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Praise for Momma’s Baby, Daddy’s Maybe





“Sensual and intriguing! Dames weaves a tale full of swing and passion. A sassy new voice in contemporary fiction.”


—Tracy Price-Thompson, author of Black Coffee


“Jamise L. Dames has crafted a superb novel that will keep your eyes locked on the page with intrigue. With surprises, plot twists, and fascinating turns, Momma’s Baby, Daddy’s Maybe is a tale that will touch your heart and stay with you long after you’ve put the book down.”


—Earl Sewell, author of Taken for Granted


“Momma’s Baby, Daddy’s Maybe absolutely sizzles . . . Eavesdropping never felt better. I loved it!”


—V. Anthony Rivers, author of Daughter by Spirit


“Jamise L. Dames is a sassy new novelist on the scene. Make room for her on your bookshelf.”


—Linda Dominique Grosvenor, author of Like Boogie on Tuesday


“Dames’s debut novel, Momma’s Baby, Daddy’s Maybe, starts off fast and sexy and keeps that hot pace throughout. Interesting characters, with plenty of attitude and drama, make this story fresh and readable. Dames is a new AA writer on the scene with the talents to back up her stay in the literary arena.”


—Shon Bacon, Chief Editor, The Nubian Chronicles


“Great novel! Suspense, drama, and tragedy—a great combination. It made me laugh and cry . . . I didn’t want to put it down, not even at the end. Dames is to be commended.”


—Michael Porter, MPTN


“Momma’s Baby, Daddy’s Maybe is a literary treat and then some. From its succulent love scenes, to the finger licking good drama, you will find it difficult to resist coming back for seconds and thirds.”


—Nakea Murray, founder, As The Page Turns Book Club






Thank you for downloading this Atria Books eBook.





Join our mailing list and get updates on new releases, deals, bonus content and other great books from Atria Books and Simon & Schuster.







CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP








or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com








[image: Images]





For my love, my life, my everything—my three reasons for laughter, smiling, hope, prayer, patience, and consistency: TreDayne, Cinque II, and Kyran, upon your graduations.


IN LOVING MEMORY


Vera Howard, my most cherished aunt and true friend. May your soul ascend high enough to tickle the angels. I miss you . . . I love you . . . and I feel your presence. Take care of your buddy.
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JOY






A million dreams swimming


To a beautiful beginning


So precious indeed


Just one in a million received


The strongest union conceived


And from the moment they first breathe


So hard to believe


The joy a baby brings


A joy . . .


Wondrous like Niagara Falls


Magnificent like China’s Great Wall


Everlasting like the Pyramids


Precious like all children


Count the fingers, count the toes


Count the greatest blessings this side of Heaven knows


All the joys a child brings to one’s soul


Must be placed back within the child as they grow


So they too will know


They are precious indeed


Truly unique


Thus within their soul . . . a wonderful feeling


They are truly, ONE IN A MILLION


—Carl Dean, Jr.





~ 1 ~


Kennedy Jacobs eased off her lover, Michael Montgomery, enjoying the delicious ache lingering between her thighs. If Simone could only see me now, Kennedy thought with a tad bit of guilt. Her sister would kill her. Kennedy knew Michael was off-limits and of course she understood why, but when it came to Michael, she was powerless to control herself.


Michael had taken Kennedy to heaven and back with just his mouth. He was everything any woman in her right mind would need or desire. Simone must be crazy if she thinks that she can keep me away from this man, Kennedy thought and smiled to herself.


She gathered her clothes from the floor, wondering how the hell she’d fallen asleep on top of him. Michael hadn’t even penetrated her, and still, she’d be sore all day. Every step she took would force her to think of Michael and how he’d orally pleased her to ultimate climatic heights. Carefully she tiptoed into the bathroom, determined not to wake him, although it was doubtful he would hear anything over his satisfied snores. Checkout time was at one o’clock. She decided to let him sleep until noon, and let his alarm clock be the sound of the hotel room door as it closed behind her.


She really hated sneaking around, especially to hotels. In a way she wanted to be found out. So tired of lying and making up excuses, she wanted everyone to know that she and Michael were together. Hell, her best friend Miranda didn’t even know who Michael was, only that he existed and that Kennedy was not telling.


She noticed Michael’s burgundy silk boxers lying on the cream-colored marble-tiled floor and picked them up. Crushing the suede-like slick fabric between her fingers, she pressed the boxers to her nose and inhaled his scent. His masculine essence overpowered her, washing over her in succulent waves. Damn. Even the man’s underwear smelled good. She was hooked. Who had ever heard of such a thing? A woman smelling a man’s underwear? Her smelling a man’s underwear? She heard the sheets ruffle and then the bed creak, and immediately threw his boxers back on the floor. Pulling back the shower curtain, she turned the chrome spigot and allowed the rush of water to cascade over her freshly manicured hand. She adjusted the dial until the temperature was on hell, as Michael would say, referring to how scalding hot she preferred her water. A swishing sound made her pause and listen. Michael was dragging his feet on the carpet. When the swish grew louder by the second, indicating his closeness to the bathroom, she jumped into the shower as if she’d been there all along.


Above the sound of the water, Kennedy heard the distinct beeping of Michael’s pager. Hers was in her purse, on vibrate. Seconds later, she heard his voice, low and smooth, apparently talking into the telephone. Concentrating on the soothing baritone whispers coming from his mouth, she gradually decreased the water pressure to almost a trickle, hoping Michael wouldn’t notice, and listened intently to his private conversation. Who had the gall to page him and interrupt their lunchtime rendezvous? Like anyone would know that lunchtime was Kennedy’s time. She heard him say Simone’s name and cringed. Damn, didn’t the heifer know when to stop? She was always calling or paging or something. Anything.


Kennedy knew her sister had every right to contact Michael, but whenever she did, somehow Kennedy still felt betrayed. The stolen afternoons belonged to her alone. Michael was on her time, not Simone’s! The mere thought of Michael made Kennedy’s jealousy dissipate into steamy lust, and before she could stop herself, she reached between her legs and began a slow, sensual soaping of her throbbing triangle.


Caught up in her rapture of self-pleasure, Kennedy spread her legs, then leaned weakly against the marble shower wall. She never heard the end of Michael’s call. Never heard him enter the mist-filled bathroom and close the door softly behind him. As he pulled back the shower curtain, a gust of chilly air caressed her, making her nipples harden. Her eyes shot open and her jaw dropped, embarrassed by being caught in the act.


Instead of teasing her, Michael covered her mouth with one hand and fingered her parted lips with the other. Grinding slowly, he pressed his naked body against hers. His hardness moved back and forth between her legs. Shuddering and bending slightly forward to accept him, Kennedy invited Michael into her temple to be baptized by her heat and soft wetness. Declining the invite, Michael turned her around and kissed her passionately. His hand never left her spread; his fingers delved deeper as he touched, rubbed, and explored her until she literally screamed, but her scream was muffled by his full lips and expert tongue. Thank God for Michael’s kiss because hotel security would’ve been banging on the door. Kennedy began sliding down the wall, drained and limp. Reaching out to catch her, Michael washed and rinsed her and himself off and stepped out of the shower, smiling. Apparently satisfied with his work, he never uttered a word. Dazed and dizzy, Kennedy reluctantly turned off the shower, got out, and began to dry off.


“Kennedy, I’m sending my pants down to be starched and pressed. Do you want me to send down your dress?”


“No thanks. It’s not really necessary.”


Michael laughed as he walked into the bedroom. “Are you sure? Did you see it?”


“Yeah, I saw it. But it’s okay. It’s linen, and linen always wrinkles. Besides, no one will ever be able to tell the difference between me walking around in it or rolling around in it. Don’t you just love linen.” Kennedy playfully batted her eyes. “Oh, before I forget, did someone call here? I told the front desk that we didn’t want to be disturbed, but I could’ve sworn that I heard you on the phone.”


“No, no one called, but Simone paged me and I had to get back to her, it was important.”


“Damn, Michael, it’s like she knows when we’re together. I mean I could put money on it and win. She never stops. I hope you haven’t given her any indication. Have you, you know, about us? Because I don’t know how I would explain. I don’t want to have to try to explain. I mean, I know that I should feel guilty—and I do, in a way. She is my sister and I love her, and I know she loves me, but she would never understand or accept it. If I was in her position, I can’t say that I would either. But I can’t help myself. Even if I could, knowing you the way that I do, I still don’t think that I would even try to restrain myself. Maybe I’m wrong, but I just wish the wench would get a grip and stop paging you on my time.”


Michael raised his eyebrows, exhaled loudly, and rubbed the stubble growing on the side of his face. “Kennedy, don’t call her that. You know that’s not right, she’s just doing her job. Simone and I work together, not sleep together. Anyway, she was just calling me to give me an important message about a meeting we have tonight, that’s all. Okay?” Michael grabbed her chin and kissed her.


“Fine, but remember there are only seven days in a week. And if she can have you the majority of the time, I feel that I’m entitled to at least the weekends, most of them anyway, and when you’re on your lunch break. Remember, Michael, I am a client, too, even if I’m not a paying client, I’m still in the books.”


Michael’s pager went off again. With pleading puppy-dog eyes he looked at Kennedy, then down to his pager, then back at Kennedy, and back down to his pager again. He shrugged. As he was reaching for the phone, Kennedy rolled her eyes in disapproval and turned and walked back into the bathroom, picked up his boxers from the floor, and stuffed them into her overpriced black Chanel purse. She made a beeline to the front door and Michael reached out to stop her, but the phone cord wasn’t long enough. Immediately she looked down and stared at his privates, which were no longer private but fully exposed and hanging, and then reached out to grab his penis. She squeezed it, bringing life back to it. She kissed the tip of it and blew it a kiss just to make Michael stutter during his conversation with Simone. She walked toward the front door.


Michael stammered and quickly told Simone that he’d call her right back just as Kennedy opened the door. “Kennedy, wait. Don’t leave, not like this.”


Kennedy rolled her eyes, turned around, and seductively licked her mahogany-glossed lips. “I bet you wish you hadn’t sent your pants down to be pressed,” she said as she walked out and slammed the door behind her, hard.


Leaving the hotel, she reached inside of her purse for her car keys and saw Michael’s silk boxers. She laughed out loud. He thought that she was going to do him while he was on the phone. Surprise! The only blowing that he’d get was when he was free and swinging in the wind. Besides, one was never supposed to leave a man the same way that one met him.


In the car she reached into her purse and pulled out his boxers and rubbed the silk. Again she inhaled his scent and shivered. Even the man’s dirty drawers smelled good. Her chest heaved as she collected herself, and threw them on the passenger seat. “A token, just a token,” she said and started her car. Her cell phone rang.


“Yes, Michael,” Kennedy answered.


“Who in the hell is Michael?” Jared Reid, her daughter’s father, asked.


“Nobody. And why are you concerned anyway?”


“Don’t tell me that you’re still mad at me. Or are you mad at Big Mike?”


“Look, Jared. Not that it’s any of your business. But if you must know, Michael does my taxes. So don’t be starting any shit with me. I am not the person you want to mess with today. Okay? Anyway, what do you want?”


“All right. Calm down. I just want to know when I can come and get Kharri. That’s all.”


“School’s out in June. You can come and get her then.” Kennedy lowered her voice and said very calmly and slowly, making sure to emphasize her point, “but don’t, and I mean don’t have her around any of your women. She’s not ready for that.”


“See you in June.”




Although Jared was her daughter’s father, Kennedy couldn’t stand him. At one time she had loved him with all that she had. But then, he had been her childhood sweetheart and her first in everything. In her heart she knew that she would always love him as her daughter’s father. But just because you love someone doesn’t necessarily mean that you have to like them.


It had taken Kennedy a long time to get over Jared. When they were together, he was nothing but good to her. He treated her like a queen, and because of him, her standards were high. Her motto after him had been, Why be one man’s trash when you can be another man’s treasure. She didn’t know if she was Michael’s treasure, but she knew for certain that she wasn’t his trash.


She wanted Michael. Hell, she wanted him desperately, but couldn’t let him know that. She had to stand her ground because once you lay down, someone would walk over you. And she wasn’t about to be anybody’s doormat. But as much as she wanted Michael, she often found herself thinking about Jared. She reminisced about what they had, almost had, and didn’t have. Who was he having something with now? As much as she tried to convince herself that she didn’t care about his seeing someone else, she couldn’t lie to herself. She was no different from most women. She still considered Jared as belonging to her even though she didn’t want him. Once mine, always mine, Kennedy thought, smirking to herself.


Kennedy decided to call Jared back to apologize for being so rude. After all, he was a great father, and she saw no reason that they shouldn’t get along. Because of Kharri they would be connected for life, and being friends would be easier on them.


She would call him from home. After her hectic afternoon she needed to relax. Her disagreement with Michael and her petty argument with Jared had caused her temples to throb.


At home she could tell that her sister had just left. The living room reeked of her Happy perfume and the strong garlicky aroma of whatever she had eaten for lunch. Had Simone paged Michael from the office or the house? Kennedy set her purse on the sofa out of habit. Her grandmother had taught her a long time ago the old superstition, if you leave your purse on the floor you’ll never have any money.


In the kitchen she picked up the phone. Feeling silly, she hesitated and then thought what the hell and pressed the redial button. The digital voice on the other end told her that she had reached Michael Montgomery’s service and she could either leave a voice message or a number.


Simone had been home all day. Being the vice president of a successful accounting firm, Simone had been afforded the luxury of working by phone, fax, in the office or out. Simone had it made. Kennedy twisted her face. What pager number did Simone have? When Kennedy called, she heard a different message, one in Michael’s voice.


Michael only had one pager. Evidently it was hooked up to two different numbers. He never told her that or even bothered to give her the other number. Why? She thought he had given her all of his numbers, or at least he said that he did.


After searching the refrigerator for something to snack on, she decided to have a glass of wine. So what that it was the middle of the day? She had had a long morning and afternoon and for the call she was about to make, she needed a few. Although the call she made to Michael’s pager still invaded her head, Kennedy put thoughts of Michael aside, went to her room and locked her door, and dialed Jared’s number. The phone rang twice. A woman answered. Kennedy hung up. She must’ve dialed the wrong number. Ever since she left Jared, she could never remember his number. “You know that’s a shame,” Kennedy said to herself and got up to get her phone book from her desk.


When she had found the number she dialed it again, and again some woman answered. Kennedy hung up. Obviously Jared had changed his number again and not told her. Her adrenaline rushed from frustration. She ran her fingers through her short black hair and headed toward Kharri’s room to retrieve Jared’s number from her daughter’s Barbie phone book. Just like him to give it to Kharri and not to her.


The number looked familiar. It was the exact one that she had dialed. She called back anyway. Again, the same woman answered.


“Yes, may I speak with Jared, please?” Kennedy asked, waiting for the woman to tell her that she had the wrong number.


“Who’s this?” the woman asked a little too confidently, as if she knew that Kennedy was the one to hang up on her twice in two minutes.


“Oh, I’m sorry, I must have the wrong number.”


“No. No, you don’t. He’s here, but who is this?” the woman snapped.


“Who wants to know?” Kennedy demanded, not liking the interrogation from some strange woman.


“You don’t call my house and ask me who I am. You tell me who you are and what you want first, if you want to speak to Jared.”


“This is Kennedy. Can you put Jared on the phone now?”


Muffled voices came over the line while someone apparently covered the phone with a hand, as though mute buttons didn’t exist. She couldn’t believe that Jared allowed someone to answer his phone that way. The woman obviously knew who she was because the “who’s this” and “what do you want” game had ended as soon as Kennedy said her name.


“Kennedy, I’m sorry. Let me call you right back. I got something to take care of real quick,” Jared apologized in an aggravated voice that Kennedy had never heard before.


“Uh-uh. Talk to me right now, Jared. I’m not waiting for anybody to call me back, not after all that childish bullshit that I just went through. You owe me for that one because you know me, Jared, and that, that right there could’ve gotten very ugly. I almost had to step out of character. But you know that’s not my caliber. I’m not that immature where I forget how to speak to people, and I deserve the same respect as I give. You understand?”


“Yeah, Ken. I understand,” Jared said between a clicking sound on the phone. “Answer your other line.”


“No. Whoever it is can wait.”


“Ken, answer the phone, okay? Just do me that one favor,” Jared almost pleaded.


Kennedy clicked over to the other line. “Hel-lo?”


“It’s me, Ken. That’s why I wanted you to answer. I switched to my cell phone. Now where were we? Oh, I am really sorry that you had to go through that. I’m sorry that I had to go through that.”


“Who was that, Jared?” Kennedy asked, afraid to hear the answer. “And why was she answering your phone? Don’t lie to me. Because I know that she’s somebody to you, otherwise you wouldn’t have switched to your cell phone. And I know that you switched so that you could leave the house because I can hear the wind blowing through the phone. Cell phones don’t sound the same as house phones, so don’t lie.”


“Yeah, you’re right.” Jared laughed nervously. “I left the house. I needed to go for a walk. A brother needs some air, ya know?”


“Who was that, Jared? And what gave her the audacity to speak to me like that? She must be pretty important to you because you left her in your house.”


“Ken, I’ve got something to tell you. I was calling to talk to you earlier but you didn’t seem to be in a talking mood,” Jared said. Kennedy’s heart sank. “That was Tasha.” He hesitated. “My fiancée.”


“Fiancée, fiancée? What do you mean, your fiancée? Fiancée? Since when?”


“Ken, look. I was going to tell you before Kharri came. I promise you that. I thought it would be something that we should discuss. I thought that maybe you would help me explain it to Kharri, or at least tell me how I should try to explain it.”


“You don’t need to explain anything to Kharri because Kharri ain’t coming. Do you hear me? I don’t want my daughter anywhere near Sasha, Tasha, or whatever her name is.”


“Our daughter,” Jared corrected. “And yes, Kharri is coming. Tasha won’t be anywhere around Kharri because Kharri and I won’t be here. I’m taking her back to Virginia Beach and we’re going to visit my parents for the summer. So don’t worry about that. I wouldn’t confuse my daughter by having some woman around her that she doesn’t know, Ken. I know better than that.”


“All right, but please don’t let me find out different,” Kennedy almost whispered.


“You all right, Ken? You don’t sound like yourself. Why did you call anyway? I don’t think you’ve ever called my house without Kharri being there,” Jared asked.


“I’m straight. Actually I was calling to apologize for earlier today. I just figured that since we have a child together, the least we can do is try to be friends. But I can tell from the tact of your fiancée that all we’ll ever be is Kharri’s parents. I’ll be your baby’s momma and you’ll be my baby’s daddy,” Kennedy responded coolly, trying to cover her bruised feelings.


“Ken, Ken, we’ll always be friends. How couldn’t I be your friend when you were the first to know more about me than I know about myself? I wouldn’t want to lose that, I’d be a fool. We had something special and from that we created someone special. And people think that only God Himself gives blessings but that’s not true because you blessed me. Through Him, you blessed me with Kharri. I can never repay you for that and I can never thank you enough. Because of that I will always have a love for you that no one can take away. We always remember our firsts in life and you gave me my first child, you were my first love, and you will always be my friend despite my new life,” Jared explained in the usual warm and caring way that belonged to him and him alone.


“Um-hmm. I gotta go now. Bye, Jared. Bye forever, okay?” Kennedy said very quietly, feeling as lost as she did the day that she left him. The pain was stabbing her soul, wringing all the happiness out of her heart, making her numb. She had lost him twice in one lifetime.


A lump grew in her throat, a burning in her stomach, and tears welled up in her eyes. How easily words fell from his mouth, how easily he told her that he was engaged. How could he tell her he was going to marry some other woman and say that he would always love her in the same breath? Jared had spoken about a lot of firsts, not onlys. First love. First child. First person to know him better than he knew himself. Kennedy broke down and cried. A first meant that eventually a second would follow.





~ 2 ~


“Simone, I know you’re home, so pick up the phone, it’s me, Kennedy.”


“Hey, Kennedy. How did you know that I was at home? I’m supposed to be at work, you know?”


“Because you paged me, remember?”


“Oh yeah, that’s right. I was wondering if you could pick me up a couple of bottles of that wine that I like so much on your way home.”


“Piesport, right? You ordered it, right, because it has to be ordered, you know.”


“Yeah, Ken, that’s the one. And yes, I ordered it, a few of them actually.”


“I’ll pick them up for you. But now I have to go because I’m in the car and you of all people should know that these cellular bills aren’t anything to play with after you run out of minutes.” If Simone couldn’t do anything else, she could run her mouth nonstop.


“Okay, but before you hang up like you always do, I wanted to inform you ahead of time that I’m having company tonight.”


“And?”


“And you should find something to do.” Click.




Simone had really gotten on Kennedy’s last nerve, hanging up on her like she ran the world. But she didn’t run Kennedy. No one did. Simone ran her mouth, and maybe her job, which Kennedy couldn’t figure out because she never took her butt to work. Kennedy didn’t know how she made all that money sitting at home on her lazy behind. She didn’t want to see Simone anyway. Who Simone thought she was, trying to tell her to find something to do, Kennedy didn’t know. Besides, she already had plans, some major plans. Michael. And she was going to do him too. Kennedy decided that it was time for her to move because the house-sharing thing wasn’t making it, especially with her having her older sister as a roommate. Hell, she must’ve been crazy. What was she thinking? “More money and less rent. But as they say, all good things must come to an end,” Kennedy said to herself as she accidentally drove past the liquor store.


Kennedy called her best friend, Miranda, for the third time that day. She couldn’t wait to tell her about Michael. She had to tell somebody before she burst.


“Miranda, pick up!” Kennedy yelled into Miranda’s answering machine. What was up with everybody screening their calls nowadays?


“Hey, Kennedy, what’s up, girl?”


“Nothing much. What’s going on with you, and where have you been? I’ve called you about a million times today.”


“Oh, I was at the grocery store, and not a damn thing is going on. So did you see your friend?”


“Did I?”


“Kennedy, don’t be holding out on me. So tell me what happened and don’t leave out anything. I want to know everything. So do tell.”


“All right, but you have to wait until I get there, okay? You know.”


“Yeah, I know. Your cell bill is not to be played with and so on and so on. Right?”


“And you know it.”


“Kennedy, honestly I don’t know why you’re so cheap. You have money, and besides you haven’t paid for anything ever since you got with this new guy.”


“Yeah, well, I’m on the BQE, I’ll see you when I get there. Bye.”




Kennedy pulled up in front of Miranda’s house and was captured. The sweet scent of the flowers rushed to meet her and overpowered her thoughts. For a moment time stood still as she gazed at the luscious harmony, a mix of flowers, bushes, and plush velvet-green grass. The entire yard screamed that it had been designed by a landscape architect. Miranda had been smart in choosing her colors for the remodeled Long Island home. The beige-peach stucco was topped with a red-tiled Spanish roof, and adorned with floor-to-ceiling windows. The house was inviting. She had never taken a real good look at it before. Then again most people didn’t, and anytime people were newly in love, as she was, they admired everything as though love revealed something in a different light.


Kennedy stepped up on Miranda’s porch and rang the bell even though the front door was open. She was forced to laugh at the different ranges of dings and dongs that seemed to ring for a small eternity.


“Come on in, Kennedy, the door’s open,” Miranda yelled.


“Miranda, did you know that your doorbell sounds like a Mozart concert? Every time I come here I hear a symphony.”


“Cute, Kennedy, cute.” Miranda playfully sucked her teeth and dramatically rolled her eyes.


Kennedy set her keys on the red crescent-shaped table that sat opposite the front door. She turned in a full circle, taking in the décor. She nodded and bumped Miranda with her hip. “I really like what you did with this place, Miranda. I’m feeling it, and I haven’t even seen everything that you’ve done to it yet. I wish I had a place of my own.” She sauntered behind Miranda, following her to the adjoining room.


Miranda patted the sofa. “Girl, sit down and tell me the news. You can look at the house later. I know you got major dirt for me, right? You better have dirt for me, making me sit here and wait for an hour, so it better be damn good.” Miranda laughed and lit her cigarette as she always did when preparing herself for the latest news.


“Light me one too. I need it right now, just like after sex, you know.” Kennedy fluttered her eyes and crossed her legs.


Miranda shook her head. “Kennedy, no you didn’t. Was it good, girl?” Miranda scooted to the edge of her seat.


Kennedy held up her hand. “Slow down, Miranda. We didn’t go there yet. Well, at least I didn’t. But he did and did it well, I might add.” Kennedy pointed between her legs, stuck out her tongue, and wiggled it.


Miranda and Kennedy fell out laughing.


“When, where?” Miranda jumped up and clapped her hands. “I knew it! I knew it! You can’t tell me your hot ass didn’t give him some. I know you,” she said, pointing, “and your hot ass was on fire. So did you let him extinguish you, or what?” Miranda sat down and slowly crossed her arms and legs at the same time, waiting for her answer.


Kennedy fanned her hand. “No, I told you already. He does me and that’s it. I believe he has this fetish with my—hell, you know. Either that, or the brother’s hungry.” Kennedy laughed as Miranda sat up and gave her a high five. “Anyway, let me finish. Check this out. I met him for lunch at this little bistro on the Upper East Side. We talked. We ate. We drank, and I had just a few too many Cosmopolitans.”


Miranda nodded. “That’ll do it. Works for me every time.”


Kennedy sat stone-faced until Miranda got the hint to be quiet. “Can I finish?”


Miranda huffed and sat back.


“Thank you. So I came out and asked him what he wanted from me and he kissed my hand and said he wanted all of me. Girl, I almost creamed my panties right there, on the spot. No, that’s not true, because I wasn’t wearing any panties.”


Miranda choked. “Uh-uh girl. Don’t you ever tell me some shit like that while I’m inhaling. You made me choke.” Miranda patted her chest.


Kennedy laughed. “That’s what you get. I told you to let me finish. Now where was I? Oh, and you know me, Ms. Curious, I asked him why. Why did he want me? He started saying how nice and sophisticated I am and how my eyes are like the color of rain, and how my complexion reminds him of pure honey and that my lips are soft and my tongue tastes good. Oh and let’s not forget that I’m an intellectual and one of the smartest people he has ever met.” Kennedy stood and curtsied.


Miranda jumped up and hurried to the coat closet. Kennedy could hear hangers scraping loudly against the wooden bar. Miranda giggled, piquing Kennedy’s curiosity.


Kennedy walked up behind her, put her hands on her hips and shifted her weight on one foot. “Miranda, what are you looking for?”


Miranda turned around and smiled. “That mess that your friend told you. That old line, your eyes are the color of rain—please, that was played out years ago. I just knew I had it in the back of this closet with last season’s clothes.” Miranda held her stomach and stomped her foot, laughing as tears welled up in her eyes.


“Forget you. It wasn’t a line. I know it sounds like one, but trust me, it wasn’t. It’s true, he was saying all that extra B.S. I’ve heard before. But this time it was real and I was on a whirlwind. I’m serious. Stop laughing. And you know me, I’m not the one to be B.S.ing around, so I asked for the check and we left. So after we’re in his car—I left my car at the bistro—he asks me where to? I came right out and told him we’ve been playing around for a good three and a half months so now it’s time we put some work in, if you know what I mean.”


Miranda regained her composure and sat back down. “So you mean to tell me that all this time you and him have been together y’all didn’t fuck yet?” Miranda poked out her lips and rolled her eyes. “I’m not buying it. I know you too well.”


“That’s right.” Kennedy put her hands on her hips defensively. “And do you have to be so vulgar? He’s always been so patient, such a gentleman. But I must admit, I do want to sex him and see what he’s working with. Hmm, but you know a sista doesn’t mind being the main course.”


“I know that’s right. Girl, you better work that shit out. If that’s what he likes, hey, then so be it. Who are you to starve that man? You better feed him, child.” Miranda doubled over. “Girl if we keep this up, I swear I’m going piss on myself. And before you say it, I can say any vulgar thing I want. It’s my house, remember?” Miranda ran to the bathroom.


“Just hurry up,” Kennedy yelled. “I got to get this out of my system.”


Kennedy sat on the sofa and thought about Michael. She’d only had a taste of what he had to offer. She couldn’t help wondering if the rest of him would be as good as his mouth.


Miranda threw a pillow at Kennedy. “Okay, I’m back. You can stop daydreaming now.”


Kennedy returned the throw. “I wasn’t daydreaming. I was wondering what Michael’s like. Is he going to be good, mind altering?” Kennedy licked her lips and paused.


“I would hope so. It would be dirty of him to tease you like that, just to disappoint you. You better hope he isn’t using his mouth to make up for a lack of something else.”


“Yeah,” Kennedy said, nodding, “but you know how they are. The ritzy type. The I-make-so-much-money type.” Kennedy reached for the cigarettes, lit two and passed one to Miranda. “If they really like you then they wait to push up—most of them anyway. They do it to impress you because they can get some every night from some groupie. So it’s not like they’re a fiend. And if they really want you to be a permanent part of their lives, you can’t just jump in the bed with them because you’ll turn them completely off. They’ll think less of you and assume you’re after something. But I’ve waited long enough and besides, I’ve got my own money.” Kennedy snapped her fingers.


“That’s true. And yes, I’m going to be vulgar. We women cry that make-love nonsense, but we cannot deny that we don’t love a good fuck as often as possible.” Miranda slapped her hand against her leg and laughed.


“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. What school of etiquette did you attend again? Anyway, back to the drama at hand. We drive to his place and it is fab, as in fabulous. You hear me, his place is tight. This man has a remote control for everything. Lights, blinds, music, you name it, he’s got it. And you remember the Huxtable house on The Cosby Show—”


The front door closed. That meant Rich was home. He was the last person Kennedy wanted to see. As much as she wanted to bend over and throw up at the mere sight of him, she decided to be nice. There was no way in hell that she was going to let him disrupt her mood. He wasn’t worth it.


“Hey, baby. Hey, Kennedy.” Rich acknowledged them. Something rare for him.


“Hey Rich, how have you been?” Kennedy asked, forcing politeness.


“Not bad. Not bad at all. You sure are looking nice today.” Rich winked behind Miranda’s back.


Kennedy cringed and Miranda shot her a be-nice look.


Rich kissed Miranda on the cheek. “Hey, baby. Did you cook something? I’m starving.”


“Boy, please. Cook? It’s too hot to cook.”


“All right. I got ya. Anyway I’m heading out. I just forgot something. Damn one of y’all smell good in here,” Rich said to Miranda but stared at Kennedy as he bent down to whisper something in Miranda’s ear.


Miranda giggled and rubbed the top of his head. Rich bent over her shoulder and kissed her. Miranda’s eyes were closed and Rich’s eyes were on Kennedy.


“See you later,” Miranda said before the front door closed.


They sat in silence for a moment. Miranda glowed and stared into space. Kennedy couldn’t believe the effect Rich had on her friend. What did he do to her? What did he whisper in her ear that caused her to tune out the world? Did she look like that when she was around Michael? Because that was the way she felt. Heavenly.


Miranda moaned and breathed deeply. Either she forgot Kennedy was in the room with her or she didn’t care. “I’m sorry,” she said, coming to. “He just does that to me. Damn!” She shivered. “Now where were we? Oh, the Huxtables. What about the Huxtables again?”


Kennedy was halfway across the room. Miranda jumped up and ran to catch her because she knew Kennedy was going to the kitchen. There was no way that Kennedy was going to get out of finishing the story this time.


“Uh-uh wench,” Miranda jumped in front of the refrigerator. She knew Kennedy had to be thirsty after chain smoking. “Finish.”


“Oh, come on!” Kennedy stomped her foot. “You know I’m thirsty. How do expect me to finish with a dry mouth?” Kennedy turned around. “What y’all got to snack on?”


“Nothing until you finish.” Miranda laughed and grabbed a bag of chips from the pantry and sat down. “Get the soda. You know where the glasses are.”


Kennedy poured her soda. “Okay. You remember the Huxtable house, right? Well it looks just like that, only bigger and better. So we’re at his town house and he offers me some of that wine I got Simone hooked on, well he knows that it’s my signature drink. So of course we’re indulging a little bit and he takes me on a tour of the house. Exactly what I was waiting for, and as I said, his place is tight. While we are upstairs he takes me into a sitting room and we’re talking. He asks me what I want from a man. I went through the usual routine—”


“Honesty. Integrity. Confidence. Humor. Intellect. Friendship. Personality. Stability. Love,” Miranda interjected.


“Exactly. And someone to really know and love me for who I am. Someone who is willing to accept me for what I can bring to the table, no more and no less—”


“Let the church say amen.” Miranda popped a chip into her mouth.


“So now he’s all into it, right, so I decide to catch him off guard. I then tell him that all of those things are of great importance, but they do not ice the cake. Of course he wanted to know what does—”


“What did you tell him, Kennedy?” Miranda asked, waving her hand in the air like she was guiding a plane.


“Be patient, my child. I told him there’s only one thing that ices the cake and that’s great sex and I grabbed his hand and put it up my dress.”


“Damn, girl, you don’t mess around, do you?” Miranda said, her mouth falling wide open.


“If you want something, that’s the only way you can get it!” Kennedy laughed, knowing that she startled her best friend.


“So what did he do?”


“What do you think he did? He grabbed me and kissed the hell out of me. Then he picked my little ass up as though I was air. And check this out. Remember I told you we were in a sitting room, well that was just the entrance to his bedroom. Miranda, I’m telling you, it was just like a Harlequin romance novel. He picked me up and laid me on his bed and gently undressed me. If Gianni Versace were still alive I would have kissed him for designing my clothes to glide off.”


“Keep it coming.” Miranda crossed her long legs and took a deep pull from another cigarette.


“Miranda, if you would be quiet for a minute I would finish. So I’m lying there wearing nothing but heat ’cause you know that a sista was hot. And he’s standing at the end of the bed fully dressed, just staring. I felt like a Picasso painting at a major exhibit. So I tell him to kiss me. And he said no, that he just wanted to admire me first. So I came right out and told him he could touch me and admire me at the same time. Damn it’s hot in here.” Kennedy got up to open the French doors.


“The only thing hot in here is your ass. The AC is on. Now close my doors or start paying some bills around here,” Miranda teased.


“For real. It’s him, I’m telling you.” Kennedy fanned herself with her hand and laughed.


“Finish goddamnit, fin-ish.” Miranda slapped the table.


“All right already. So he started to take off his clothes, and I won’t get all into that because you don’t need to know all of his business, if you know what I mean. So anyway he starts kissing me and my eyes were closed and the next thing I know he was kissing and licking my thighs and you know what happened after that. End of story. Satisfied?”


“Kennedy, you never finish a story, so what happened next?”


“Well, after he was finished he pulled me up and carried me into the bathroom and started kissing me again and telling me how special I am to him. And then we stepped into the shower and he started to bathe me.”
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