












This Year, Try a Younger Man on
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“Look, Devin, this is cute,” I said, standing up and walking back toward the front door. “But you and I both know that this is a bit much. You’re way too young for me. Not to mention you’re my girlfriend’s son.”




“I’m your friend’s son, that part is true. But who said that I was too young for you? I like you. Hell, you’re fly as hell and I wanna get to know you.” He walked over to me and stood so close that I backed up and hit my head against the door. He placed his hands above my head. “You really want me to leave? Or do you want me to stay and get snowed in with you?”




Damn, I can’t stand that the flesh is weak.“You can stay and we’ll talk. But Iwill not be having sex with you.”




“Who said anything about sex?” He smiled. “When the time comes for me to hit it, it’ll be after you beg me to.”




—From “Whatever It Takes” by Tu-Shonda L. Whitaker
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Whatever It Takes





Tu-Shonda L. Whitaker




















Isat on the edge of my bay windowsill and looked down from the third floor of my Society Hill town house at the snow-covered cars and blinking Christmas lights. I blew an O of smoke from my cigarette, crossed my thick cocoa thighs, and said to nobody in particular, “Fuck Santa Claus! This’ll be the last year that I pray for his fat ass to drop off Prince Charming. I know it’s only Thanksgiving weekend but I’m starting early. And guess what? I ain’t cooking no black-eyed peas on New Year’s Eve.” I took a long drag and tapped my foot. “Won’t be no collard greens, and damn if I’m waiting on some man to be the first one who comes through my front door. I’ma be just like every other old broad. Go to church, make eyes at the pastor, and wait on midnight. Then I’ma come home, pull out Chocolate Thunder, and masturbate myself into a silver bullet convulsion!”




I hopped off the windowsill, mashed the remains of my cigarette in the ashtray, went in the bathroom, and prepared to shower. It’s three o’clock in the afternoon on Black Friday and I’ve been frumpy long enough. Me looking out the window in mis-matched pajamas is not going to change anything. I’ll still be thirty-six with no man, no prospects, and no hint of an orgasm ever returning. I swear, if I stay home this New Year’s Eve, Dick Clark’s ball will be the only one I see drop. And believe me, my four months of involuntary celibacy has been more than enough punishment. Punishment for being in my twenties and too hot in the ass. I was a single ho for way too long. Now I’m paying for it. I should’ve listened to my mother, married the square, David, and been a housewife. At least by now I would’ve had a baby and a dog. But nooooo, not me. I had to complain about him.I don’t like fat men. And I don’t like how he always says yes. I need me a man that can say no sometimes. Well, I had John, Kaareem, Malik, and Sharief. And they all said no. No, I’m not cheating on you, she’s just a friend. No, she’s notreally my wife, we just live together. And no, I’m not breaking up with you, I just want to see other people. Believe me, I got a shitload of no’s, and now I’m thirty-six with ovaries that look like Frosted Flakes and three fish that Iabsolutely can’t stand.




I turned on the hot water and stepped into the shower. Then I closed my eyes and let the jet streams roll all over my body, splashed Victoria’s Secret Apple bath oil on my mocha skin, and started singing Jill Scott’s new song “Whatever.” “How about some chicken wings…I’ll hurry and go get it.”




Now that’s what I’m talkin’ about, a mofo that makes me wanna buy him some sneakers!




Ten minutes passed, I stepped out of the shower and onto the towel lying on the floor. Then I stood in front of the full-length mirror that hangs behind the bathroom door and stared at myself. Ever since I entered my thirties I’ve been checking out my naked body from head to toe. I have to make sure nothing starts sagging or magically appearing. The last thing I need is for liver spots or varicose veins to fuck up my Tina Turner legs. Hell, if nothing else, I must always be cute. I’m five-six, a size sixteen, and I have no complaints. I often wonder why people think if you weigh more than a buck fifty, have wide feet, or can pinch more than an inch that you have to complain. Shit, I’m fly, and I don’t need Oprah or Dr. Phil to lecture me into believing it. Not to mention how a Sears one-piece girdle does wonders for the extra fifteen minutes placed on hourglass curves. Let me be the first to tell you, when I’ve been blessed to get my freak on, my brick-house hips have turned tricks, don’t get it confused! Needless to say, India Talani Parker can rock with the best of ’em.




I let my hairstylist talk me into a Farrah Fawcett flip. He swore to me that this hairstyle should do the trick and I would have Mr. Right knocking on my door. That was two weeks ago and several men have knocked on my door. The mailman, UPS, and Fed Ex, each delivering care packages from my mother in Murfreesboro, North Carolina. She seems to think that I must be miserable staying in Jersey all alone. Well, I’m not alone. I have two miserable-ass girlfriends to keep me company: Joan and Tracy. As for my hairstylist, I got half a mind to cuss his ass out! That’ll teach him never to lie to a horny old lady.




Seeing that nothing new had grown or changed on my body, I grabbed the lotion and slipped on my terry-cloth robe. Afterward I headed into my bedroom, and no sooner than I flopped down on the corner of my four-poster bed did the phone ring. I peeped at the caller ID.Oh no, it’s Joan. I got my own problems. I can’t deal with the complaints about your husband. His ass has been cheating for years, so get used to it. I let the phone ring and decided to pour lotion into my hand instead.




Goddamn! The phone was ringing again. This time I didn’t even look at the caller ID. I simply snatched the receiver off the base. “Yes, Joan.”




“It ain’t Joan, ho. It’s Tracy. I’m ducking Joan’s ass too. She just called you?”




“Uhmm hmm,” I said, rubbing lotion into my legs.




“Yeah, she just called me too,” Tracy said, sucking her teeth, “and she left a message with Ju-Ju that if I speak with you to tell you she wants her digital camera back.”




“Why does she need her camera all of a sudden?”




“She says she gon’ squat in the bushes over at the Garden State Inn on Route 22. She claims her husband got a hoochie up in there.”




“A nasty hoochie if she’s laying up in the Garden State. Tracy,” I said, placing the receiver in the crook of my neck, “Joan is a sick bitch, I swear she is.”




“Well, she did hear the hoochie on his voice mail calling him Big Daddy. Humph, what would you think?”




“She shouldn’t have been listening to his voice mail.”




“Oh ho, don’t try to act like you ain’t never broke the code on a brothah’s phone.”




“Yeah, when I was twenty. Joan is forty-two years old.”




“When you were twenty?!” Tracy screeched. “Paleeze, remember Jamil? Oh, you were checking his messages every five minutes. You were riding that machine like a dick, so spare me. Andthat was just last year.”




“Whatever. Call her back and tell her to give me an hour.”




“Just go over there. You know she’ll be waiting. Goodbye.”




“Uhmm hmm.”




I can’t stand that I’m knocking forty in the ass; because once Joan turned forty she lost her fuckin’ mind. I met her six years ago when I’d moved to Newark and started teaching at Harriet Tubman Elementary. She was one of the nagging teachers that hung out in the teacher’s room, diagnosing badass kids with ADHD and complaining about their retarded-ass parents. Joan was divorced, had a boyfriend and a son who lived in Brooklyn with her ex-husband. I liked Joan because she said whatever was on her mind, and although she complained, she really cared about the kids. No child in her class ever went home hungry, and for those who couldn’t afford to go on class trips, she always paid their way. Eventually Joan and I started eating lunch together. Soon after that, she confided in me that her boyfriend was actually her ex-husband.




“Your ex-husband?” I asked her with my eyebrows raised and lips twisted. “What’s the point?”




“I can’t leave him alone,” she confessed, taking a pull off her cigarette.




“Why not?”




“He’s got a possessed penis.”




“What?!”




“India,” she sighed, “it’s got a crook in it and I swear it be whippin’ spells on me!”




Two years after that she remarried him, and now she swears he’s cheatin’ on her.




I met Tracy the same year I met Joan. Tracy is the school’s secretary and knows everybody’s business; therefore, it didn’t take long for us to click. Tracy is five-four, the color of butter, has freckles and big breasts, unlike Joan, who’s an A cup, five-ten with cinnamon-colored skin. Tracyis ghetto fabulous and acts like Boomquisha from the fifteenth floor, but no matter what, she’s still my homegirl. She’s thirty-four with a five-year-old daughter, Jasmine, and Ju-Ju, the “rent-free live-in.” I told Tracy that I would’ve put Ju-Ju’s black ass out a long time ago! Damn if he would be dickin’ me and doggin’ me. And I’m footin’ the bill while he does it? Oh, hell no! Not India. Knowing me, that mofo would wake up one night with hot oil dripping down his ears.




I stood up and put on fresh undergarments. Looking through my closet, I decided that I would throw on a pair of tight black jeans, a black V-neck sweater, and black Gucci loafers. And, of course, a diva has to do what a diva has to do, so I threw on my three-quarter-length red-fox coat with the matching head wrap and stepped out the door. Damn, I almost forgot the digital camera for Joan. I went back in the house, grabbed the camera, came back out, and hopped in my gold 530i.




I slid in Jill Scott’s CD, listened to my newly claimed favorite song, and sang about fixing a man some chicken wings for puttin’ it down! Damn, I gotta give it up. I’m being downright pitiful. Every other word is about a man. You know what? This is going to be my updated constitution for the New Year:I’m doing me. Period. I’m not going to worry about dying a lonely old lady, I’m not going to worry about if God is punishing me for having an affair with some chick’s husband, or if I’ll ever get any milk to bring my dried-up ovaries back to life. I’m done with that shit! You know what? Forget the New Year, I’m starting my constitution today.




I rummaged through my purse and pulled out a cigarette, popped the lighter in, and turned this damn CD off. I lit my cigarette and took a drag. The next thing on my list is to stop smoking.




I parked in front of Joan’s house and rang the bell. I waited three minutes and nobody answered. I rang the bell again and started tapping my foot.Let me call her and see where she is. I swear, one day Joan is going to be hiding in those bushes and get arrested for trespassing!




Just as I started walking toward my car, I heard Joan’s front door open. I turned around with a screw face on, ready to cuss her ass out for having me ring the bell forever. As I turned around, her son was leaning against the door. He had on a pair of baggy gray sweats with matching boxers peeking up from the waist. A tight and crisp-white wife-beater on; one that appeared to be massaging his defined pecks. And from what I could see, as soon as he stood up straight, he would be at least six-one.Wait a minute; is the onyx color in his eyes sparkling? Oh, this lil’ niggah gon’ cause somebody some problems.




One of his hands was tucked into the waist of his boxers. My eyes caught glimpses of smooth black hair encircling his navel and running down his stomach in a straight line, leading my eyes directly to the imprint of dick. He took his other hand, caressed the waves in his dark faded Caesar to the front, and ran his fingertips slowly over his face. Then he licked his lips, stood up straight, and just as I thought, he was six-one. He yawned a little and said, “I’m sorry, I was sleeping. I was out late last night. What’s up?”




He better stop asking me what’s up. What is he, like seventeen? Humph, I’ll fuck around and be going to the prom with his ass.“Hey,” I said, biting the inside of my jaw, “I didn’t know you were home from school.”




“What do you mean school?” He chuckled, folding his muscled biceps across his six pack. “I’ve been out ofcollege for a little over a year.”




“Really?”Oh, he must’ve dropped out, ’cause ain’t no way he’s grown enough to have a college degree…unless he has an associate’s. “Are you working now? Did you graduate?”I swear I couldn’t remember.




“Did I graduate?” He looked perplexed. “Of course I did. And I do more than work, I have a career. I’m a graphic artist. I design online ads for Time Warner in Manhattan.”




Well, damn, he has a real job. 401K and shit. I know it’s time for me to leave.“Give this to your mother for me, please.”




“Wait a minute.” He grabbed my hand as I handed him the camera. “Ms. Parker, you mind if I call you India?”




“India? Boy, I’m almost old enough to be your mother.”




“Boy? My mother?” He frowned. “I’ll let the ‘boy’ part go for right now. But as far as you being old enough to be my mother, I doubt it. I’m twenty-three, and you?”




“Thirty-six.”




“Naw.” He smiled.Wait a minute, does he have dimples? Oh shit, my panties are wet. I took a deep breath as he continued, “You’re not old enough to be my mother. You’re young enough to be just right.”




Is he flirting with me?He massaged my hand with his soft thumb and I thought the thumping in my coochie would send me into cardiac arrest. “D.J.—”




“India, my mother is the only one who still calls me D.J. It’s Devin.”




“Boy, you better stop playing before I leave here and go buy you some sneakers. What you want, some Jordans?” I laughed.I can’t believe I said that.




“Oh, you got jokes. You’re cute though, but just so you know, I usually wear Tims on the weekend and Prada loafers during the week. Therefore you should’ve bought those Jordans a few years back…and, India, stop calling me boy.”




Did he just read me?“Did I give you permission to call me India?”Hell, I didn’t know what else to say.




“When would you like for me to call you?” He smiled.




“Tonight—wait a minute—don’t ask me trick questions.”




“All right, would itreally bother you if I called you India? It’s such a beautiful name.”




Am I blushing? Shit, I think I am.“Okay, Devin, India is fine.”I know I’m sounding stupid.




“Thanks, I would like that. I have to admit, you look good as hell.”




“Thanks for the compliment,” I said pulling my hand from his embrace. “But I really should get going.”




He let my hand go and smiled. “Would you like to come in? My mother should be back in a minute. She just ran to the store.”




“No-no. Just tell her to call me.” I almost tripped my fat ass down the walkway trying to get away from this lil’ boy.Oh my God, wait until I call and tell Tracy this shit.




 




“Why would I lie, Tracy?” I said, with the cordless phone tucked between the crook of my neck and shoulder blade. I was standing over my double sink, cubing boneless chicken. “He really was trying to get with me.”




“What do you mean ‘trying to get with you’?” she asked, almost in disbelief. “Was he like, ‘Hey, that’s a nice outfit you got on? Your hair lookin’ ai’ight?’ Or was he like, ‘What you got poppin’, Shortie-Roc?”




“He was like, ‘You look good as hell, girl!’ ”




“You sure he said that?” Tracy asked.




“Uhmm hmm.”




“That’s the same shit he said to me the other night.”




“For real?” Instantly I stopped cubing my chicken. Suddenly I felt deflated.




“Psyched yo’ mind!” She laughed. “Hold on, India….Jasmine,” she yelled away from the phone,“say excuse me. And how come every time I get on the phone you got something you wanna tell me? Go sit yo’ ass down!… India,” she said, getting back on the line, “a bitch just playing with you. I ain’t never seen him look at me. But word is bond; he was kickin’ some hood shit to you.‘You look good as hell, girl.’ That’s that bullshit Ju-Ju laid on me, fucked around and got me pregnant and shit. Now look, he got his feet propped up, scratchin’ his balls, and he’s so nasty that he keeps a nose full of buggers.”




“Oh my God, Tracy, T.M.I., for real. That’s entirely too much information. As long as he’s there don’t you bring me any more food from your house.”




“Girl, please—I’m puttin’ him outta here! But anywho, Ms. Parker, you about to have a lil’ jump-off. Robbin’ the cradle and shit. Girl, just so you know, Joan gon’ kick yo’ old ass!”




I started cubing my chicken again. “I’m not thinking about his young ass. I need me a grown man, not a lil’ boy toy.”




“Hell,” she said, “my motto is, ‘if he’s outta high school and over eighteen, it’s all good.’ Plus, it’s a lot you can do with a boy toy.”




“I don’t think so.” I pushed the sleeves of my sweater over my elbows and dumped the chicken in the wok. Immediately it started sizzling. “How would Joan find out?”




“’Cause an old bitch’s pussy got a distinct smell,” Tracy said, barely getting the words out because she was laughing so hard.




“Fuck you,” I chuckled, “I guess your old ass would know.”




“An old bitch’s pussy!” she screamed in laughter. “I love ya, girl. You know I’m just playing with you. But if you don’t tell, I won’t tell.”




“Please, Tracy, there won’t be nothing to tell,” I said, mixing Chinese vegetables in with the chicken, “’cause I’m not messing with him.”




Just then, my doorbell rang. “Wait a minute, Tracy—let me see who’s at my door.” I turned down the fire under the wok and pressed the talk button on the intercom. “Who is it?”




“It’s Devin.”




“Tracy,” I said into the phone, “he’s at my door.”




“Who?”




“D.J. I mean Devin.”




“Doesn’t he know it’s supposed to be a snowstorm?”




“I don’t know. What the hell is he doing here?” I was in shock.




“Hell if I know, open the door.”




I walked into the living room and cracked the door open. I could see that snow was starting to fall. “Yes,” I said to him, through the crack.




“Hey!” He held up Joan’s digital camera. “My mother asked me to return this. She said thanks for letting her use it.”




“Use what?” Tracy whispered into the phone. “Tell him to talk up, I can’t hear him.”




He was pressed so close to the crack of the door that I didn’t know what to say right away, so I said, “Tracy, let me call you back.” I hung up before she could start complaining.




“I promise not to rob you if you open the door a little more.” He smiled and his dimples started glowing. Shit! The heart in my coochie was awake. I opened the door and he stepped inside. He looked around at my red leather living room set; my mud cloth print area rug with matching pillows; wicker trunk, brass floor lamp; and large cherrywood Ethan Allen entertainment center; with a 36-inch TV, books, and fifty-disc CD changer.




Grover Washington Jr. was playing lightly in the background and Devin started moving his head a little. “Grover Washington?” he asked, pointing to the CD player.




“Yes.” I was still standing by the door.




He took off his butter-soft brown leather jacket and placed it on the arm of my couch. He had on a gray hoody, the same sweatpants he had on earlier, and a pair of beige Tims. “It smells good in here. What are you cooking?”




“Chicken stir-fry with Chinese vegetables…. Devin.”




“Yes, baby.”




Baby? Please don’t let me start blushing. Damn, it’s too late.I folded my arms across my breasts and sat on the arm of my couch, next to his jacket. I could smell his Dolce & Gabbana cologne. “What…are you doing here?”




“I came to return your camera.” He was still looking around my living room.




“What are you looking for?” I asked him.




“Your man.”




“I don’t have one.”




“Not yet anyway.”




Before I could comment or erase the stupid smile off my face my phone started ringing. “Hello?”




“Damnit, India!” Joan yelled. “Where the hell is my camera?”




“What do you mean?”




“Tracy told me that she told you I needed my camera. I would’ve caught this dirty dick ma’fucker today, if I had my camera.”




“What was the camera going to do?” As soon as I said that, Devin looked directly in my eyes and smirked. He must’ve known that I was talking to his mother because he took his hand and waved it under his chin, as a sign for me not to mention him.




“India, are you listening to me?” Joan grumbled.




“Yes.”




“Well then, Devin Senior is the type of man that I have to tap on the shoulder, breathe in his face, and say, ‘You know I see yo’ ass!’ And the camera would’ve allowed me to take pictures of him, shoot some video of the girl, and play it all out for him tomorrow night at dinner. I would’ve cooked his favorite meal and all the while have his shit packed. Hold on, India…D.J.! D.J!”she said away from the phone. “Where is this boy at? I need me some cigarettes. You know he asked me about you the other day.”




“Really?”




Devin walked over and stood directly in front of me. Don’t ask me why but I opened my legs, so he could stand between them…and he did.




“Remember the night you and Tracy stopped by for martinis?” Joan continued. She must’ve found a cigarette, because I could hear her taking a pull.




“Yeah.”




“Well”—she paused and blew out the smoke—“apparently D.J. saw you when you were leaving and thought you looked pretty good. He had the nerve to ask me were you single.”




“Really?” My eyes lit up. “And what did you say?”




“I told him that you were too goddamn old for his ass, so not to even go there. I had enough problems with his daddy and the neighborhood skeezers, I didn’t need any with him.”




“I beg your pardon.”




“Girl, I didn’t exactly mean you were a neighborhood skeezer. I was just making a point.”




Devin bent down and whispered into my neck, “Tell her you’ll call her back.” The tip of his broad nose felt warm and his breath felt as if it were heating up the chocolate in my skin. I wanted to tell him to stop it, but all I could do was open my legs wider. Truth be told, I really wanted to throw one leg over his shoulder. “Look, Joan, my food is burning. I’ll call you back.”




“Wait a minute, India. Did you go to the grocery store?”




“For what?”




“It’s supposed to be a snowstorm. You better go to the store and hurry back home. Girl, let me call and find D.J. and tell him to get his butt in here.”




“All right, Joan. I’ll talk to you later.” I placed the cordless phone back on the base and pushed Devin slightly, enough so that he would no longer be standing between my legs. In order to fight my desire to reopen them, I crossed my ankles. Before I could tell him how he needed to leave, his cell phone rang. “It’s my mother. One minute.” He said, “Yeah, Ma.” He was still looking in my eyes.




I could hear her yelling in his phone. “Why are you yelling?” he asked her. “Ma, don’t worry about me. Didn’t we have this talk about me being okay when I go out and for you to stop worrying? If I need you I’ll call you…. I love you, Ma.” I could hear her still fussing as he hung up.




“Look, Devin, this is cute,” I said, standing up and walking back toward the front door. “But you and I both know that this is a bit much. You’re way too young for me. Not to mention you’re my girlfriend’s son.”




“I’m your friend’s son, that part is true. That just means you’ll get along with your mother-in-law.” He chuckled. “But who said that I was too young for you? I like you. Hell, you’re fly as hell and I wanna get to know you. For real.”




“But, Devin, I just don’t know about this.”




He walked over to me and stood so close that I started backing up and hit my head against the door. He placed his hands above my head. “You really want me to leave? Or do you want me to stay and get snowed in with you?”




“Boy, please.”




“I already told you to stop calling me a boy.”




I took a deep breath and shook my head no. This could not be happening. “You don’t even know me like that and vice versa.”




“What better way to get to know each other?” He took one of his hands and started massaging my cheek.




Damn, I can’t stand that the flesh is weak. Good Lord, I feel cheap.“Your mother will call you all night long,” I said.




“I know how to take care of my mother. Now I need to know how to take care of you.”




Why did that comment make me think about the size of his dick?“You can stay and we’ll talk. But Iwill not be having sex with you.”Dear coochie, please don’t make me out to be a liar.




“Who said anything about sex?” He smiled. “When the time comes for me to hit it, it’ll be after you beg me to.”




“Please, I think not.”




“You will.” He moved his head toward me for a kiss. I turned my face to the side and his lips landed on my right cheek. He kissed me from my cheek down to my neck. I know he felt my nipples get hard.




“I’ll make a bet with you,” he said, looking up at me. “If you don’t want to be bothered, after tonight, I’ll leave and won’t come back. But if you do, and you will, then you give me a chance and no more slick shit about our age difference.”




I didn’t agree one way or the other. I mushed him in the head and ducked beneath his arm. He turned around and pressed his back against the door. “If I tell you something, I want you to take it the right way, okay?”




“What?” I threw over my shoulder, heading toward the kitchen.




“You got a fat ass.” He laughed. “That’s the first thing I noticed.”




“So you like me for my ass?”




“I like you. I’m just happy your fat ass is a part of you.”




“Uhmm hmm.”




 




“So have you always tried to hit on old women?” I laughed, wanting desperately to take my fork, stick it in his plate, and begin to feed him.This is a hot-ass mess, that I’ve resorted to children. I took a piece of chicken from my own plate and stuck it in my mouth.




Devin had a serious look on his face. The corners of his lips curled up, causing his smooth mustache and shadow beard to wrinkle. “You have an issue with being thirty-six, don’t you?”




“No, I have an issue with you being twenty-three.”




“I don’t think so.” He smirked.




Despite me having a fork in my hand, he pushed my plate from in front of me. Pushing his plate to the side, he grabbed my hand and said, “I think the issue lies with you. Now check it. Either we converse about you and me, without continuously talking about our age difference, or I go home. Snow and all.”




“That’s on you.” I snatched back my hand and rolled my eyes.If he thinks I’m sweating his ass he’s got another thing coming.




“Call me when you get your attitude in order,” he snapped. He pushed his chair away from the table and stood up.




“Uhmm hmm. Bye.” I waved my hand. “See ya.” I gave him a salute.Damn I need a cigarette.




He walked in the living room, grabbed his coat, and opened the door. I stood in the kitchen doorway. From what I could see, it was at least two inches of snow on the ground. “So you’re leaving here in all that snow?” I asked.




“Don’t be concerned about me and the snow. I’m good.”




“Take care then.”




He slammed the door behind him.




 




I decided that the Rocky Road ice cream, with the extra nuts, should help melt the foot in my mouth…. I’ma go outside and see if he’s still here…. No, I can’t do that…I’ll look desperate. He’s too young for me anyway. He needs to be dating my oldest niece and not me. I took my spoon and dug into the gallon of ice cream. I walked back into the living room and sat down on the couch. As I stuffed the spoon in my mouth, there was a knock on the door. I practically broke a fuckin’ kneecap sliding across the floor. Before I turned the knob, I made sure my clothes were nice and neat. I took a deep breath and cracked the door open.




“Hey, Indian.” Mr. Marcus, my next-door neighbor, smiled, with the gold caps in the front of his mouth shining. I felt like pimp slapping the shit out of him.How many times do I have to tell him my damn name is not Indian?I hope he’s not coming to borrow any sugar, because I’ma tell him no.




“Ya got any sugar?” he asked, rocking from side to side.




“It’s India,Mr. Marcus. I’m fine, and no I don’t have any sugar.”




“Ya wouldn’t lie to an old man, now would you, Indian?”




“In-di-a,Mr. Marcus…” I took a deep breath. “Just come in and let me check.”




He closed the door and followed me into the kitchen. I could feel his beady eyes checking out my ass. When I turned around to quickly confirm my suspicion, he winked his eye, clicked his tongue, and made a gun motion with his hand. “Anytime, anyplace,” he mumbled.




“What did you say, Mr. Marcus?”




“Nothin’,” he said, squinting his eyes. “Nothin’.”




I took some sugar out of my Annie Lee canister and poured it into a Rubbermaid cup. “You can return the cup tomorrow.”




“What you cookin’?” he asked, taking the cup but looking toward the stove.




“I’m not cooking,” I snapped.I wish he would get his bald-headed, suspender-wearin’ ass outta here! I would like to get my misery on in peace!




“You got a lil’ attitude, Indian? I mean if you want me to leave”—he frowned, while pulling at his suspenders—“tell me to bust a move. I’ma grown ass man, dawg. Ain’t no need in you being all nasty and er’thang. Gon’ tell meyou ain’t cookin’, and I see the food sittin’ right there.” He pointed to the stove.




Should I tell him now or later that I fight old people?




“Ain’t no need,” he continued, “in lyin,’ ya heard? It ain’t like I’m starving. It’s just that ever since my wife died I ain’t had no home-cooked meal. Usually I eat food right out the can, go to the soup kitchen or the food banks. It’s all good though.” He turned to leave.




“Mr. Marcus…,” I sighed. “Have a seat.”




He turned back around smiling and sat down at the kitchen table. I started fixing him a plate. “Indian, you got a cigarette?” he asked. I really wanted to smack him upside the head. I reached in my purse and handed him a cigarette. Before he could ask, I handed him a lighter. He tucked the cigarette behind his ear and the lighter in his pocket. Then he started eating. He pointed to his plate. “Next time cook some collard greens.” He frowned. “This taste like it got MSG in it. This the type shit that give ya the runs. By the way, I could use a lil’ somethin’ to drink.”




The runs? Oh no he didn’t!“Juice or water?!” I snapped.




“You got soda?”




“Juice or water!” I snarled, giving him the evil eye.




“Whooo, look at you. You a pretty lil’ mean thing. I’ll take ice-cold water. You know, I’m having a private New Year’s party over at my spot. We could rent some smoke machines, dim the lights, and get two thousand and six started off right!”




“Have you lost your mind?! I wish I would rent some smoke machines with you.”




“I wish you would too.” He grinned, picking up a toothpick and sucking food from between his teeth.




“Mr. Marcus, please stop doing that. I can’t stand the noise.”




“Well, if I can have some water, I could wash it out.”




He’s a nasty ass, no wonder his wife died.I was careful not to bend over while I reached in the refrigerator for a bottle of springwater, I didn’t want him looking at my ass again. I slammed the water down in front of him and just as I did that my doorbell rang.I swear, I can’t be miserable for five fuckin’ minutes! Don’t these people know it’s a snowstorm? I didn’t even press the intercom, I simply walked into the living room and opened the door. It was Devin. My heart started skipping beats.




“I had a flat tire.” His deep voice was sounding like jazz to my ears. His hair and his jacket were sprinkled with snowflakes. I wanted to lick off the ones that were melting on his face.




“Really?” I smirked, fighting back a blush. “And you didn’t have a spare?”




“I did.”




“Well…why didn’t you change it?”




“I did.”




“Okay…and…”




“I didn’t like the way things ended between us, so I came back.” He hunched his shoulders slightly. “Problem with that?”




“Did I say there was a problem? And furthermore, I didn’t know there was an us.”




He tilted his head to the side. “India, cut it.”




I sucked my teeth. “Truce.” I opened the door wide enough for him to come in. He walked past me. As I turned around to close and lock the door, he slapped me on the ass. “Stop being so mean.” I couldn’t help but laugh.Damn, I want to fuck him.




“I hope my food is still on the table,” he said, taking off his jacket and handing it to me. “On the real, I’m hungry as hell.” He walked in the kitchen and before I hung up his jacket, I buried my nose in it.It smelt so good.




As I started walking, I heard Mr. Marcus say, “Yeah, she gotta lil’ thang for me.”




I hurried my ass in the kitchen. Devin was leaning against the center island, with his arms folded across his chest, looking at Mr. Marcus. Mr. Marcus was reared back in the kitchen chair, smoking the cigarette I gave him. “Your neighbor…Mr. Marcus, right?” Devin said.




“You right.” Mr. Marcus grinned, flicking ashes into the ashtray next to his plate.




“Well…he was just telling me,” Devin continued, sounding sarcastic, “how you cooked this big dinner for him.” Then he twisted his lips.Wait a minute…if I’m not mistaken, he has the nerve to have a smirk on his face. Is he jealous…of Mr. Marcus?




“I always cook for Mr. Marcus.” I smiled, winking my eye at Mr. Marcus, who I really could’ve choked.




Mr. Marcus laughed and crossed his legs. “Sho’ly do. She luvs Big Daddy!” He took a drag off his cigarette and began swinging his foot. “Tell him about our private New Year’s party with the smoke machines.”




“Smoke machines?” Devin asked, taken aback. The vein in his neck was starting to stick out.He was really jealous…oh my God.




“I’m tellin’ you, Youngblood. Ain’t no party like a Marcus Robinson party!” Mr. Marcus started waving his cigarette from side to side. “Wave ya hands in the air and party like ya just don’t care.”




“Sounds like fun.” Devin looked at me and cut his eyes.




“It will be, won’t it, Indian?” Mr. Marcus looked at me and curled his lips.




“Indian?” Devin mumbled to himself.




Mr. Marcus looked back toward Devin. “Youngblood, if you gota lil’ honey then who knows, maybe we can get a lil’ swingin’ goin’ for the New Year and straight up set this ma’fucker off! I might be an old man, but I’m a freak to the core.”




“A freaky old man? Well, hell.” Devin chuckled. “You should be right up her alley.”




He’s jealous. Damn, I got his ass!“All right, Mr. Marcus,” I said, taking his plate from in front of him. “Would you like the rest of this to go?”




“To go?”




“Yes, I need to speak to Devin…alone.”




“Oh, it’s like that? Keep ya food. How you gon’ use me, abuse me, and throw me out in the night air, in a snowstorm at that?”




“Night air? Mr. Marcus, it’s just seven o’clock…and in a snowstorm? Hell, you live in the town house next door.”




“Ain’t no problem,” he grumbled, getting up. “’Cause Sandy Jones, in the town house over, cooks way better than you do anyhow!”




“Sandy Jones?Bye, Mr. Marcus.” I walked his ass to the front door and locked it behind him. I wanted to kick him in his back, but I didn’t wanna go to jail for fuckin’ up an old man.




“So that’s ya type, huh?” Devin said, as I walked back into the kitchen. He was still leaning against the center island.




“Why? Are you jealous?” I asked, trying not to smile.




“Me? Please, never that.”




“Yeah sure.” I walked over and stood in front of him. He held his arms out and I walked into his embrace. To hell with it, I couldn’t fight it anymore. I placed my head in the center of his chest, took in the sweet smell of his cologne, and exhaled.I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing…but it feels so good.




“India”—he kissed me in the center of my head—“I know I can’t compete with Mr. Marcus, but let’s just play it by ear.”




“Be quiet,” I chuckled, my head still lying against his chest, feeling his heart beat. “I just don’t know, Devin. I feel a new type of baby-mama-drama coming from this. Not to mention some young ex-girlfriend bullshit.”




“I can take care of my mother…and as far as ex-girlfriends, I’m good. All of my ex-girlfriends are checked.” He started rubbing my back.




“Yeah sure. Your mother told me and half of the teachers’ room about the nineteen-year-old chick she had to check for you—”




“Let me stop you right there. I’m a man; my mother didn’t have to check anybody for me. I put the girl in her place; she didn’t catch the hint, and kept calling the house.”




“Yeah, and that’s when Joan got involved. And if I’m not mistaken, Tracy even told the girl how she would stomp a mud hole in her ass. I…don’t have time to be battling with a nineteen-year-old lil’ girl. At nineteen you’re still breaking out car windows and shit. Trust me, my things are expensive, and if she’s tries to get fly and break up my shit, I’ma drag her ass.”




“Damn”—he kissed me again—“I ain’t fuckin’ wit’ yo’ gangstah.” He laughed, “But naw, baby, it’s not like that. She’s in check.” I could feel his warm fingertips massaging my waist. I closed my eyes because as confident as I was with my body, a part of me still wished these love handles didn’t exist.




“You feel so good, India,” he said, acting as if my love handles were no problem. “I have to be honest with you,” he said, now feeling on my ass. “When I saw you the other day I was checking for you hard as hell.”




“Really?”




“Hell, yeah. I went as far as asking my mother were you single.”




“You did?” I said, faking my surprise. “What did she say?”




“She said…”—he hesitated—“that you…were a sweet young lady.”




“She didn’t say I was too old for you?”




“Not really, but let’s not talk about that. Let’s talk about us right now.”




“Devin,” I said, looking up at him and stepping out of his embrace, “this is the second time you’ve mentioned ‘us.’ What ‘us’? Let’s be for real. I’m thirty-six years old. I’m single and I have no children. I’m tired of being alone and I don’t wanna be like this for another ten years, while I wait on you to be the right age to be settled with a baby. I’m not trying to satisfy myself for the here and now. And I don’t want my heart broken again. Hell, I did that shit already. It’s about to be a new year and I have to be true to myself, and playing around, screwing you, dealing with a nineteen-year-old ex-girlfriend, and hiding out from your mother is not exactly what I had planned for two thousand six.”




“First of all, India, how are you going to plan my life? Have you asked me what I want? Have you asked me if I want children, want to be married, or are you assuming that because I’m twenty-three with a big dick that I wanna fuck all the time. Give me some credit. I’m young, but I’m grown and I’m diggin’ the hell outta you. I can’t marry my mother and I don’t want a baby with a nineteen-year-old freak. Any brothah you meet, you’ll have to spend time with him…well, give me that same opportunity and get to know me. Don’t be so scared, I might turn out to be who you’ve been looking for.”




He reached for my hand and pulled me back into his embrace. He started running his fingertips up and down the small of my back, whispering in my hair, “Just take a chance…this once…I promise not to disappoint.” Oh God, I was melting. I looked up at him and what I saw was a man. A man that I could one day call my own…. He held his head down and started sucking on my bottom lip, pulling it in and out of his mouth. My nipples were hard and my legs were trembling. I could feel my juices soaking my panties and I swear to you, I felt like the sky in a thunderstorm.All of this thumping in my coochie cannot be healthy!




I’m not sure how my pants became unzipped, but I know that his thumb was causing me to spasm as he pressed it against my clit.




“It’s so warm and thick,” he whispered, bending his head down lower and kissing the cleavage showing through my V-neck. Don’t ask me why, but I started standing on my tippytoes, making sure he was able to kiss all of it. My whole body was throbbing. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. “It feels so good…baby.” I moaned.




“You want me to stop?”




I couldn’t breathe. He was circling his fingers in and out of my slit. I thought I would die. This has to be illegal…I think its called jailbait…but in a minute I’ma be climbing the wall.




“You want me to stop?” he asked, softly, while pulling my sweater over my head.




My mind kept saying,You need to stop…, but my body said,Fuck that, we’ve been horny for months.




He pulled my pants down and I stepped out of them. He picked me up and placed me on the center island. Gently, opening my legs, he said, “I’ve asked you twice if you wanted me to stop.” He was standing between my legs and looking me in the eyes.




“Don’t stop,” I moaned, my legs shaking and my head feeling as if it would explode. “Please don’t stop.”




“What do you want me to do…to you?” He was bending down, taking his tongue and teasing my clit with it. “Tell me.”




“I want you…,” I said nervously, “to make love to me….”




“You sure?”




“Yes…only if you want to…”




He took his tongue and pushed it inside of me. Taking his tongue out and sucking on my inner thigh, he asked, “Do you want me to make love to you?”




“I think so…Just don’t stop…Don’t ever stop….”I can’t believe that I’m being this easy….




“I won’t stop, baby, I promise I won’t.” He started kissing me and I pulled his hoody and wife-beater off in one sweep. His pecks were hard, chiseled, and buffed, resembling fudge mountains, and his nipples, their beautiful peaks. He pulled down his pants and his dick was a chocolate log. Long and thick, with a slight crook at the tip. Immediately chills trampled through me. I could only imagine the callaloo of pain and pleasure that was to follow. I lay back on the counter, threw both of my legs over Devin’s shoulders…and I swear ’fore God, I was dick-delivered to the moon….




 




By the time the night ended, my ass had been stretched all over the center island, the kitchen table, the couch, the floor, the bathroom sink, blindfolded and tied to the bedpost. All of this don’t make no damn sense. And not once did I use a condom. What was I thinking? I am too old to be this stupid! Now, I’m fucked both literally and figuratively. Devin has me wanting to do more than buy him sneakers, I’ma cook for his ass. Fry him some chicken, some fish, and some collard greens. I’ma ask him does he like grits and eggs, and believe me, I’ma cook that too. I must be under a spell. I have never been with a man that makes me want to buy him groceries. I should’ve never listened to Jill Scott’s new song, because now I feel like I’ll do whatever he ask me to. I’ma treat him like he’s a sleeveless shirt during a heat wave.




I swear I’m addicted to what his dick did. I need counseling…Joan is going to cuss…my ass…the fuck out! I have to call Tracy.




Devin and I were lying in the bed. I turned over, kissed him on the forehead, and unwrapped the arm that he had thrown over me. Just to make sure this was real, I peeked under the covers. Goddamn, even with it being soft, all ten inches were still intact. This don’t make no sense.




When I got in the bathroom, I called Tracy. The ‘rent-free live-in’ answered the phone. I wanted to hang up because I absolutely could not stand his ass. “Hi,” I said dryly, “sorry for calling so early, but is Tracy up?”




“You can’t ask me how I’m doin’? Huh, Ms. India? Is it too much for you to say, ‘Ju-Ju, how you feelin’?’ After all,you callin’my house at seven o’clock in the goddamn morning!”




Is he drunk?“How are you? Fine,” I said, answering my own question. “That’s wonderful, now put Tracy on the phone.”




“Smart ass!…Tracy! High saddity on the phone.”




“Hey, girl,” Tracy said, taking the phone from Ju-Ju. “You know this niggah here. If you ain’t from South Twelfth Street, then you gotta be high saddity. I swear, I can’t stand his ass. As soon as I get off the phone with you, I’ma slide him! And that’s on my word.”




“Tracy,” I whispered, cutting her off. “I fucked him.”




“Oh hell no you didn’t!” She laughed. “You got some of that young dick? Oh, you gon’ be turned out! I’ma have to find me a mini-ma’fucker to turn me the hell out. A bitch’s pussy is achin’ fa sho’. Don’t leave out no details. I gotta live vicariously through this piece of dick. Was it long and skinny, or short and fat? Did it have a crook in it? Or was it a souljah, stood straight up, and hit you off with a salute? Hell, is he circumcised?”




“Tracy!”




“Okay, I know that’s a bit much,” she said apologetically. “Well, just tell me this, did he find the G-spot?”




“Girl,” I said, getting hot all over again, “he found three G-spots.”




“Hot damn! Oh, it’s on, it’s on, it’s on. Did you give the lil’ mofo some head?”




“No…not yet.”




“Good, don’t. This is what you do: fuck the shit out of him this morning. Front, back, and sideways. Then go in the bathroom, get a warm cloth, come back and wash the dick off, this way homes ain’t gotta move. And then you suck all the cum out of it. I’m telling you that shit works better than puttin’ roots on his ass. I promise you, he’ll lose his mind. Ain’t no young bitch gon’ ever be able to come behind that.”




“Tracy, this man got me going so bad that I want to take the oranges in my kitchen and squeeze him some fresh juice.”




“Dang, India, it’s like that? Oh, you fucked all the way up. Girl, I miss them days. Ju-Ju use to lay it down. Now he stays broke and as far as I’m concerned a broke niggah got a flat-ass dick. Humph, my pussy stays dry when a broke ass is lying in my bed and late notices are on my kitchen table. Something about that just don’t turn me on. India, see if homes got a lil’ friend. Hell, I’ll go to the prom. Ain’t no shame in my game….”




I looked in the mirror while Tracy went on and on.AHHHH!!!! Oh no, this cannot be real. I have three hickeys on my neck. Three big ones. Tears filled my eyes.This is some real live teenager shit. I’m thirty-six, with hickeys on my neck. “Tracy, please!” I yelled so that she would shut up.




“What’s wrong with you? You can’t be pregnant that fast.”




“No! I have three hickeys on my neck! I can’t believe this. Hickeys!”




“Chile, please. You acting like your period is late. I say, work it out girl! Do that shit. Hey, India—”




“What?!” I snapped, disgusted that she didn’t seem to understand.




“Don’t stop get it-get it!”




“Bye, Tracy…I’ll talk to you on Monday.” And I hung up.




 




“What’s up?” Devin said, as I walked back into my bedroom, my robe wrapped around me like a cyclone. “You want me to leave?”




“Leave?” I asked, surprised. “Why would you say that? Why would I want you to leave?”




“Because…I know we got caught up last night…and I thought since I woke up this morning, greeted by a cold sheet, that maybe you wanted me to bounce.”




He was sitting on the edge of the bed, with his boxers and wife-beater on. I sat next to him and crossed my legs. I really wanted to throw them across his lap, but being a horny old freak is what put me in this predicament in the first place.




“I…don’t know what the hell that was last night,” I said, caressing the side of his face, “but I like you. I mean I really like you…but I’m also real insecure about this.”




“Well, India, I don’t know what to tell you. I’m feeling you. I like you. I want to spend time with you. But all I can be is me. I don’t have time to prove myself to you. Now,” he said, looking me dead in the eyes, “either you wit’ it or you ain’t. Either you can roll or not. Because just like last night, I was twenty-three then and I’m twenty-three now.”




“I know, sweetie. I know.”




“Well then,” he said with a serious look. “Wassup? You wanna chill with me or not?”




“Tell me,” I said, lying back on the bed and pulling him on top of me, “if this saysyes…”




 




Joan has called Devin all day long and in between those times, she’s been ringing my phone. Tomorrow is Sunday and I hope she skips her miserable ass to church.




“India,” Devin said while taking fresh clothes out of his gym bag, “what do you have planned for the new year? Are you cooking anything?”




I almost swallowed the damn cigarette I was smoking. I wanted to sayHell no, won’t be no black-eyed peas or collard greens, but then again, I would cook them for him. “Why, you want some collards, honey?”




“No,” he laughed, “I want to take you out. Maybe a nice bed-and-breakfast. Sit out on the balcony and watch the new year come in. How does that sound?”




“Like I’ma come back pregnant. That’s how it sounds. Now look, let’s talk about that later. But for now, tell me something about you that I don’t know.”




“My middle name”—he smiled—“is Leroy. Devin Leroy Johnson.”




“That’s some serious Mac Daddy shit.”




“Oh, you cracking on me?” He laughed. “And what’s your middle name—Johnnie-Mae or Johnnie-Faye. You know how y’all do.”




“Y’all?”




“Country mugs.” He fell out laughing.




“Country?” I chuckled. “Oh funny, for your information, my middle name is Talani.” He sat down in my Queen Anne recliner; I nicely walked over and mushed him in the forehead. As I went to walk away, he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me into his lap. “Don’t be a punk.” He started tickling me.




“Okay, okay,” I laughed, “I give up. I give up.”




He stopped tickling me. “India, let’s go to the movies.”




I placed my head on his shoulder. “And see what?”




“Claudine.”




“Claudine?”I lifted my head off his shoulder, and looked at him surprised. “With James Earl Jones and Diahann Carroll?”




“Yeah.” He was twirling his fingers through my hair. “James Earl Jones, or better yet Mr. Roop was the man.”




“The man? Let’s not forget how, in the movie, he owed child support, not to mention he didn’t even see his kids.”




“He took care of Claudine’s army.”




“He sure did, which made his shit even worse. Does it make sense that he would take care of Claudine’s six kids and not his own?”




“India, you don’t know what the man was going through.”




I threw my head back, like I was going to faint. “Spare me, please…. Anyway, where the hell are we going to seeClaudine on Thanksgiving weekend in two thousand five?”




“In the Village. It’s a small cinema that shows black classics. I’ve always wanted to go.”




“Are you trying to be funny?” I twisted my lips. “Taking me to see some old-ass movie?”




“India, be quiet.” He chuckled. “Now get up and let’s get dressed.”




Before we left for the movies, I seduced him into taking a steamy shower with me.




 




We took the train to the Village and walked from the subway to the movies. I hadn’t had this much fun in a long time. We talked, held hands, and kissed in public. We shared secrets, desires, and even some fears.




After we left the movies and were standing on the corner waiting for a cab, there was guy who tried to slide me his number. Had I been ten years younger, I would’ve taken the shit, just to get my playgirl on. But this time I didn’t. I waved my hand and pointed to Devin. Now, on the real, that shit made a diva feel good. At first, I was feeling a little funny, as if people thought I was Devin’s older sister, or worse, his mother. But ole boy, the one that tried to hit on me, squashed all of that.




“I saw ole boy try to slide you his number,” Devin said, as he hailed us a cab.




I snapped my fingers. “Ole boy—ole boy—” I wanted to giggle, I was so happy that he actually peeped the shit. Kept him on his toes.




We got in the cab and Devin told the cabby the Uptown address of Amy Ruth’s, the restaurant where we were going. Then he looked at me. “India, don’t play me. I peeped the whole thing.”




“Then why didn’t you say something?” I asked.




“I wanted to see what you were going to do.”




“And?”




“And you respected your man, that’s ‘and.’ That’s what you were supposed to do. You did well.”




“I did well? Ha! You are so funny.”




“Be quiet,” he said, pressing his lips against mine. “And give me a kiss.”




 




Okay, it’s Monday and he’s gone. Thank God. I haven’t fucked this much in a weekend since I was seventeen, my parents went on vacation, and left me home alone. How am I going to face Joan, knowing that I’ve been dropping hot coochie moves on her baby? Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if I didn’t like him…so much. But I’m feeling the hell out of him. I keep thinking about him and the smell of his cologne is buried in my nose. When his name rings in my head, I get butterflies.Do you know the last time I had butterflies? I am so screwed….




When I got to work and went in the office to sign in, the first person I saw was Joan. Thank God, I wore my orange mock turtleneck and matching leather blazer. At least the turtleneck would hide the hickeys. “Look at you, Ms. India”—Joan smiled—“you’re glowing.”




“Oh, girl,” I said, feeling guilty as hell, “this ole thing. I’ve had this turtleneck forever, and this denim skirt…well, I’ll admit the slanted, fringe-bottom hemline does set it all off.”




“And those three-inch, square-toed boots you have on are bangin’,” Tracy chimed in, winking her eye.




“No,” Joan said, looking me up and down, “it’s not the clothes, although your outfit is nice. It’s something about you. Did you cut your hair? That flip is sharp.”




“Ain’t it though,” Tracy added, standing at her desk with school records in her hand. “Turn around, India. Let us feel the ambiance of what you have on.”




In a minute I’ma slap Tracy. She’s lucky the principal’s door is open; otherwise, I would cold-cop her ass!




“Turn around, India,” Joan urged.




I turned around so they could get a quick view and leave me the hell alone. “India,” Joan said, walking up close to me, “turn back around.”




“Oh goodness, Joan,” I huffed, turning around again.




“Now stay still,” she said, my back facing her. “Tracy, come here.” Joan placed her hand at the nape of my neck and pushed the back of my head forward. “Is this what I think it is?”




“What?” I asked, agitated. “What is it?”




“That ain’t nothin’, Joan,” Tracy said. From the sound of her voice, I could tell she was lying. If she starts stuttering, I know something’s up. “It-it-it’s just a blemish.”




“What is it?” I asked, concerned. “Tell me.”




“Just be still,” Joan said sternly. Then she laughed. “You have one, two…three hickeys on the back of your neck.”




I almost passed out. How in the hell did I get three hickeys on the back of my neck? I can’t believe this. I was walking around here with six hickeys on me—three in the front and three in the back—telling all my damn business!And hickeys on the back of my neck? Hell, I might as well have worn a sign that said,ASK ME HOW TO DO IT DOGGY-STYLE . “All right, that’s enough,” I said, wiggling away from Joan and Tracy. I turned around and grabbed my purse. Took out my MAC concealer and press powder and handed it to Tracy. “Tracy, cover this up. And hurry before one of these lil’ nosy teachers comes in here.”




“So,” Joan said, as Tracy started covering the hickeys up, “who is he?”




“Would you lower your voice? It’s nobody,” I said tight-lipped.




“Oh, you’re holding out on me?” She frowned.




“Joan,”Tracy stressed, putting the finishing touches on the hickeys. “I’m sure she wants to keep some things private.”




“Private?” I could tell Joan’s feelings were hurt.




“Okay, Joan,” I sighed, “I’ll tell you. But you can’t react in any kind of way. We are at work and this is a school.”Let me see how I can drop some hints about Devin and me. “Well, Joan, the other day when I came to your house—”




“Mr. Marcus,” Tracy interrupted, slightly nudging me in the back, “was in the car and he did it. I told this chile,” she said, stepping to the side and pointing to me, “to leave that dirty old man alone. Stop feeding him and letting him in her house. He’s like a stray fuckin’ cat once you feed him, you can’t get rid of him. I told her to let his old ass roam the parking lot.”




Mr. Marcus? Is this bitch crazy?




“I know you’re lying,” Joan said, catching an attitude. “Keep yo’ lil’ secrets. I don’t need to know!” She threw her right shoulder forward and stormed out of the office.




“What the hell is wrong with you?” I turned to Tracy. The office was starting to get full with a few other teachers coming to sign in.




“What’s wrong with me!” she snapped, tight-lipped and smiling as one of the teachers walked by. “I know damn well you weren’t going to tell her that you were sluttin’ it up with her son all weekend, were you?”




“I was going to try.”




“Is something wrong?” the vice principal, who’d just walked into the office, asked us. “Ms. Parker, Ms. Greene, is everything okay?”




“Everything’s fine. Just fine,” Tracy and I said simultaneously.




“I was just telling Ms. Parker,” Tracy said, “about my daughter’s school play.”




“Oooh,” the vice principal said, “how nice.” She turned and walked out of the office.




“If I were you,” Tracy said, with her eyes bulged and her lips tight, “I would keep quiet. Those three hickeys on the back of your neck don’t leave much to the imagination, Ms. Hit it from the back! Don’t be the cause of you and Joan falling out.”




“Bye, Tracy,” I snapped, pissed off. “I have to go and pick up my students from the auditorium.




 




I am so not here today. Every five minutes Devin is running through my mind. My students must think I’m crazy. I’ve loaded them up with more work than I know they can do all because I don’t want to be bothered—I can’t take this. I’m going to cut him off. We’re done, over with. This is too much of a risk. Along with losing my friend, I can’t take the chance of having my heart broken by a twenty-three-year-old. I looked at the clock and it was twelve thirty. Oh good, lunchtime.




“Come on, class. Let’s get ready for lunch.”




I took my students to the cafeteria and dragged myself to the teachers’ room. I was not in the mood to be grilled in the smoke pits of the educated brothel, but I knew it was coming. When I walked in, Joan was drinking a Diet Coke and having a smoke while Tracy was eating a salad. Immediately Joan huffed and rolled her eyes.




“Don’t be mad at me,” I said to Joan, sitting down to eat my sandwich. “Tracy was the one who said it.”




“Yeah, but you have the hickeys.” Joan took a drag, “And I want to know from who? And I hope not another woman’s husband; you know how I feel about that.”




“Naw,” Tracy said. “It sure ain’t from somebody’s husband.”




“Well, who is he?” Joan insisted on knowing.




“He’s just a guy,” I said.




“A guy?” Joan smirked. “Is he a sugar daddy or a tender roni. Tell me.”




“A tender roni.” Tracy laughed, with spit flying out of her mouth.




I shot her such a look that I was hoping she could tell I wanted to punch her in the face.




“I’m just playing,” she said, taking up a forkful of salad. “I don’t know who he is.”




“India,” Joan nagged. “Are you going to tell me or what?”




“Okay, listen. And I have to tell it quick, because the second period lunch teachers will be in here any minute.”




“I’m all ears,” Joan said.




Tracy’s eyes were popped open, as if she didn’t know what to expect.




“I met a guy on BlackPlanet.com.” I sighed, hanging my head low.




“You did what?” Tracy asked. I couldn’t tell whether she was surprised or embarrassed.




I shot her ass the evil eye. “Oh yeah,” Tracy said, now playing along. “Black Planet. Uhmm hmm. But I’ll tell you this, that shit don’t work. I posted Ju-Ju an ad last month and not one person responded.”




“Ju-Ju? Why would you place Ju-Ju an ad?” I asked, with a confused look on my face. “What did it say?”




“It said, ‘He might not pay no rent, but he got a big dick. Please come get him. Signed, Wanted out by the New Year.’ ”




“Oh please.” Joan frowned, taking a sip of her soda. “I have to admit I’ve even been a little curious about internet dating myself. I’m just so tired of chasing Devin Senior around that I don’t know what to do. The last time I jumped out a bush, I sprained my ankle and it wasn’t even him. I’m just about done. Plus D.J.’s grown. And guess what? He stayed out all weekend with some tramp.”




“Tramp?”I was offended. “Is that the nicest thing you can call the girl?”




“Yes, it is, because she’s a ho. Any lil’ girl that drops her drawls for a man all weekend is a no-good hussietramp. And she needs to be slapped!”




“And if the girl is a tramp,” I snapped, “what does that make him?”




“It makes him a man. Now please tell us about Mr. Black Planet and don’t spare any details. I have to hear this. Start by telling us his name and then describe him. This way we can get the visual going.” She crossed her legs and smiled. Tracy sat back and shook her head.




“His name…”—I hesitated—“was Faraad.”Yeah that’s it. “Faraad.”




“How old is he?” Joan asked.




“Uhh…twenty-nine.”




“Oh hell, a young thang. You go, girl! But one word of advice: be sure you screw him real good before you meet the mama. This way your coochie will have already taken control and nothing the old broad says will make a difference.”




“But first you have to slide him the dick test.” Tracy laughed. “Before you go and meet the mama. Because if he fails, he’s not a keeper.”




“The dick test?” I frowned.




“Yes, the dick test,” Tracy confirmed. “It goes like this: you wait for him to go to sleep, then you unbuckle his pants or dip your hands in the slit of his boxers, whichever one, and you proceed to hit him off with some head. If the shit stays soft in your mouth for longer than ten seconds, it’s a soggy dick. Cut him off.”




“Why?” Joan asked.




“Why?” Tracy looked surprised. “That’s the sign of a weak dick. Trust me. Put ten years on him and his ass’ll be needing Viagra.”




“You are crazy!” I fell out laughing. “But you two can slow down, because I don’t think I’ll be seeing Black Planet anymore.”




“Why not?” Joan asked concerned.




“Well if you would let me finish,” I said.




“Okay, go ahead.” Joan frowned, lighting another cigarette. “First tell us what his ad said.”




“It said, ‘Hi, I’m a black, twenty-nine-year-old businessman, looking for the perfect one. If any of you ladies fit the bill, hit me up.’ Well…I hit him up—”




“Where’d you meet…? Wait…wait…” Joan interrupted. “Did you talk on the phone first?”




“Dang, Joan.” I sighed,I need me a few minutes to get this lie together, and she’s rushing me! “I’ll get to that…. We started emailing each other and then we spoke on the phone.”




“How long?” she pressed.




“Almost a month ago.”




“When did you get to see him?”




“On Black Friday.”




“That’s why I didn’t get my damn camera,” she complained.




“You want me to tell the story or not?” I snapped.




“Go on.”




“Okay, he invited me to come and see him. He said that he was closing early and giving his employees half a day off.”




“His employees?” Joan smiled. “I’m impressed.”




“Me too,” Tracy added. “Damn, his ass was really runnin’ shit, huh?”




“Anyway”—I rolled my eyes—“I jumped in my car and drove over to 155 Chancellor Avenue in Irvington, the address of where he worked. Now, truthfully it’s been a while since I’ve been up by Valley Fair, so I really didn’t know the area that well anymore. When I got in the vicinity of 152, 153, and so on, I couldn’t find 155 anywhere. There was a Wendy’s, an ice cream parlor, an African braiding shop, and a liquor store. Still, no 155. I decided to stop in the ice cream parlor and was told that 155 was next door.”




“Don’t tell me, the African braiding shop?” Joan frowned.




“Oh hell no.” Tracy sighed.




“Oh hell yes.” I rolled my eyes. “He was braiding his ass off! Doing double-strand twist and the whole shit. I couldn’t believe it. And I knew it was him because he had his name designed on the side of his head, looking like a tired-ass K-Solo.”




“That’s a hot-ghetto-ass-mess!” Tracy was so pissed that I think she forgot this was a lie. “His ass sittin’ up there,” she continued, “with Ampro gel slapped on the back of his hand. I can hear him now: ‘What you want, human or synthetic?’ ”




“I hope you turned around and went home, India,” Joan said.




“Joan,” Tracy chimed in, “how could she have gone home and she has hickeys on her neck? You gotta stop being so easy, India. I mean, really.”




“Shut up,” I snarled at her. I turned back to Joan. “I almost talked myself into leaving, but before I could do that,” I said, taking a bite of my sandwich, “I noticed that he was fine.”




“How fine?” Joan asked.




“Girl, he was every bit six-one, six-packed down, light mustache, shadow beard, with a tap of Hershey’s dark chocolate in his skin.”




“Damn,” Joan interrupted, “he sounds fine-ass hell. Sort of puts me in the mind of D.J.”




“That’s exactly what I was thinking.” Tracy chuckled.




“Anyway,” I continued with the story, “I looked at him and said, ‘Jahaad, do you know who I am?’ ”




“Jahaad?” Joan said, puzzled. “I thought his name was Faraad?”




“Oh yeah.” I sighed, trying to keep up with this lie. “Girl, you know I forget at times….”My nose should be a foot fuckin’ long. I don’t even remember half of what I’ve said, and now I’m sitting here with a dumb look on my face because I can’t remember if I told them that I stayed in the salon or he came out to the car. Oh, God, please help me out of this lie. “So we were in his car,” I continued.




“The car?” Joan interrupted. “I thought you were in the braiding shop? Isn’t that what she said, Tracy?”




“Humph,” Tracy grunted. “Don’t even start me to lying. Damn if I can remember.”




“Ms. Parker, Ms. Parker.”A voice came through the intercom.“Please report to the office.” Thank you Jesus. I wiped my brow. “Excuse me, ladies.”




Joan and Tracy are so damn nosy. Why are they following me to the office?




“Ms. Parker,” the parent coordinator said, as I walked in the office, “these were just delivered for you.”




She handed me a long white box with a red bow wrapped around it, and a small card tucked on the side of the bow. Joan and Tracy were standing so close behind me, I was sure the heat from their breath would melt all the black off me. I turned around. “Could you two step back? Thank you.”




They stepped back and I opened the card. It read:






I can’t stop thinking about you; thoughts of you are constantly on my mind. When you open the box, just know that track 11 is my dedication to you.




Mac Daddy







Mac Daddy?I thought.Who is—oh my goodness—Devin? Where did he get Mac Daddy from? He is so silly . I completely forgot that I teased about his name being some serious Mac Daddy shit. I started blushing and laughing at the same time. I opened the box. Oh my goodness, a dozen long-stemmed red roses! And a Jill Scott CD. I have this CD already. Oh Lord, track number 11, “Whatever,” is my favorite song!




“Tracy!” I yelled. “He wants some collard greens!” I held up the CD. “Track number eleven!”




Tracy fell out laughing. “And some chicken wings.” She started singing, “ ‘Do you want some fish and grits? I’ll hurry and go get it…’ ”




“What in the world is wrong with you two?” Joan said, like we were crazy. I looked around and the entire office, including the principal, was staring at us as if we had lost our minds. “Oh, sorry,” we said simultaneously. The principal shook his head and walked back into his office. Everyone else resumed doing their jobs. Since I had about ten more minutes left of my lunch, I went upstairs to my classroom. Of course, the two groupies were behind me.




“India,” Joan said, as soon as we got into the room, “there’s another card attached to the back of that CD.”




Before I could flip the CD over to get the card, Joan snatched it off, “Let me see.” She ripped it open. “What is this?” She started reading it aloud:






Now that you’ve laughed at my silliness, there’s a more serious dedication in the box for you. Track number six.




Forever, D.







I don’t know who reached for the box faster, Tracy or me. I snatched the box into my arms and then I took the card out of Joan’s hand. “Stop it!” I growled.




“Who the hell is D?” Joan asked. “I thought Black Planet’s name was Jahaad.”




“It was Faraad,” Tracy corrected her.




“Whatever, but who is D?” Joan asked.




“Don’t worry about it.” I smiled, taking out the Carl Thomas CD that was tucked along the side of the box. I couldn’t think of what track number 6 was and my lunch period was over, so I couldn’t listen to it. “Joan, I think we have some children to pick up. And, Tracy”—I pointed toward the door—“Principal Britt will be looking for you in a minute.” I knew Joan was talking about me when she and Tracy walked out but I didn’t give a damn. I picked up my cell phone before I ran to the cafeteria to get my class, and called Devin.




‘ “This is Devin,” he said, answering his phone. He was sounding so astute that I could imagine him in a tailor-made Hugo Boss suit and Prada loafers.




“Is this a good time?” I hesitated.




“It’s always a good time for you. You get the flowers?”




“And the CDs.”




He laughed. “Make sure you listen to them.”




“I will.”




“I miss you,” he said.




“I miss you too.”




“I want to see you later,” he said.




“You don’t have to ask.”




“I’ll see you around seven.” And he hung up.




I really didn’t want to let him go, but I knew I needed to get back to work. I held the phone to my chest.Please God, let him be the one.




 




After work, I couldn’t get in my car fast enough. I told all the lil’ second-grade cock blockers I tutor after school they had to go home. “Ms. Parker has an emergency.” What I really wanted to say was, “You ain’t gotta go home but you gotta get the hell outta here. Ms. Parker’s waitin’ on a dingaling to sing her a lullaby!” But since they’re children, I gave them the G-rated version.




I started my engine up and slid in the Carl Thomas CDLet’s Talk About It, hit track number six, “Make It Alright,” and I felt like my whole body lit up. I can’t even lie, I felt lifted and I haven’t felt this lifted since I was in college, smoking hydro. I turned the volume up and listened to the words of the song. “ ‘Don’t have to look no further…/ I’m just here to love ya….’ ” Oh God, he was really listening to me this weekend. He heard me when I told him, “I’m tired of being alone…and I don’t want my heart broken…again…. It’s about to be anew year and I want new things….” I thought he would be turned off, but he’s not.I must be in Heaven. I looked over at the box of roses on my front seat, smiled, and started singing at the top of my lungs. I think cloud nine drove me home.




As soon as I pulled in the parking lot, I saw Mr. Marcus.




“Hey, Indian.” He waved. “I was just coming to see you.”




“For what, Mr. Marcus?” I said, getting out of my car.




“I was coming to see if we were gonna get this New Year’s thing poppin’.”




“What New Year’s thing?” I frowned, opening my front door.




“The smoke machines,” he insisted, while following me into the house. “Remember, we ’spose to set it off for two thousand and six. Remember, ain’t no party like a Marcus Robinson party? You done forgot that quick?”




“Mr. Marcus”—I dropped my bags on the couch, hung up my coat, and kicked my boots into the closet—“I never agreed on any type of smoke machine, Christmas, New Year’s Eve, or any other kind of party with you.”




He closed the front door and leaned back against it. “Youngblood done left ya?” he asked, smacking his lips. “That’s what this is about? He threw you on that island’s countertop, didn’t he? You wrapped them big legs around him and he did all kinda freaky thangs to you, didn’t he?”




How does he know that?




“Oh baby,”Mr. Marcus whined, shaking his body down to the floor and coming back up again.“Don’t stop, don’t ever-ever-ever stop. That’s what you said to him, didn’t you?”




“Mr. Marcus,” I snapped, with my hands on my hips. “I know you weren’t looking in my damn window!”




“Indian, I don’t do them thangs. Sandy Jones was the one lookin’. She told me that she saw it all. She said that one time you were even hanging off the edge of the counter, with one leg on the side of his face and the other one damn near touching the floor. Now that’s what I call wide open, Indian.”




I cannot believe this shit. I knew I should’ve shut the blinds! The entire fuckin’ town house complex probably saw me gettin’ my freak on.




“You’se a freaky-deaky lil’ thang. I like that.” Mr. Marcus moved my bags out of his way, sat his bald-headed ass on my couch, and crossed his legs. “You got a cigarette, Indian?”




“No!” I snapped.




“Don’t lie to an old man, now. I see the cigarettes sticking out your purse right there.”




“Take the whole goddamn pack, Mr. Marcus!”




“You got an attitude, Indian?” he said, taking the cigarettes and then reaching back into my purse for the pack of matches.




“In-di-a!”I yelled,“In-di-a! In…di…a! Don’t call me a fuckin’Indian no more!”




“Ain’t no need for you to get mad, like I told you before, I’ma grown ass man, dawg,” he said, taking a drag. “If you want me to leave, all you gotta tell me is, ‘Bust a move, Mr. Marcus. Bust a ma’fuckin’ move.’ Now, truthfully, you ain’t got no reason to be mad. Sandy Jones the one who should be pissed.”




“Mr. Marcus, I don’t even know Sandy Jones.”




“You don’t know Sandy?” he asked, perplexed with his eyes squinted tight. “Humph. Well, she sho’ ’nough know you. Front, back, and side. That’s why she’s jacked up now. Called me over there. Lured me with some smothered pork chops, knowing damn well I ain’t ’spose to eat pork. And the next thing I know, her old ass is spread-eagle on the countertop! Blew my mind, Indian! Blew my mind.”




I couldn’t believe this. “What did you do?”




“Hell, I showcased some skills. I put it down, ya heard. This old freak ain’t had no action since his wife died. Hell, Sandy had them legs open—and she’s a big girl so she had that extra meat smack-dab in the middle of her thighs—I snuggled my ass in between there, my pants and my briefs around my ankles, my socks pulled up to my knees, and her legs thrown over my shoulders. Now, Indian, Big Daddy was taxin’ it. Tearin’ that ass up like it was a part-time job!”




“Yeah, one you’ve been laid off from,” I mumbled.




“What you say, Indian?”




“Nothing.” I was sick to my stomach. I thought I would die, just envisioning his wrinkled ass stroking somebody.




“Well, let me tell you what happened next.” He took a pull of his cigarette and blew the smoke from the corner of his mouth. “She got mad.”




“Why’d she get mad, Mr. Marcus?”




“’Cause after five minutes, I was done. I’m sixty-six years old. What the hell I look like? I need my damn energy. She’s lucky she even got up on Big Daddy. Well, she put me out and told me not to ever come back. You should’ve seen her. Now imagine she gonna put me out, and she got more bullet holes in her ass—”




“Bullet holes?”




“Yeah,” he said. “She got dents in her ass. I call ’em bullet holes and she got more of ’em than a shootin’ range board. She really oughta be glad that I even came near that.”




“Okay, I’ve heard enough. Mr. Marcus you should be ashamed of yourself! An old man like you gettin’ ya freak on, and on top of somebody’s island where they put their food on!”




“You got nerve Indian—”




“Bust a move, Mr. Marcus, bust a ma’fuckin’ move!” I pointed to the door. “Go home.”




“Bust a move, huh?” Mr. Marcus said, shocked, while standing up. “Marcus Robinson got to leave?”




“That’s what I said.” I knew I was hurting his feelings but he had worked my last nerve. I’d find him tomorrow and apologize but as for now I wanted him out. I opened the front door and Devin was standing there with his finger on the bell. He was looking so good that I wanted to place a red bow on his head and save him for Christmas. He had on a pleated and cuffed pair of camel-colored dress pants. The cuff of his pants fell slightly over his Prada loafers. He also had on a thick ecru-colored, braided turtleneck, with a long brown cashmere trench coat. Devin looked so good that I wasn’t even mad with Mr. Marcus anymore.




“Hey, baby,” he said, giving me a kiss on the lips. Don’t ask me why but I had to fight with my legs so they wouldn’t gap open.




“You’re early,” I said, giving him a hug and taking in the smell of his cologne.




“I know. I hustled a little and the train was on time. So I was able to run home, get my truck, and come straight here.”




“You should’ve brought clothes for the night.” I winked. “I would’ve made sure you got to work on time.”




“You never know.”




“Never know what?” Mr. Marcus interrupted. Damn, I almost forgot he was standing here. “Didn’t I tell you to bust a move?”




“Oh, you just gonna do me dirty? Here I’ve been good to you all these years and this is what you do to me?”




What did he say?“Mr. Marcus, please. Don’t try and make it seem like we were a couple.”




“So what was I? A booty call?”




“Bust a move,” I snapped. “Bust a ma’fuckin’ move!”




“It’s all good,” Mr. Marcus said, walking out the door. “Youngblood,” he called to Devin. “That’s yo’ black Expedition?”




“Yeah,” Devin said. “What about it?”




“Make sure don’t no lights get knocked out!”




“He’s kidding, right?” Devin said, as Mr. Marcus hopped along. “That was a joke?”




“Don’t worry about Mr. Marcus,” I said, kissing him softly.




“What should I worry about?” he said, responding to my kisses and closing the front door behind him.




“Me?” I leaned over the arm of the couch and pulled him with me. I thought we would’ve landed on the cushions, but we rolled to the floor. “Damn, baby, don’t attack me.” He laughed.




“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I said.




He was lying flat on the floor and I was straddled across his lap. He sat up a little and took his coat off. He lay back down on the floor and I pulled his sweater off him, revealing his glued-tight wife-beater. He pulled me close to his chest as I went to unbuckle his pants. “I want to talk to you,” he said, his hands palmed on my behind.




“About what?”




“Do you think it’s possible to love someone after just a weekend of being with them?”




Did he say “love”?“Why, Devin?” I asked with a serious face.




“Because that’s how I feel.”




“Are you for real?”




“I’m as real as it gets.” We both sat up, but I was still straddled across him. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” he said, looking directly in my eyes. “Hell, I even smell your perfume when you’re not around. I want to be with you all the time.”




“Love, Devin? I don’t know if this is love…already,” I said, shaking my head.




“Damn, India. Why do you have a time frame on love? Just go with it.”




“I don’t have a time frame. But it’s too soon.”I can’t believe we’re holding this conversation. I mean, I want to be in love and I want him to be the one…but I’m not sure if I’ll know what to do if I’m not by myself anymore. “Sweetie, I like you. I know that I miss you, I keep thinking about you. I get butterflies when I’m around you. But love you, after a weekend together? I’m not sure about that. This is the honeymoon stage. What happens a month from now, a year from now, when things change? And what about Joan?”




“I don’t want to talk about my mother,” he snapped.




“She’s a part of this.”




“See, that’s your problem,” he said sternly. “It’s too much about other people. My mother has her place and this ain’t it…at least not at this moment. Now, back to your question about what happens a month from now or a year from now. I can’t answer that and neither can you. We could be married and you could be pregnant in a year. Or we could part ways and never see each other again, after a month. But what I know is that right now what I feel is real…and I can’t imagine it going away.” He kissed me on the lips. “As bad as I want to make love to you, I say we don’t tonight. Let’s talk, nothing else.”




“Talk? We can talk in about an hour.”Shit, can’t he feel the pulse in my coochie racing? Humph, we can talk after I get a nut. Hell, I have been talking all day.




“No, we won’t talk and you know it. India, I’m feeling the hell out of you. And that’s real.” He was holding my face in the palms of his hands. “We have the rest of our lives to make love to each other. But I want to get to know you now.”




“Well, what do you want to know?” I said, getting off his lap and sitting with my knees hunched up to my chest.




“Tell me,” he said, sitting with his back to the couch. “What makes you smile, makes you cry, makes you laugh, and then tell me what you dream about the most. Afterward, we’ll go from there….”




“Okay, let’s see,” I said, sliding over and placing my head on his shoulder. “Where do we begin…?”




 




I watched him breathe for about an hour last night. He fell asleep with his head in my lap. I gently laid his head on the floor, unbuckled his pants, and hit him off with a 68. Now when he comes here after work, he owes me one—that’ll make it a nice and nasty 69. I called Tracy at six o’clock this morning after Devin left here to go to work.




“Tracy,” I whispered. Why I was whispering I don’t know, because nobody else was here but me.




“What, girly-girl? What happened? You saw me out last night with that bum niggah who lives down the street?”




Damn, Tracy sounds a lil’ rough this morning. I could’ve sworn she asked me about somebody who lives down the street.“What, Tracy?”




She cleared her throat, “Yeah, girl. Rasul Williams.” As she said that, her voice went high pitch and started to crack. That’s when I knew it wasn’t Tracy on the phone.“Ju-Ju! Get yo’ ass off the phone!” I yelled.Oh, I can’t stand his ass!




“How you know it was me?” He laughed.




“Anyway,” I said, ignoring him, “don’t you have to get ready for work? Oh, I forgot, you don’t have a job. Now put Tracy on the phone.”




“You gon’ get enough of calling my house all early in the morning. Tracy, Stuck-up on the phone.”




“Hey, girl,” Tracy said picking up the line.




“He’s crazy, Tracy. I swear he is.”




“I know, girl. Believe me, I know. Wassup? You drop it like it’s hot to your CDs last night?” She laughed.




“Girl, I think I’m in love.”




“In love?” I could tell she was smiling. “Oh shit, did he pass the dick test?”




“He passed it girl. I waited for him to fall asleep and I hit him off lovely. I was counting to ten in my head and by the time I got to three, my cheeks blew up like I had jawbreakers in my mouth!”




“Goddamn! That’s dangerous, that mofo’ll have you pregnant just by cumming down your throat.”




“Tracy, you are nasty!” I was disgusted.




“No I ain’t,” she snapped. “I’m just keepin’ it real. Another thing. Joan called me complaining last night about how D.J. stayed out again. She thinks he’s back to sneaking around with the nineteen-year-old hoochie.”




“Really?”




“Yeah, why don’t you call her house and hang up a few times, this way she’ll think it’s the nineteen-year-old for real.”




“Tracy, that nineteen-year-old is the least of my worries.”




“What’s your worry?” she asked.




“How can I be falling in love, not only with a twenty-three-year-old, but within a weekend? Am I crazy?”




“Girl, India, just let yourself go.”




“I can’t, Tracy, I just can’t.”




 




“Y’all know,” Joan said into a stream of smoke, “D.J.’s been out every night since Black Friday and yesterday made a month.” She twisted her lips and crossed her legs.




In the midst of Christmas shopping, Joan, Tracy, and I were having lunch at Papa Razzi, a restaurant inside the Mall at Short Hills. Truth be told, I wanted to slap Joan in the mouth. All she’d been doing was complaining about how Devin was never home anymore and how she couldn’t seem to catch up with Devin Senior either. It was on the tip of my tongue to say,Get the fuck over it, Joan. They’re both getting some ass, don’t you understand?




“India,” Joan said, taking a drag, “do you think I can get my digital camera back anytime soon? I found this receipt for a suite in the Embassy over in Manhattan and it’s got Devin Senior’s name on it.”




“How do you know it’s for him?” Tracy asked, circling her spaghetti around her fork. I kicked her under the table. “I mean, it’s a shame that he would do such a thing,” she said.




“Ain’t it though?” Joan complained. “But not to worry because I’ma pound this ma’fucker in the head this time. The Embassy Suites will never be the same. And I promise you that.”




“Joan,” I said, in between bites of my salmon, “Christmas is Saturday, take it down. Maybe he has something special planned for the two of you.”




“Girl, paleeze.” She rolled her eyes. “I know his ass and he’s a slick one. Trust me. Now D.J. is another one that’s working my nerves. At first, I thought he was sneaking around with the nineteen-year-old hoochie. But I don’t think so anymore. I think it’s a wrinkled-pussy old bitch he’s laid up with. The stank ass.”




Did she just call me a wrinkled-pussy old bitch?I looked at Tracy for confirmation and she was gagging on spaghetti. “Joan,” I snapped, “why does she have to be a wrinkled-pussy old bitch? Damn, that’s a lil’ harsh, wouldn’t you say?”




“No it’s not harsh, she’s a wrinkled…pussy…old…bitch, and when I catch her I’ma check her chin.”




I don’t think so.




“Let me tell you how I know she’s old,” Joan continued. “D.J.’s going to jazz clubs, all of a sudden he’s got silk boxers, fruity bath oils, and shit. The other day I found a Victoria’s Secret bag with some lingerie in it and it certainly wasn’t for me.”




“It wasn’t for him, was it?” Tracy snickered.




“Hell no—” slipped out my mouth. Joan looked at me like I was crazy. “I mean I hope not. He’s so endowed—meaning he’s so handsome. What I’m trying to say is that I hope he didn’t buy the shit for himself.”




“No, it wasn’t for him,” Joan assured us. “It was for some fat-ass heifer. I can’t remember the size, but if I wanted to I’m sure I could have used it for a lace comforter set.”




Oh no she didn’t! Hold me back, God, because in a few minutes I’ma drop-kick this bitch!“Joan, yo’ ass is being a bit extra,” I said, trying to talk myself into being calm. “Devin is grown and trust me, he’s far from being a little boy, so let it go. And just for the record your pussy doesn’t wrinkle until you get in your forties.”




“Are you trying to insinuate something about me, India? I’m the only one here in my forties?”




“Well, hell, you put the shit out there. Who the fuck thinks of a wrinkled pussy? That’s disgusting! And you should hope that your son has better taste than to be screwing some fat-ass, wrinkled-pussy old bitch!” I slammed my fist into the table.That’ll teach her to call me out my name!




“Well don’t you sound awfully sure of yourself? But I know the bitch is old. Devin comes home the next afternoon after being out all night. What lil’ young broad can have a lil’ boy lay up in her parents’ house all night and into the afternoon? Not a one. Then when the weekend comes and he claims he’s going out, he’s dressed to the nines. Hugo Boss suits, Kenneth Cole, Jack Spade, and shit—that’s an old bitch. Don’t no young chick want his ass sitting around her like he’s dressed for church.”




I looked at Joan, gave her the screw face, and said, “Whatever.”




“So…” Tracy said, giving me a look like I had lost my damn mind, “anything special planned for Christmas?”




 




“What’s the problem, India?” Devin asked, taking it upon himself to slide the straw I was sucking on out of my mouth. We were sitting at a small round table in the corner of Diva’s Lounge while the spoken word artist recited a poem. The room was dimly lit and filled with light clouds of smoke. Most of the people were nodding their heads and jamming to the poetry as if it were club music.




The flame flickering from the tea-light candle on the table lit up Devin’s face. He leaned forward on both elbows, squinting his eyes. “I’m trying real hard to enjoy your company, but for the past hour you’ve been buggin’ the fuck out. What’s up?”




Hmm, where should I start? How exactly do I say “Your mama called me a wrinkled-pussy, fat-ass old bitch. My period is playing hide and fuckin’ seek and one more thing, ole girl sitting across the room seems to know you. Which must be why she keeps looking over here, giving me the evil eye. But if she sends one more dart this way, I’ma slide her ass!”




I shot his ass a look and flicked my hand likePsst ma’fucker please.




“What’s all the hand action?” he asked, backing away. “What are you looking at?” He turned his head and followed the direction of my eyes. Ole girl waved and he turned back around. “Ignore her.”




“Are you trying to be funny?” I snapped. “Who the hell is she, first of all, and second of all,you ignore her. I’ma gank her ass!”




“Calm down, India. It ain’t that deep. She’s Monique. I used to date her.”




“Don’t tellme what’s deep. That’s your ex-girlfriend?!” I was livid. “What is this, teenybopper night? Why do you have me someplace where your nineteen-year-old ex-girlfriend hangs out.”




“Teenybopper? Don’t play me, India. Furthermore, I never said she was my ex-girlfriend. I said we used to date. I didn’t know she was going to be here, and besides, who cares?”




“I care, and I swear, if she looks at me one more time and rolls her eyes, I’ma slap her!”




A sly smile ran across his face. “Is my baby jealous? You’re too cute to be jealous of a chicken.”




“Don’t call her a chicken.” I laughed. “She wasn’t a chicken when you were bangin’ her.”




“You don’t know whether I was bangin’ her or not. Stop assuming. And she was a chicken, that’s why I stopped seeing her.”




I couldn’t help but laugh. “Chill, baby,” he said. “Let me tell you about what I have planned for New Year’s. I rented us the Presidential Suite at the Embassy in Manhattan.”




“The Presidential Suite?”Damn, either this wrinkled pussy got him whipped or he loves my ass. I looked at my sweetie and smiled. “I guess your mother didn’t know about the presidential part, but she announced to Tracy and me when we were Christmas shopping yesterday that she found a receipt for the Embassy Suites. She thinks it belongs to your father.”




“What?” He took a sip of his Ketel One martini. “And I called myself eliminating hassle by paying for the suite in advance. I’ll be sure to tell her the shit is mine.” He laughed. “I don’t want her jumping out of any bushes again.”
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