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Dear Reader:


It is an honor to present Harlem’s Dragon by David Rivera, Jr.; the first novel I acquired after Strebor Books International became an official imprint of ATRIA/Simon and Schuster. I came across the self-published version at a local Maryland bookstore, was blown away by the breathtaking cover, and had to read it. From cover to cover, I was a satisfied reader and I am sure you will be as well.


Rivera has a unique literary voice that will not only have you discussing this novel with many others but will have you anxiously awaiting the sequel, The Street Sweeper, which will be released during the fall of 2006. The main character, Chemah, who is of African-American and Latino descent, will have female readers falling in love with his compassion and his strength. Male readers will be able to relate to him as he balances love and romance with career and responsibility.


Margarita is a woman who some readers will love because she exhibits the uninhibited behavior many females yearn to unleash in themselves. Yet and still, others will dislike her or teeter back and forth between love and hate. That is what makes Harlem’s Dragon such an intriguing must-read.


It is always a pleasure to discover new voices and I am excited about the career Mr. Rivera has in front of him. I would like to thank you for supporting one of the Strebor Books International titles and hope you will venture forth to enjoy many others. If you are interested in becoming an independent sales representative for Strebor Books International and earn a significant extra income while encouraging literacy among your family, friends, and coworkers, please send an email with “Opportunity” in the subject line to StreborBooks@aol.com.


Sit back in a cozy chair, adjust your reading light, and begin on the journey of Chemah and Margarita as they prove who is really the Dragon of Harlem.


Peace and Many Blessings,
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“There is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.”


—GEORGE SAND




Prayer:


May the evil man be good.


May the good man find peace.


May he who finds peace be free.


And may he who is free make others free.





Chapter 1


IT IS WHAT IT IS



Margarita Smith was in the throes of a very powerful orgasm. Unlike the average woman, she was not afraid to tell a man exactly how to make her come. The funny thing about it was that any time she told a man exactly what she wanted sexually, men always thought they had hit the jackpot. A smile would play on their faces as they tried to act indifferent, but she could always see the look that she recalls little boys have when they get what they wanted most on Christmas mornings.


Margarita loved to suck a dick. She always said it that bluntly, not for shock value but to let men know that her appetite for it was just as strong as theirs or more so. Her friends always used terms like “performing fellatio” or “going down on someone.” Even some of her male friends found it hard to be as raw as her. They would use metaphors like “slobbin’ the knob,” “polishing the wood,” or “buffing the helmet.” She would say, “No, I just like to suck dick.”


Margarita had received two degrees from Columbia University: a bachelor’s in sociology and a master’s of science in political science. All of her friends and associates were educated pseudo-intellectuals, and she fancied herself to be a proud, intelligent and self-reliant black woman. As such, she scrutinized her own behaviors as much or more than anyone else’s. Realizing that her penchant for “sucking dick” was not exactly on par behavior, being a proud self-reliant black woman made her analyze herself even more.


In her self-analysis, Margarita realized that it wasn’t so much an oral fixation that she had, as much as she loved the control that she exerted over men while she was performing oral sex on them. When she licked the tip of a dick slowly, she would always hear a moan of submission to her will. When she sucked just the head in her mouth with the vacuuming power of a Hoover, she would hear, “Ooh God,” knowing she was their deity. When she lapped the whole underside of a man’s dick with the flat of her tongue, she could see the man was concentrating intensely and solely on her. When she took a man’s entire dick in her mouth and down her throat, she could see a man’s shock and admiration at her feat. Whenever she stopped what she was doing, she would always hear some form of pleading or begging to continue. She stopped often because the begging is what made her vagina become soaked with its own passion.


She didn’t particularly like the taste of cum, but swallowed it sometimes for the effect it had on her partners. The fact that she had caused a man to ejaculate and the energy that she sensed she was taking from him is what inevitably made her orgasm. It wasn’t in the giving of pleasure that she gained her satisfaction but in the taking of control.


As Margarita’s orgasm ebbed, she sat back against the baseboard of her bed looking down at her latest conquest. Raheem was not an unusual black man. In fact, he was very ordinary. She had met him at the Starbucks on 125th Street two months ago. While the clerk was making her chocolate mocha cappuccino, she had made eye contact with Raheem. He was playing chess with some older gentleman who kept busy talking to himself between each move he made.


As she walked out the door sipping on her decadent treat, Raheem had come stumbling after her introducing himself as Raheem Gaines, a medical supply salesman and chess aficionado. Raheem was six feet tall, with dull brown eyes and sported a low fade. He was good looking enough, but there was nothing spectacular about him.


He had invited her to the Sugar Shack for a drink that night. The Sugar Shack was a trendy nightspot for upwardly mobile blacks who were looking for a cultural haven in Harlem. They held poetry readings some nights; those were Margarita’s favorite. She felt that men who were into poetry were more sensitive than other men, and she just loved her men extra sensitive. The night she and Raheem went was a jazz night. She enjoyed his company and a week later they became lovers.


Now as she looked at Raheem she realized that they had no future together. Raheem had absolutely no clue that he was about to be dumped. He reached out and caressed Margarita’s smooth brown legs. Had he been sensitive at all he would have noticed that the shiver she exhibited when he did this was not one of delight, but of revulsion. Margarita always felt this way after a few months with only one lover. During the sexual act everything was cool, but immediately afterward she would see all of the man’s faults.


In front of her now she didn’t see an intelligent handsome black man. Instead Margarita saw a boring, scrawny, little-dick man with bunions and corns on both feet. She thought that if she had his dick in her mouth right now she would probably bite the head off. Instead she simply allowed him to continue his abrasive caresses. Margarita knew the quickest way of getting rid of a man. “Raheem, have you ever thought about having children?”


“Huh, what did you say?”


“I asked you if you’ve ever thought about having children,” Margarita repeated. “Yeah, I’ve thought about it, I plan on having a couple someday.”


“Why, you want to have my baby?” Raheem asked smiling like that cat that ate the canary.


“Well, it’s not that I want to have your baby so much as I do want to have a baby, and being that I’m not on any birth control, and, those condoms we used aren’t one hundred percent, I thought it might be worth talking about.”


Raheem’s smile faded so quickly, you might have thought someone had slapped him in the face. “Are you trying to tell me that you’re pregnant?”


“No, I didn’t say I’m pregnant,” Margarita answered. “Nor am I planning to get pregnant, but if by some small miracle I do get pregnant, I will definitely keep it.”


Raheem had been through this scene with other women before. Or so he thought. Every time a black woman finds a man making a little money, and doing well for himself, she always tries to trap him off, he thought. In his paranoia, Raheem had forgotten a few small details. Foremost, Margarita made twice the money he made just in consulting fees, so why would she be concerned with the small change he made? Furthermore, with her connections she could only help his business. Without thinking he let the ignorance flow out of him like thick spit through a straw. Margarita had set the bait, and Raheem had swallowed the hook whole. “Listen, Margarita, I’m not ready to have no baby anytime soon so you better just forget about it.”


Margarita had used this particular ruse to get rid of men before, and she had her next response ready. “What do you mean you’re not ready? You didn’t say that while you were fucking me. Anyway, I don’t need you to have a baby. As a matter of fact, I don’t need you at all.”


It was only at that moment that Raheem realized what he was throwing away. “Wait a minute, baby, you don’t mean that.”


“Baby, I thought you didn’t want any baby,” Margarita snapped.


“That’s not what I’m saying,” Raheem tried to get a word in.


“I know exactly what you’re saying,” Margarita interrupted him again. “What do you think, I’m some kind of crack-head bitch you can give three dollars to and fuck her whenever you want?”


Raheem decided to use his business tone. It usually worked to make white people feel comfortable when he was doing business, and he used it whenever he needed to take control of a situation. “On the contrary, Margarita, I have nothing but the utmost respect for you. I don’t think there’s any reason to—”


“Just get the hell out,” Margarita said.


Raheem got dressed quickly not wanting to incur Margarita’s wrath anymore. He mumbled apologies the entire time he was dressing. It took all of the restraint that Margarita had to keep from laughing in his face. When he finally reached the door, Raheem said, “Margarita, I don’t know what to say; please accept my apology.” Raheem was begging now as much as he was begging fifteen minutes ago when she was sucking his dick.


That’s the way Margarita liked her relationships with men from beginning to end. Her friends always joked with her about the intricate plotting that Margarita laid down whenever she was breaking it off with a man. “Why don’t you just tell them you don’t want them anymore?” they would continuously ask. Her friends never understood, but she always tried to explain how important it was to her that she control how and when her male friends went out of her life. After a while she would just answer, “You know my motto: always keep them begging for more.” To Raheem, she said, “There’s nothing more to say, Raheem. You’ve said more than I wanted to hear already.” With that she closed the door in his face and locked both of the Medeco locks with a finality that comforted her.





Chapter 2


IN THE BEGINNING



The test was almost over. It had started an hour ago, and Chemah was exhausted. He could hear his own pulse, and feel his blood rushing through his body fueled by the adrenaline that his brain was releasing. He had been given a full two minutes to rest before the final and hardest part of the test is to begin. His gi, the formal Japanese name for a karate uniform, was sticking to his body. Soaked with sweat, it felt uncomfortable and cumbersome. Chemah turned his back to the small crowd that had come to witness his final promotion and knelt to compose himself. A few of his dreadlocks had come loose and hung in front of his face hiding the fire in his hazel-green eyes. He brushes them back with his right hand and is reminded that he cannot afford to be distracted when the test begins again. Loosening the ribbon that holds his dreads to the back of his head, he allows them to fall about his shoulders for half a second before tossing his head back and retying them into a ponytail.


This small movement did not go unappreciated by the women who were watching in the stands. “Damn, that brother is fine,” a woman, wearing an African print dress with her hair cut into a short Afro, whispered to her friend. “Now you know you ain’t never had no high-yella man before, with your ole back-to-Africa ass, so just stick to those Wesley Snipes-looking motherfuckers, and leave this brother to me.” The woman with the Afro sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes but kept quiet, knowing she had just played herself.


Chemah closed his eyes to meditate and found that his mind would not be calmed so easily, as it drifted back to another time seventeen years earlier. He’s ten years old and in the fifth grade. His class had been noisy during lunch so they were kept in longer than the rest of the students in Hans Christian Andersen School. Chemah’s mind scattered even more as he wondered what kind of person this Hans Christian Andersen could have been that he could be white, and have a school named after him that was located on 122nd Street and Lenox Avenue. No one had ever told him that the school was named after a white man; he just figured with a name like Hans the guy had to be white.


By the time he was let out of school the whole sidewalk was congested with children. Some of the smaller kids had parents there to pick them up, but most didn’t. The Mister Softee truck was in front of the school with music blasting but didn’t get much business. Any kid with a quarter or more went to the little Spanish man who sold icees from a push cart and served them in Dixie cups. You could get coconut, cherry, mango, or rainbow flavors. Spanish people in the neighborhood called them coquitos because back in the day, they only came in coconut flavor. Nobody gave a shit about that. Now they’re icees.


Chemah was walking with his icee extended in front of him, so not to mess up his school clothes, when he was pushed from behind and fell to the floor. He let go of the icee a split second before hitting the concrete so that he could use both hands to keep from losing his fronts. Without knowing or caring who pushed him down, he instinctively jumped to his feet and whirled around in a cat stance. Looking into the faces in front of him, he wished he had gone straight home like his father had told him. “Oh shit, it’s on now,” someone nearby said. Sonny Bermudez was the toughest kid in school, known to be a bully and didn’t give a fuck if you were blind with one leg and your momma died. If he felt like kicking your ass, that was it. “Who you supposed to be, Bruce Lee motherfucker?” Raul spit from his mouth. Chemah stayed quiet squeezing his sphincter muscles to keep from shitting his pants. A crowd had already begun to form around them ’cause everyone likes to see an after-school fight. Simone, a little girl with braids, liked Chemah but couldn’t help instigating. “Yo, Sonny, you better chill! That boy knows karate. I be seeing his father take him every week. He wears a black uniform and everything.”


Sonny didn’t seem to be fazed by this information. “What karate school do you go to, faggot?” he taunted Chemah.


“Harlem Goju,” Chemah blurted.


“I ain’t never heard of that shit,” Sonny answered. The crowd laughed and squeezed in tighter making it impossible for Sonny to back out, or for Chemah to turn and run. “I know Puerto Rican Judo,” Sonny said with a deadly smirk on his face. Chemah had never heard of that style and cautiously sunk deeper into his stance. “That’s right, Judono if I have a knife; Judono if I have a gun; Judono anything.”


The crowd laughed and as if on cue Sonny lunged at Chemah with his head down. Chemah snapped out his lead leg with a front kick that caught Sonny in the forehead. Sonny staggered backward and looked as if he were about to cry. Having gained some confidence after that first kick, Chemah settled back in his cat stance and waited for Sonny to attack again. This time Sonny launched a wild round-house punch that Chemah stopped with a shuto block.


That’s the last thing Chemah remembered of the fight. As it was told to him later, one of Sonny’s boys had snuck up on him and put him in the dope fiend yoke. “You know it only takes four seconds in that kind of head lock to put a nigga’s head to bed. Then they just gave you a 125th Street beatdown,” they had informed him when he was let out of the hospital.


The memory was a reminder that he could never let his guard down during this test. He breathed deeply and evenly as he gathered his energy and rested his body and mind.


He knew his two minutes would be up when Grandmaster Sam McGee rapped his bamboo staff on the floor twice. Silence was instant and tension was felt by everyone in the gym as they waited to see the last part of the test. Half of the crowd was martial artists who wanted to witness the making of a fifth-degree black belt. The other half were just Harlem residents who were brought to what they believed was a karate show. To them it may just as well been the Apollo Theater. If they liked what they saw, they’d clap and if they didn’t like what they saw, fuck it, they were gonna let you know.


Chemah knew what to expect: the fight of his life. In the Chinese movies you see all kinds of shit passing as a test to become a master. A guy catching arrows with his teeth. Snatching a coin from your master’s hand. In Harlem Goju, they’re keeping it real. You wanna be a fifth-degree. They’re not giving shit away. You have to fight someone who’s already a master. If you don’t hold your own and can’t at least come close to beating your opponent, you’re going to have to try again in a couple of years. That determination can only be made by the Grandmaster. You think it’s gonna be a long fight, it’s not. Any master will tell you if a fight is not over in four moves or less neither man knows what he is doing. It’s like a high-speed chess game only at this high level the man you’re playing against can remove your testicle, gouge out an eye, dislocate your shoulder, or give you a 125th Street beatdown.


Chemah stepped into the fighting circle keenly aware that the man in front of him was capable of taking his life. His presence was huge. He was unknown to most in the audience, but Chemah knew he was Master John Charlotte of the Tiger Claw karate school in California. The elders of the Harlem Goju system agreed that Chemah should not fight someone from their ranks so that it would be a real test with no holding back. It took some time to find anyone willing to fight Chemah as he had won most of his tournament fights since he had become a black belt at ten years old. Some people now referred to him as the Dragon of Harlem. But this was different. This was for honor and respect. Only someone with honor and respect would agree to be your opponent.


Both opponents simultaneously bowed to grandmaster Sam McGee and then bowed to one another without ever taking their eyes off of each other. There were no other formalities to observe and both men were immediately on the offensive.


Chemah launched an attack of four consecutive straight punches. Master Charlotte avoided them with what seemed like nonchalance, his head moving from side to side. Chemah’s fist missed him each time by just a fraction of an inch. Master Charlotte stepped inside of Chemah’s right foot and Chemah saw the master’s palm strike headed straight for his chest. Chemah’s right hand shot out to disrupt the palm strike, realizing a split second too late that the palm was merely a decoy for the real attack. Master Charlotte had set him up for a dragon sweep, which he fell for hook, line and sinker. Chemah found himself airborne and out of control, knowing he would land on his head if he did not torque his full body weight. He maneuvered at the last instant and landed on his side. The pain of the landing hit him with the force of a sledgehammer, but he jumped up and continued to fight as if nothing had happened.


Pain control was one of the many disciplines of Goju, but he had learned to control pain many years ago, when his mother was whipping his ass with one of the tracks of his racing-car set. His mother prefaced every beating he had earned with, “And you better not cry.” If you can take a Hot Wheels track hitting you in between every two words your mother is screaming…“I told you…SMACK!…not to…SMACK!…go out…SMACK!…side…SMACK!…without… SMACK! …my…SMACK!…permission.”


“I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”


“I know…SMACK! …you won’t…SMACK!…do it again…SMACK!…’cause you shouldn’t…SMACK!…have done it to begin…SMACK!…with.”… then it’s a good bet that you can probably take a couple of shots from a black belt without too much trouble. Chemah attempted a spinning back kick to Master Charlotte’s head only to find himself again soaring through the air out of control. Chemah was running out of time; another hit like the last one and he knew it would be over.


Grandmaster Sam McGee had always said, “I can teach you karate, but you must make it your own.” Until this moment, he hadn’t fully realized what that meant. Don’t fake like you some punk-ass Japanese soldier. You’re from Harlem; do what you do best.


There is a little known style of fighting that some say originated in Harlem and others say originated on Rikers Island—the biggest jail in the world. It was hard to master, but Chemah was taught by his Uncle Raul “Starsky” Quinones. His uncle had been a well-respected but hardened man who had a reputation for causing pain. This style was called the 52 steps. Chemah had always toyed with combining both styles to make a new fighting system but thought it would offend the Grandmaster.


“Fuck it. I’m getting my ass waxed; this shit stops now.” Chemah circled his opponent slowly and started the intricate pattern of hand movements that make up the 52 steps. Master Charlotte was looking at Chemah like he was crazy, and got ready to finish what he started. Chemah’s uncle taught him to always talk shit to his opponent while fighting. “It scares the shit outta motherfuckas and it gives you a rhythm to move with,” he’d said. Chemah knew that he could not talk out loud, but his eyes and attitude spoke with volume. “You don’t know who you fucking with (elbow strike to the head). You don’t know me (slap to the face). What’s my name (back fist)? What’s my name (back fist)?”


Charlotte was seeing three hands, coming at him with crazy speed. He believed he had found the rhythm Chemah’s hands were moving in when he was hit by a Goju thunder kick to his temple. The fight was over. Master Charlotte was helped to his feet and out of the dojo. The ceremony continued.


The audience went crazy stomping the floor, clapping their hands, and whistling. “Yo, did you see that shit? He went straight uptown on his ass.”


“Yeah, I saw. I knew he was gonna do his thing. That brotha’s from ’round the way.”


Grandmaster Sam McGee tapped his bamboo staff on the floor twice and once again commanded the attention of everyone in the gym with his presence. “I would like to thank everyone who has come to share with us this great occasion, in which…” Sam McGee began.


The rest of the words were lost to Chemah whose attention was drawn to a single face in the crowd. It was Khadijah Saeed. She had come to see him earlier that week about helping in her campaign for city council. She was running against Charles Rangel’s crew and she had asked him to help her get the votes from the City College student population. Chemah had graduated from there, but was still very popular with the students, as he still used many of their lab facilities for projects he had little funding for. Khadijah always rolled with a small group of beautiful black women. Today was no different; every woman sitting around her was a dime piece. Khadijah was usually the finest of them all. Today was no different except the sister sitting to her immediate right could damn sure give her a run for her money. Chemah admired her smooth chocolate skin and long hair. He immediately wondered if it was all hers.


“It is my honor to bestow upon you the rank of fifth-degree black belt.” The Grandmaster’s voice brought him back to the event at hand.


Chemah was handed his new belt which held the colors black, white, and red. Chemah bowed accepting the new belt; he took off his old black belt and reverently handed it to the Grandmaster. “Thank you, Grandmaster.” Chemah humbly bowed.


Grandmaster Sam McGee leaned close to Chemah and whispered, “You can thank me by telling me what those last few moves were.”


“Uh, you mean those last moves at the end of the fight?” Chemah said, stuttering and stalling. “Didn’t you recognize them, Grandmaster?” Chemah smiled.


Grandmaster Sam McGee folded his arms and slowly shook his head patiently waiting for an explanation. Chemah flashed his most charming smile and tried to sound casual. “The moves were from a new kata I came up with. I thought I’d wait until after I became a master to show it to you, but I guess it couldn’t wait. I call it ‘The 52 steps of Harlem Goju.’”





Chapter 3


THAT’S JUST MY LUCK!



Sensei Dwayne McGee was the brother of the Grandmaster and second in charge at Harlem Goju. He was five feet nine and arguably heavier than a martial arts master should be. The few people who made the mistake of thinking that his girth would hinder him from whipping their ass would remember him for the rest of their lives. Sensei Dwayne approached Chemah during Thursday night class and asked to see him after class was dismissed.


When the class was over, Chemah walked over to Sensei Dwayne, who was getting dressed in a corner of the dojo. “You wanted to see me, Sensei?” Chemah asked.


“I need you to go to Felix Robin’s school tomorrow and find out from his teacher why he’s failing so many classes.”


The Sensei got right to the point. It was Sensei Dwayne McGee’s habit to visit the school and teacher of any child who was not doing well in school. His ability to scare children into doing their best was rivaled only by his uncanny ability to find what motivated an individual and help them use that motivation.


As far as Chemah knew he had never asked anyone else to make one of these visits, and Chemah wasn’t feeling especially honored that he asked him to be the first. “Sensei, I’m not sure that I can do it, I have a lot of things—”


“When you accepted Grandmaster’s promotion of you to the fifth degree, you accepted all responsibilities that come with it, did you not?”


“Yes, Sensei.”


“Are you now ready to turn your back on your fellow brothers? How many times have you heard Grandmaster say, ‘When we make it to the top of the mountain, sometimes we have to turn around and help the man behind us reach the top.’ Do you remember that?”


“Yes, Sensei, but—”


“This is not a task I like to give anyone. It’s one of my many duties as Sensei that I thoroughly enjoy. The only reason I’m asking you to go in my place is that I’ve been called on an emergency out of town, and I’ve already told his teacher that I would be there. It’s our job to help parent these children that are under our care, even outside of the karate school. All I need you to do is introduce yourself to the teacher as a representative of Harlem Goju. Make my apologies for not being able to make it and tell her that I will be in to visit as soon as I can. Now do you think you can handle that?” This man had been pushing Chemah’s buttons for twenty years now, and knew that nothing would motivate him more than questioning his sense of responsibility.


“Yes, Sensei. What school is it and what is the teacher’s name?” Chemah asked.


“It’s your old school, Hans Christian Andersen, and the teacher’s name is Nairobi Kimble,” Sensei Dwayne said, turning his back to Chemah. After a moment of silence, Sensei Dwayne looked over his shoulder and saw Chemah still standing there. “Is there something else I can do for you?” he asked. Chemah shook his head no and his Sensei went back to dressing. Chemah knew that this meant he was dismissed.


Chemah walked into the school thirty minutes late and was surprised at how easy it was for an unidentified man to gain access into a building full of children. It was the end of the school day, and the halls were empty but for a few straggling boys going from room to room peeping into each door. Chemah took his cue from them, and went from door to door peering into each one looking for an adult to question about Miss Kimble’s whereabouts. In the third room that he peeped in, there was a young white woman sitting at the teacher’s desk appearing to be marking papers. Chemah knocked on the door before stepping over the threshold. “Pardon me,” he said.


She looked up from her work. “Yes, how can I help you?” She had a natural and alluring smile.


“I’m looking for Miss Kimble. You wouldn’t happen to know where she is, would you?”


“I’m Miss Kimble,” she answered getting up from her desk and simultaneously whisking a strand of hair from her face.


“I’m sorry, I’m looking for Ms. Nairobi Kimble.”


Her smile became broader as she came from behind her desk extending a hand. “That would still be me.” She laughed. “And you must be Mr. McGee.” She had caught Chemah off guard. He had fully expected Ms. Nairobi Kimble to be a Black woman.


“Yes, I mean, no. My name is Chemah Rivers. I’m one of Mr. McGee’s students. Mr. McGee was called away on urgent business, and he asked that I make his apologies, and ascertain how we could best help Felix Robins.” Chemah knew how important it was that Felix see that someone cared enough to come to school on his behalf, but it was too late for that part of the assignment. There would be no excusing it to Sensei when Chemah saw him again.


“Well, Mr. Rivers, I was hoping that Mr. McGee was coming to the school to have a talk with Felix. You see, last year, another teacher had a similar problem with a child, and Mr. McGee showed up out of nowhere and introduced himself as the child’s Sensei, and asked to speak to her concerning the child’s grades. He spoke to the child briefly before he left, but for the rest of the year the child was an exemplary student. I don’t know what he said to the child but I was hoping for another one of Mr. McGee’s miracles.” Miss Kimble seemed genuinely concerned. Chemah could see the hurt in her eyes when she talked about not being able to reach the child, and the anger and frustration when she talked about parental involvement being non-existent.


“Maybe I can come back tomorrow at an earlier time, and have a little talk with Felix.”


“That would be fine, Mr. Rivers. I’d appreciate that very much.”


“It’s no problem. You know I went to this school when I was little,” Chemah said in an attempt to make small talk.


“It’s hard to imagine you ever being little, Mr. Rivers.”


Chemah could feel his ears burning and knew they were turning red! Maybe it’s time to leave, he thought. But he didn’t go anywhere.


He was enjoying the way Miss Kimble was looking at him. It was as if she were appreciating every muscle of his body and every wrinkle in his clothing. “You must work out a lot,” she said. She had been watching the muscles play underneath his clothing with every movement that he made from the moment he knocked on the door.


“It’s the karate. It keeps me in pretty good shape. Do you work out?” Chemah asked. Taking the opportunity to look at her from head to toe, he took inventory of all her assets. Five feet seven inches, about one hundred-fifty pounds, nice-sized breasts, and wide hips. Chemah found himself wishing she would turn around so that he could see her ass. Nothing worse than a flat-ass woman.


Miss Kimble let out a girlish giggle that even she did not recognize as her own, as his eyes swept over her body. “No, I don’t have time to work out,” she said. “But I’ve been thinking about joining a gym before my body gets out of control.”


“It doesn’t look that bad to me,” Chemah said, holding her eyes with his own. Chemah had never flirted with a white woman before, but now it seemed as if color didn’t matter. This woman was looking at him the way other women had, and he was talking and flirting with her the same way he would with any sister who was giving him good vibes. It was all good.


Miss Kimble broke their eye lock, and began gathering her belongings. “I’m pretty much finished here. So I guess I’ll see you tomorrow and you’ll have that talk with Felix.” She slipped her shoulder bag over her arm and picked up a small box that was next to her desk. She subtly gestured that he walk toward the door ahead of her.


“Let me carry that box to your car for you,” Chemah offered.


“I don’t have a car. I take the bus.”


“The bus?” Chemah repeated as if she had just said the most incredulous thing he had ever heard.


“Is there something wrong with taking the bus, Mr. Rivers?” she said, holding one eyebrow higher than the other in imitation of The Rock.


“No, there’s nothing wrong with taking the bus. But, if you don’t mind my asking, where do you live? I don’t imagine that you live anywhere close to here.”


“Eighty-Fourth Street Central Park West,” she said as he liberated the box from her arms.


“Oh,” he said, taken aback by her answer.


“Is there something wrong with where I live, Mr. Rivers?”


“No,” he lied. “It’s just that when you said you take the bus, I envisioned that you lived close by.”


“Eighty-Fourth Street is not that far away.”


“I’m sorry; I’m getting too personal,” Chemah apologized.


“Not at all, Mr. Rivers. You do have to know where I live if you’re going to drive me home. That is what you had in mind, isn’t it?”


“As a matter of fact, I hadn’t even considered it,” Chemah continued to lie. As soon as those words came out of his mouth, he knew that it was the wrong thing to say. The smile that was on her face from the minute they had seen each other was gone. In its place was an expression of hurt and embarrassment. For reasons that he hadn’t fathomed, he wanted to be the one to take that pained expression off of her face.


“I guess it’s my turn to apologize,” she said. “I assumed too much, I’m sorry.”


“It’s not that I don’t want to take you home. It’s just that I hadn’t thought that anyone as beautiful as you would allow me to get that close.” This was not a lie. There really was something beautiful about her. She wasn’t gorgeous in the way that fashion models are, but exuded a sexiness that he believed came from being natural in her expression of emotion. It seemed she did everything and said everything with passion. Chemah noticed that as he spoke these eloquent words, the smile he was hoping for instantly came back to her face.


“That all depends on what you mean by close,” she said, still smiling. “What I mean is—”


“Let’s talk about it in the car,” she interrupted as she walked out of the class in front of him. As he followed her he got a chance to thoroughly scrutinize her ass. Suffice to say it did not have the roundness to it that he enjoyed seeing a well-endowed sister showing off. But on the other hand, it did have some substance. Her Liz Claiborne skirt was clinging to it so that every step she took was akin to following a bouncing ball.
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