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CHAPTER One


Japan seemed like it was a million miles away. Sitting behind his desk staring at his computer, Craig Bennett was engrossed in his work as usual. It only took him five years to build Bennett and Fletcher into the success it was today. He had wealth and success, but he still felt empty. Traveling between his Philadelphia and Japan offices left him little time for a serious relationship, not that he was looking for one anyway.

It had been seven long years. However, he still felt the sting of losing the only woman he would ever love to another man. The name fell from his lips for the first time in almost seven years: “Venice.” Hearing her name in his own voice startled him. He tried his best to forget her by dating other women, but was unsuccessful. She had chosen Jarvis, her childhood sweetheart whom she had married once due to an unplanned pregnancy. They lost their baby during the pregnancy so their parents pressured them into a divorce. Their love was still strong when they left for separate colleges. That’s when Craig met her. She was the sister of his best friend and they unexpectedly fell madly in love. Needless to say, after a few stressful months, their relationship came to a sad end. Venice remarried her childhood sweetheart for the only reason it should ever be…true love. Witnessing her wedding was pure hell and he made a vow to remove himself completely from her life. He could never be just a friend like she wanted. Especially after their passionate but brief love affair in college. Since then, Craig tried not to let bitterness enter his heart, but it had. Not directly at her, but at love period. Hell, it was overrated anyway. Angry with himself for thinking about her, he pounded his fist on the desk and put his hands over his face.

A voice came over his intercom. “Mr. Bennett?”

“Yes.”

“Your Philadelphia office is on line one.”

“Thanks, Virginia.”

The days for Venice were starting to run together. Her job as team doctor for the Michigan State University football team only left her with a few hours of quality time with Jarvis and their five-year-old son, Brandon. Being a good mother and wife had always been important to her and she hated the fact that she had lost control of her life. It wasn’t the money, because the success of Jarvis in the NFL had made them very wealthy. The fact was she had become burnt out. By both of them being on the road so much, it kept them away from Brandon and she was fed up and needed a break.

They had been married since the tender age of nineteen and were blessed with Brandon two years later. After getting drafted into the NFL, Jarvis was able to fulfill one of his dreams. The other was marrying Venice, his childhood sweetheart.

On this spring morning, Venice and Jarvis were awakened by the pouncing of Brandon on their king-sized sleigh bed.

“Momma! Daddy! Only five more months and I will be in kindergarten!”

Struggling to keep her eyes open, she pulled him down lovingly into her arms. “That’s right, Lil’ Man, but I wish you would stay my baby just a little longer.”

“Daddy! Wake up! I’m hungry!”

Jarvis removed the comforter from over his head and smiled, seeing the two most important people in his life in a warm embrace.

“Brandon, you’re always hungry. You get it from your momma.”

Venice grabbed her pillow and playfully hit Jarvis. Within seconds the room erupted in a full-blown pillow fight, until they heard the sound of Brandon’s sitter calling for him.

Ms. Camille had been a godsend and was recommended by the minister of their church. She was approximately sixty and lived alone—except for the times she spent the night to care for Brandon. She was widowed years earlier and never had children of her own. The children she cared for always became her babies.

“Brandon! Where are you?”

Jarvis slid back under the covers as Venice put on her robe and met Ms. Camille at the bedroom door.

“Good morning, Venice.”

“Good morning, Ms. Camille.”

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

Jarvis threw up his hand to acknowledge her greeting, then turned over and pulled the covers back over his head. It was only six-thirty on a Saturday morning and the first day in a long time that Jarvis and Venice didn’t have to work.

Ms. Camille took Brandon by the hand. “Come on, young man, so I can make you breakfast. Let your momma and daddy sleep in this morning. Okay?”

“Okay. Will you fix me some blueberry pancakes like you did yesterday?”

“Only if you help me. Venice, lie down and get some rest. I’ll take care of Brandon.”

Venice hugged her. “Thank you. I’ll be up in a couple of hours.”

“There’s no need, child. We’ll be just fine. Now go to bed.”

Smiling, Venice watched her close the door and listened as their voices faded in the distance.

Venice looked over at Jarvis sleeping and decided she would tell him she later wanted to take a leave of absence. For now, she needed a few more hours of sleep.

Removing her robe, she crawled back into bed. Watching him sleep had always been something she enjoyed. He was absolutely gorgeous and he was hers. His skin was the color of Hershey’s chocolate, which covered a broad chest, trim waist and powerful thighs.

Venice had to get used to the large groups of women who flocked around the locker room trying to give out their numbers and anything else they thought he would take. Jarvis was grounded and dismissed their nonsense, leaving Venice no reason to worry about his fidelity. He was happily married and always made a point to acknowledge his love for her and their son when he was being interviewed.

Reaching over to stroke his cheek, Jarvis startled her by pulling her warm body against his and planted a soul-stirring kiss on her lips. She parted her lips and savored the taste of him as they moaned in unison. His hands roamed over her smooth skin, lifting her lingerie over her head. His mouth seared her body as he kissed the curve of her neck, then lower. She immediately felt the hardening of his body as they lay flesh against flesh.

“Jarvis!”

“Yes, Mrs. Anderson.”

“I love you.”

Staring into each other’s eyes reaffirmed all the love and passion they felt for one another over the years.

“I love you, too, Niecy. Always and forever. Don’t you every forget that. Okay?”

Cupping his face with her hands, she whispered, “Always and forever, Babe.”

The kiss was heated and urgent as their lips joined as well as their bodies. Venice circled her arms around his neck as he continued to torture her with his kisses. Jarvis smoothed back the hair from her face so he could look into her eyes, darkened with love. Locking her legs around his tight body, she held him where she wanted and needed him to be.

Moments later, wave after wave rocked them as they gave into the release they sought. Perspiration glistened on their skin as they lay in each other’s arms trying to regain normal breathing rhythm.

He smiled. “You’re amazing, Niecy.”

She kissed him on the cheek. “You give me too much credit, Babe.”

“I don’t think so and I’m not just talking about your loving. You’re the best friend I could’ve ever dreamed of. That’s important to me. You’re not just my wife and the mother of my son. You are my best friend.”

Venice was speechless as she hugged him. “I feel the same way and, by the way, I have something for you.”

“What?”

Venice reached into the night stand and pulled out a velvet case, then handed it to him.

He sat up in bed and asked, “What’s the occasion, Niecy?”

Smiling, she anxiously waited for him to open it. “It’s for Loving You Always Day.”

Jarvis opened the case with a grin and froze. Inside was a beautiful gold cross necklace. He had been shopping for one but hadn’t been able to find one that really stood out to him. Venice found the necklace in New York when she went on a business trip with her brother, Bryan. He was a sports agent, so he invited her along for a medical evaluation of a prospective client.

Jarvis pulled the necklace out of the case. “Baby, this is da bomb! Where did you find it?”

She took the necklace and placed it around his neck. “In the Big Apple.”

He got up and stared at it in the mirror for several seconds in silence. He finally turned around with a serious look on his face.

“I’ll never take it off, Niecy…never. Thank you.”

“I knew it was the one as soon as I saw it. Now come back over here and thank me properly.”

Jarvis climbed back into bed. Venice wiggled, trying to snuggle even closer, which caused Jarvis’ body to respond once again. Running his hand down the length of her backside, he said, “I told you, you are amazing.”

She looked into his beautiful soul. “Amazingly in love with you.” After another heated session of making love, they came up for air again.

“Mercy!”

“I don’t believe in giving you any mercy, Jarvis Anderson. You’re all I’ve ever wanted. So rest up, big boy.”

Laughing, he kissed her tenderly on her swollen lips. Within minutes, they were in a deep, well-deserved sleep.



CHAPTER Two


Craig received yet another message from Melanie while he was in his meeting. She was starting to get on his nerves. He told her when he left the States that he would call her if he got a chance. Now, she was starting to get on his assistant’s nerves as well. He’d recently met her at a charity function and found her to be quite interesting. She was a wonderful attorney with a great future. One of her faults was the fact that she couldn’t leave her aggressive behavior in the courtroom.

“Craig! Would you pl-e-e-ASE call that woman back! She’s calling every hour on the hour. Maybe something’s wrong.”

Craig wrinkled his forehead. “I’m sorry, Virginia, and I know for a fact that nothing’s wrong. I’ve received a couple of emails from her also. Do me a favor. Call her and tell her I said not to call back unless it’s an emergency. Also tell her I received her messages and emails and when I get a chance, I will contact her.”

Virginia pointed her finger at him. “You owe me big time!”

“I know and I apologize for her.”

“Don’t worry about it, but a day off would be nice.”

He smiled as he entered his office.

Once inside, he called and ordered a dozen peach roses for Virginia as a token of appreciation. Melanie was a beautiful, sexy woman, but she was just a companion for him. Unfortunately, she wanted more than he could offer her. She wanted love and commitment…the fairy tale. He only wanted sexual gratification from her. Love would have to sneak up on him and knock him senseless. That’s the way Venice had come to him and left him. Those kinds of emotions were too hard on the heart. He shook his head, gathered some blueprints for his next meeting, and exited his office.

Back in Philly, Brandon did not want to get out of the pool, even though he had been swimming most of the day. Venice taught him to swim in one of those baby classes when he was only months old. It was time for dinner and he needed to get his bath.

“Brandon! Come on out of the pool, Sweetie.”

“Mom! Just a little while longer. Please!”

A husky voice followed with, “Brandon!”

“Yes, Sir?”

“Don’t make your Momma have to call you again.”

“Okay, Daddy. I’m getting out.”

Venice glanced over at Jarvis who was relaxing in the chaise lounge reading the paper. He stared back, giving her a wink and a smile. Wrapping Brandon in a towel, she said, “Come on, Little Man, so you can get your bath. Daddy has cooked a delicious dinner for us.”

“Goodie! I’m hungry, Momma.”

“I know, Brandon. Let’s go.”

After dinner and a bedtime story beside the pool, Brandon was finally asleep. Jarvis carried his son to his room to tuck him in. After they entered the house, Venice stood up to admire the beautiful view from the hill on which their home sat. The tri-level home had six spacious bedrooms and four full bathrooms. The family room they spent most of their time in was warm and cozy with a large marble fireplace. The dining room they entertained guests in had a twelve-seat cherry table with the matching china cabinet and accessories. The lower level housed Jarvis’ recreation room and weight room. This was the room in the house where he relaxed with his friends and teammates. He decorated himself by installing a large screen television, video games, bar and pool table. It allowed him to chill with the boys after a hard day at practice.

Venice’s domain was a small library Jarvis designed especially for her. He knew she loved to read and no expense was spared. He wanted to make the room as comfortable and quiet as possible for her. Brandon’s room was like a kid’s dream come true. While not overdoing it, they made sure his room had everything a little boy should have. An adjoining room was considered his playroom where all the toys and train sets were kept. Collecting trains was something Jarvis started when he was a baby. Venice wrapped her arms around herself and thought that life couldn’t get any better. She had decided that when Jarvis returned, she would tell him she wanted to take some time off.

Before leaving Brandon’s room, Jarvis gave him a kiss, then turned on the monitor so they could hear him if he woke up. Returning to the deck, he hugged Venice from behind, kissing her shoulder.

“Tired?”

“Not really. Just thinking.”

“What’s so heavy on your mind, Niecy?”

Pulling her over to the lounging chair, he picked up the blanket to cover them from the cool night air. Snuggling her securely in his arms, he asked again, “What’s up?”

Nuzzling her face into his neck, she took a deep breath. “I want to take a leave of absence from work so I can spend more time with you guys.”

“Is that all? I thought something was wrong. Babe, as far as I’m concerned, you can stay home as long as you want to. I would love for you to be here. With both of us gone, it just doesn’t seem fair to Brandon. I know your career is just as important to you as mine is to me, but I wanted you to take a break when you were ready for one, not because anyone asked you to.”

“Thanks, Baby. I want to be the one cooking for my two men, not Ms. Camille. I want us to be able to travel with you to some of the out-of-town games. We can’t do that with me on the road, too.”

Kissing her forehead, he said, “Well, consider it done. You and Brandon will be with me as much as possible. Okay?”

“Okay. Now how about a real kiss.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

After a series of tender kisses, they lay in each other’s arms and listened to jazz until Venice drifted into a sound sleep. Holding her in his arms never felt better. He could’ve taken her up to bed, but decided to hold her a while longer and savor the warmth her body gave him.

Sometime later around midnight, he decided to call it a night, carried Venice inside and put her in bed. After a quick shower, he joined her, pulling her securely into his arms.
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Six Months Later

Brandon was proudly in kindergarten and loving it. The NFL season had started and Venice still wasn’t thinking about returning to work. Being at home had been the most relaxing time in her life. One particular morning, after taking Brandon to school, Jarvis walked into the kitchen calmly.

“Niecy, are you ready to have another baby?”

“Huh?”

Walking across the room, he embraced her. “I want another baby. Are you ready?”

Tears fell from her eyes as she tiptoed to kiss him. “You bet!”

Their kiss was sensual and tender.

“How about we get started right now, Mr. Anderson.”

Smiling, he picked her up in his arms and sprinted for the stairs.



CHAPTER Three


Three months passed and they had been unsuccessful conceiving a baby.

“I don’t get it, Jarvis. I used to get pregnant every time the wind blew and now, nothing.”

“Don’t worry, Babe. It’ll happen in due time. Okay?”

“I guess you’re right. It would be nice to tell the family when we go home for Christmas.”

“I wouldn’t mind if we stayed here this year. Just the three of us.”

“Jarvis Tyler Anderson, you know your mother won’t have it. She’ll fly up here and kick our door down if she heard a rumor of us not coming home.”

“You’re right. What’s her motto?”

In unison, they said, “Family first.”

Christmas came and went as planned. Jarvis and Venice decided to celebrate New Year’s Eve in Times Square before the big game. “After an unforgettable trip filled with love and passion, Jarvis had to prepare for the Super Bowl. He was under a lot of pressure and Venice did her best to make sure he stayed focused. The game was being played in the Super Dome in New Orleans and the entire family would be in attendance. Brandon was so excited that his Daddy was playing in the Super Bowl and told all his friends to make sure they watched. Jarvis and Venice’s best friend, Joshua, was also in attendance. His pregnant wife, Cynthia, had to stay home because their baby was due soon.

In Jarvis’ hotel room, Joshua said, “Well, Bro, this is it. This is what you’ve been waiting on.”

“I know, man. I’m excited and nervous at the same time.”

“You’ll do fine. We’ll be rooting for you.”

Staring out into the skyline, Jarvis said, “Thanks.”

Joshua sat back in the chair. “What’s on your mind?”

“Niecy and I have been trying to have another baby. It’s been four months and nothing. She’s starting to get worried.”

“What does she have to worry about? I’m sure after the Super Bowl, you guys will relax and you’ll have her pregnant in no time.”

Jarvis turned to Joshua with a serious look. “I don’t think so, Joshua.”

Joshua stood. “What’s up, man?”

“I’m sick and it doesn’t look like I’ll be getting any better.”

Joshua’s legs gave out and he sank down in his chair. The blood left his face. “What do you mean, sick?”

Tears glistened in Jarvis’ eyes as they met Joshua’s. “I have a brain tumor.”

For what seemed like hours, they just stared at each other, but only seconds had passed. Finally, Joshua cleared the lump in his throat.

“Does Niecy know?”

Shoving his hands in his pockets, Jarvis answered, “No and I have no plans of telling her.”

Joshua made fists with his hands and asked, “How are you going to keep something like that from her?”

“I have to. I don’t want her worrying about me. She has to stay focused on Brandon.”

Clearly disgusted, Joshua asked, “Does anyone know?”

“Against my doctor’s advice, no. You and my doctor are the only ones who know.”

“Damn, Jarvis! How could you just drop something like that on me and expect to act normal around everybody?”

“You have to. I’m depending on you because I have another favor to ask and you might think I’m crazy.”

Covering his face with his hands, Joshua asked, “What is it?”

“I want you to get Niecy and Craig back together.”

“Now I  know you’ve lost your damn mind!”

Jarvis sat on the bed. “You know yourself that she was in love with him and I know for a fact that he loved her. He’s the only one I trust to take care of them after I’m gone. Venice is going to be a wealthy woman and she’s going to be vulnerable. I don’t want her taken advantage of by men only after her money. You can understand that, can’t you? I don’t want her hurt, Joshua.”

Choking back tears, Joshua said, “This will hurt her and it ain’t right, Jarvis. You need to tell her what’s going on. She’s your wife and the mother of your son. She has a right to know.”

Jarvis stood and walked back to the window. Without turning to face him, he said, “I’ve made my decision.”

“Well, I think you’re making a big mistake. Anyway, how do you know Craig’s not married or something?”

“I’ve done my homework. He’s single and a workaholic and hasn’t dated seriously since he was with Niecy. He has a successful business in Philadelphia and Japan. He has to still be in love with her. My lawyer has drawn up my instructions and notarized everything. It’s all up to you and I’m counting on you.”

Not wanting to ask the question, but feeling he had to, Joshua asked, “How long, man?”

Jarvis softly answered, “Months.”

Joshua snapped angrily, “Damn!”

He then stood and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Back in the confines of his hotel room, his emotions overtook him in almost a violent manner as he tore up his surroundings.

The Detroit Lions won the Super Bowl and Jarvis was the MVP. The whole family was excited and happy for him, but Venice noticed Joshua was unusually quiet.

She smiled and asked, “Hey, Josh! You okay?”

“I’m cool. Just happy Jarvis finally got that ring.”

“So am I, Josh.”

Later that night after hours of celebrating, Venice lay in Jarvis’ arms. “Jarvis, I love you.”

Tilting her chin so he could look into her eyes, he said, “’Til death do us part, sweetheart. I love you, too, and don’t you ever forget it.”

A single tear rolled out of her eye as he lowered his lips to hers and stole her breath with his kiss. Making love to her that night was necessary and special as he joined his body with hers.

Philadelphia was blanketed with several feet of snow. Not many people showed up for work either because of the weather or because they had one drink too many at a Super Bowl party. Craig came in, not having anything else to do. The newspaper was at the door when he arrived. He opened it to see the headline: Detroit Lions Win the Super Bowl! On the inside was a picture of Jarvis, holding the MVP trophy and kissing the still breathtakingly-beautiful Venice. He didn’t expect to have to lay eyes on her, but it was too late now. She had already started to invade his dreams on a regular basis and it unnerved him. He used to only think of her on rare occasions, but it had increased for some odd reason. Now he’d laid eyes on her for the first time in seven years.

Throwing the paper into the trash he angrily shouted, “Damn!”



CHAPTER Four


Five Months Later

The month of July seemed to be an unusually wet one. This late night storm woke Venice up as it rolled through. Venice watched as the lightning lit up the room. Worried that Brandon might be afraid, she decided to check on him. Finding him sound asleep, she returned to bed and snuggled up to Jarvis. For a moment she reminisced about the intimate encounter they’d shared only hours earlier. Turning, she kissed him on the lips, but it felt strange. She stroked his face and his skin felt different, balmy.

She whispered his name to wake him to make sure he was OK. After no response, she started to shake him, first softly, then frantically.

“Jarvis! Baby, wake up!”

Still no response. Venice’s heart was pounding as she reached over to turn on the light. He was still breathing but was unresponsive to her. She reached for the phone and dialed 911 as tears streamed from her eyes.

“Jarvis! Don’t do this to me! Please, God!”

Luckily, Ms. Camille had spent the night. Venice ran to wake her so she could tend to Brandon. She didn’t want to alarm him that something was wrong with his daddy. The paramedics were there in no time and Venice dressed hurriedly while trying to stay calm.

After reaching the hospital, Venice tried to hold it together so she could call the family. Her oldest brother, Bryan, was able to get everyone on a chartered flight. Within a couple of hours, the family was at her side. Joshua greeted her solemnly and watched her try to hold herself together.

Finally the doctor came out and explained that Jarvis had an inoperable brain tumor and had suffered a massive stroke. He was now in a coma and on life support. He went on to tell the family that Jarvis didn’t want to worry the family, so he kept the news to himself. He was dying and Venice hadn’t had the chance to tell him how much she loved him. It sounded like the doctor was talking in a foreign language. The doctor continued, telling the family that Jarvis had filed paperwork not to be kept on life support. Venice was in shock and for a moment she stood completely numb. Jarvis’ parents and sister weren’t much different. The air became thick and Venice found it hard to breathe. She started hyperventilating, then the room went dark as she fainted into her father’s arms.

Hours later, Venice woke and went to Jarvis’ bedside. She trembled as she watched the machines keep him alive. Crawling into his bed, she cradled his head to her chest and burst into tears. “How could you do this to me, Jarvis? What am I going to tell Brandon? Damn you, Jarvis! I’m not going to make this easy for you! You’re not going to leave us like this!”

The only response was the sound of the machine breathing for him. Tears flowed down her face as she stroked his warm cheeks with her hand. She knew she had a difficult task ahead of her. She had to tell Brandon that his daddy was sick and wasn’t going to be coming home. The thought made her throat ache and nausea settled in the pit of her stomach. She barely made it to the bathroom.

The next few days were not any different and Mr. Anderson felt they were delaying the inevitable. He had read over Jarvis’ notarized instructions a thousand times and the results were the same. Disconnect the life support. Mrs. Anderson brought Brandon to the hospital to say goodbye to his daddy. Venice had explained the situation to him as calmly as possible. He seemed excited to see his dad and talked to him as if he were awake. Venice knew Brandon didn’t fully understand the situation.

Finally the time had come. Everyone had said their final goodbyes, which left Venice and the doctors alone in the room. Finding an inner strength, she leaned down to his ear and whispered, “Jarvis, you are the love of my life. I will never love anyone as much as I love you. You are my soul mate and I will love you forever. I guess God has something special he needs you to do. Sweetheart, I will do the best I can to raise our son to be the strong, black, loving man that you are. I’ll see you soon, my love.”

She leaned down and kissed his warm lips as tears clouded her vision. The doctor turned off the machine and within seconds…he was gone. Hearing Venice’s screams signaled to the family that their beloved Jarvis was gone.

The next day, Venice shut down. She wasn’t eating or sleeping and the family was starting to get worried. She had given up on everything and everybody, even her son. He was the spitting image of his dad and it hurt Venice to look into those familiar eyes. She was useless in making funeral arrangements. To be honest, she didn’t want to have any part of it. Closed off in the bedroom was her solitude.

People were coming and going and she wasn’t up to seeing anyone. The only person she would let close to her was Joshua. He, too, was worried that she was nearing a breakdown. He had to do something quick. Feeling the guilt of concealing Jarvis’ secret had taken a toll on him and he needed redemption. If this meant following Jarvis’ idiotic instructions, then so be it. First, he had to get Venice out of bed and back to life. She seemed to have a death wish of her own.

He approached her room and knocked on the door. As expected, he didn’t receive a response. He pushed the door open to find her lying in bed in the fetal position. He walked over and softly called out to her.

“Venice, are you awake?”

“Go away, Joshua, and leave me alone.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed, placing his head in his hands. He knew she was devastated, but so was he.

“Niecy, you’ve got to get out of this bed. You can’t go on like this.”

“I said leave me alone!”

He turned to look at her realizing it was going to take more than sympathy to reach her. He stood, pulled the comforter away from her body and yelled, “Niecy! I said get out of this bed and put on some clothes.”

Angrily, she sat up with fire in her tearful eyes. “Joshua…Damn it! Get away from me!”

She took a swing at him, but he grabbed her wrists. He was about to lose it emotionally.

“Do you think you’re the only one who loved Jarvis? I loved him, too, and I’m sure he wouldn’t like seeing you neglecting Brandon like this.”

“Go to hell, Joshua! I love my son!”

“Then act like it and get out of bed! You can’t give up, Niecy, because Brandon needs you. We all need you.”

“You don’t understand! I loved him more than anything in the world! How could he keep something like that from me? How?”

She sank to the bed and covered her eyes sobbing.

Sitting next to her on the bed, he calmly said, “Because he loved you…that’s how. But you have got to pick yourself up because your son needs you and he misses his dad.”

She flung her arms around his neck and burst into tears. He helped her out of the bed and into the shower. Joshua was as close to her as any brother ever could be. They held no secrets from each other…until now.

Hours later, Venice was able to join the family downstairs to greet teammates, friends, and coaches who had stopped by to offer their condolences. The rest of the family had decided to go to their hotel suites to rest. This allowed her some time to be alone. One of Jarvis’ teammates came by later to check in on Venice. The silence in the house was unnerving, so when the doorbell chimed, it startled her. When she opened the door, Trammel Glisten greeted her with a warm hug.

“Hello, Doc. How are you holding up?”

“I’m hanging in there, Trammel. Come on in.”

Trammel followed her into the living room and sat down on the sofa. Venice curled her legs under herself.

“I was wondering when you were going to stop by. Most of the other guys came by earlier.”

He played with the pillows on the sofa.

“Yeah, I didn’t want to come when they were all here. You know Jarvis was my boy.”

Venice wrapped her arms around herself.

“I guess you two were the closest. You spent enough time over here eating my food.”

They both laughed for a moment, then once again found themselves dealing with silence. Trammel looked around at various pictures, then asked, “Where’s everybody?”

Venice stood and went over to the mantle to straighten a picture. “They went back to the hotel to get some rest.”

Before she could turn around, Trammel was standing behind her…close. His closeness unsettled her.

“Can I get you anything to drink or eat? There’s tons of food in the kitchen.”

“Nah, I’m cool.”

She walked around him and toward the front door, causing him to follow.

“Trammel, I’m glad you came by but it’s getting late and I’m really tired. I’ll see you tomorrow at the services, okay?”

When they reached the front door, Venice turned to hug him. He tightened his grip so she could not get away.

“Trammel! What are you doing? Turn me loose.”

“Jarvis always treated you like you were better than anyone else. I want to see if he was right.”

“Have you lost your mind? Get your hands off of me!”

Venice started having flashbacks of her near rape in high school.

Tears of fear and shock ran down her face as she tried her best to push him off, but she was unsuccessful. Being pinned against the front door offered no avenue for escape.

“Please, Trammel! Don’t! Please!”

She could feel his hot breath as he guided his large hands under her skirt. That’s when he heard a click and felt something metal pushing against the back of his head. He froze. An angry and muffled voice said, “I don’t know who the hell you are, but if you move another muscle, I’m going to blow you straight to hell.”

Relief swept over Venice as Joshua came to her rescue. He had a deranged look on his face as he instructed Venice to step aside. Trembling and afraid, she couldn’t move. Joshua grabbed her wrist and pulled her around behind him. At that point, Joshua instructed Trammel to turn around. As he turned, he had his hands above his head and fear in his eyes.

“Don’t shoot, man. Doc, I’m so sorry.”

Joshua steadied the gun between Trammel’s eyes. “Stand over there and don’t move.”

Without taking his eyes off him, he asked, “Niecy, are you okay?”

As if the air had returned to her lungs, she answered, “I’m okay.”

Still angling the gun, he asked, “Who is this clown?”

Venice, with a tear-streaked face, slapped Trammel’s face.

“Trammel! How could you?! Jarvis was your friend!”

He cowardly confessed, “I’m sorry. I guess I lost my head.”

“So you decided to come over here and try to rape me? What would your wife and kids think? Huh? Just get out!”

“What do you want to do with him, Niecy? Do you want me to shoot him or call the police?”

Trammel’s eyes opened wider in fear.

“Please, I-I won’t bother you again, Doc. I promise. I’ll leave.”

Venice stared at him.

“Let him go. He’s not worth it.”

Trammel closed his eyes and let out a sigh of relief.

Joshua said, “Just one minute. I hope you realize that this woman just saved your life. You don’t know how bad I want to pull this trigger. I could kill you where you stand and tell the police whatever I wanted to. I’m FBI and if you don’t get some type of help, I’m going to come looking for you. You got it?”

Trammel looked over at Venice and said, “I understand, man.”

Joshua opened the door and said, “Get off this property and don’t come back.”

As Trammel slowly backed out of the house, Joshua kept the gun aimed. Once Trammel turned to leave, Joshua shot off a round into the air. Trammel froze in his tracks before wetting his pants. Joshua slammed the door and lowered the gun.

Turning to Venice, she hugged him and said, “Thank you, Joshua.”

“Go back upstairs and get you some rest, Niecy. Just be glad it was me and not Bryan or Galen. Otherwise your friend would be lying in a pool of blood right now. No one has to know what happened here tonight. I won’t let anyone hurt you; you know that.”

Shaken, she kissed him and said, “I love you, Joshua.”

“I love you, too, Niecy.”



CHAPTER Five


Being in Japan for the past week had drained Craig’s energy. He was feeling burned out and decided he might need to take some well-deserved time off. On the plane, he picked up the USA Today and noticed a familiar name in the headline: All Pro Running Back Jarvis Anderson Memorial Service Tomorrow.

“What?”

He read on to find out that a brain tumor had caused the death of his former lover’s husband days earlier. He also noticed that the memorial would be taking place the following day.

“Poor Venice…Why hadn’t Bernice called?”

Craig’s older sister, Bernice, had become close to Venice and her sister-in-law, Sinclair. It was odd that she hadn’t called him to inform him of the terrible tragedy. He thought for a moment, then remembered that he told his dear sister that under no circumstance should she mention Venice or her family to him. He wanted that chapter of his life removed completely. It hurt him bad and the less heard about them, the better. Unfortunately, his sister had followed his instructions too well.

As soon as his plane landed in Philly, he immediately booked a flight to Detroit. For some strange reason, he felt like he needed to be there. He ached knowing the hurt Venice must have been experiencing. He wanted to console her, hold her, make the hurt go away.

Screech!!!

What am I thinking? I can’t go to her. How would that look?

Widow of Jarvis Anderson being consoled by former lover…

“Ouch! Let me think for a minute. Craig, get a hold of yourself. Wait, I’ll go, but I’ll…Damn!”

The lady behind the ticket counter asked, “May I help you, Sir?”

“Yes, round trip to Detroit.”

The memorial service was long and exhausting. Brandon clung to his mom and occasionally wept for his daddy. This didn’t help Venice hold her composure, but she stayed strong for her son. Thousands turned out to say goodbye to their beloved Jarvis wearing his number twenty-eight jersey. The entire scene was overwhelming for the Anderson and Taylor families. As the families filed out of the stadium, Joshua felt a strange feeling that he was being watched. Scanning the crowd seemed useless because there were just too many people to pick out anyone in particular.
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