University and worked for one of the most prestigious advertising firms in the Southeast, which was paying me more money in a year than she’d probably ever see in a lifetime. Everything I had acquired was from the fruits of my labor, sacrificing, and some plain good ol’ investing. I grew up struggling and wanting. That alone was motivation enough.

“Okay, since you know so much about me, why don’t you tell me something about yourself?” I asked, attempting to change the subject.

“What would you like to know?” she asked without much enthusiasm.

“How about the basics? You know, your name, your age, where you’re from?”

“Now, I know your mother taught you to never ask a woman her age.”

“Is that your way of telling me that you aren’t going to answer the question?”

She paused, and then smirked. “Twenty-nine,” she replied.

I stopped climbing the steps leading to the lobby of my condo building and looked at her with bewilderment. She must’ve really thought her high school tight dress and all of her clown makeup was hiding the truth. After all, I could see crow’s feet beginning to form around the corners of her eyes; she had to be somewhere in her mid-to-late thirties. “Okay, let’s try something else. How about you tell me your name?”

“Markus, right?” she asked. “Why don’t we stop all this small talk and do what we came here to do?” she flatly stated as the elevator door opened and she stepped in.

“Damn, you’re straight to the point, aren’t you?” I asked, somewhat intrigued but a bit turned off as well. It was just a fuck, but I was trying to do my best not to make her feel like the hoochie I was starting to discover she was.

“Believe me when I say there’s no need for you to pretend with me. When it comes down to all the games, I’ve been there and done that. So all this getting to know each other isn’t necessary. Let’s just get down to business.”
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