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To my ninety-two-year-old Aunt Rose, my biggest fan. Thanks for making my years in Kannapolis, North Carolina, exciting, even if my only adventures were driving you to Walmart to buy housecoats and to Johnson’s Superette to get the baked chicken, pinto beans, tossed salad, and ingredients for your homemade sweet potato pies and cornbread, which you would cook for twenty-five-plus people every Tuesday for more than twenty years.

In my spare time, which was plentiful in the small country setting, I was finally inspired (bored) enough to begin my writing career. So while I was born in Washington, D.C., Kannapolis, North Carolina, was the birthplace of Zane, beginning with The Sex Chronicles: Shattering the Myth and Addicted.

Here is another one to add to your collection beside your rocking chair, one side piled up with Bibles and the other piled up with my books.

 

“Hot Box” is a baseball drill that can be played with three or more players and two to four bases. The players take turns being fielders and runners, ultimately trying to tag the rest of the players out. People often practice this drill in real life, but instead of tossing around baseballs, they toss around hearts and emotions. Once a person becomes damaged, he or she begins to damage other people; trying to beat the other party to the punch and often orchestrating the demise of his or her relationships in order to hasten what he or she perceives as the inevitable.

More and more people have stopped believing in “lifelong” and “unconditional” love, choosing instead to live in the moment and satisfy their urges and desires by sleeping with “friends with benefits.” No matter how much people try to convince themselves that casual sex is enough, no matter how much they attempt to adapt to their environment, there is still nothing purer and more satisfying than “true” love. It may not come when we want it to, or in the form that we want it to, but it does exist. Things happen when they are supposed to happen. Remember, if God doesn’t give you what you want, that’s because it’s not what you need.
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PART ONE


CURVEBALLS



Lydia

I DON’T know how I got so lucky. Phil and Glenn working two different shifts at the Freightliner factory was like celebrating Christmas and New Year’s every fucking day. And every day was a “fucking day.”

Okay, let me break it down for you. Glenn and I were in a committed relationship for three years, and everything was copacetic. He was fine, sweet, romantic, and he had a scrumptious dick. Glenn was the man . . . my man. But here’s the thing. No matter how terrific he was, I still needed a little variety and extra spice/dick in my life.

When I was younger, I believed in the fairy-tale kind of love. One woman per man and vice versa. Then, by the time I was in the tenth grade, I realized that shit like that really only did happen in fairy tales. Men were dogs—straight up pit bulls, Rottweilers, and Doberman pinschers. Either they were a new breed, different from previous generations, or people swept a ton of shit underneath the rug back then. Personally, I assumed it was a combination of the two. Surely, women stayed and endured a lot of drama, cheating, and abuse because they were scared, destitute, or ashamed to have to admit to a failed relationship. A ton of women still did that, but a lot of chicks decided to stay single.

I was single—meaning unmarried—by choice. I was so sick of all the articles, blogs, and news stories preaching and whining about how the majority of African-American women would never get married. And? What was the point of getting married? If a man was going to fuck around on you, disrespect you, and possibly bring some incurable shit home to your ass, you were better off running a game on him while he thought he was running one on you. It is going to get to the point when women will have to ask themselves the question, what man would you prefer to die for because he cannot keep his dick in his pants?

The only exception was if the brother was paid—majorly paid. Men with money could always get it. Women of all ages, races, and walks of life were willing to drop their drawers and spread them for the right amount of money and prestige. All except for my best friend, Milena. She was on some unrealistic, mind-bending shit.

She had it all in the palm of her hand and ruined it. Well, I kind of facilitated the drama—truth be told. I didn’t have a choice. If I’d kept a secret like that from her and she’d found out later on that I’d been privy to it, our friendship would’ve been history. Milena was not the forgiving, or forgetting, type. Those two words were simply not in her vocabulary. So I told her, and the proverbial shit hit the fan.

It was a new day though. Jacour Bryant was back in Kannapolis and Milena needed to wake the fuck up and smell the coffee. She needed to hook back up with him before some other chick pussy whipped him. Jacour was a pro-baller who had suffered a knee injury that had ended his career but not his bankroll. He’d decided to move back to the area, and the town council was having a big shindig for him the next night. I hadn’t seen him yet, but the hoochie grapevine had alerted me that he was finer than ever.

All of us had seen photos of him throughout the years, and I’d even watched several Yankees games to see what had been up with him. He’d dated all of the top celebrity divas; he’d run through them like they’d been bases on a diamond. It had seemed like he’d been tied to a different woman every other month. That hadn’t really surprised me. All of that pussy had been thrown at him, but Jacour wouldn’t have settled down with anyone but Milena. Too bad she didn’t get that memo.

Those were the very thoughts running through my mind as Phil was sucking the lining out of my pussy—my juicy, delectable pussy. My pussy was like sunshine on a rainy day. Like fireworks in the middle of a snowstorm. Like flowers in the middle of the desert. Like . . . never mind. I’m sure you get the picture. My pussy was off the fucking chain.

“Hmm, your pussy is off the chain,” Phil said, reading my mind and coming up for air. “I can’t get enough of these cookies.”

“You’re not done eating the cookies until you drink your milk along with it.” I loved talking dirty. “Until I bust in your mouth, you’re still on the clock.”

“Hell yeah! I’ll put in the work!”

Phil went back to “servicing” me and I glanced at the clock. It was a little past noon. Glenn got off at three, the same time that Phil started his shift. I was playing a dangerous game, but it felt so . . . damn . . . good. Did I mention that Phil was one of Glenn’s best friends? Oops, guess not. Glenn, Phil, and Jacour were like the Three Black Musketeers. They could literally fit right into their footprints, even though the novel was written in French nearly 160 years ago and the setting was way back in the seventeenth century.

Phil was definitely Athos. Even though he was the same age as Glenn and Jacour, he acted a lot older than them . . . and looked it. He hit the whiskey hard, a side effect of living in a small town without shit else to do. Phil was handsome but very secretive and drowned his sorrows in liquor, exactly like Athos. I was glad that he used liquor to cope with his shit. I did not have to listen to his problems; just fuck him.

Glenn was damn near Porthos’s twin. He was a bit extroverted, extremely honest, and slightly gullible. He could also eat a sister out of house and home, like Porthos. But instead of being a bit chunky, he worked out religiously to get rid of the excessive calories he inhaled. He never actually ate; he would inhale that shit . . . real talk.

That meant Jacour was Aramis Jr. In the novel, Aramis was portrayed as ambitious and unsatisfied. He was arrogant and loved intrigue and women. If that wasn’t Jacour, my name wasn’t Lydia Sterling.

I had this way of allowing my mind to wander to the strangest places while I was fucking. Somehow, imagining the Three Musketeers, along with their sidekick, d’Artagnan, fucking me in a barn back in the seventeenth century made me climax all over Phil’s face. Athos had me bent down on my knees, slobbering all over his dick as he lay in the hay, while Porthos was hitting it doggie-style and slapping my ass like a true swashbuckler. Aramis was standing over us, jerking off and shooting a load on my back, and d’Artagnan was stroking an elephantine dick, moaning and waiting on his turn to ram his billy club up my ass.

“Oh shit!” I screamed out as I exploded. My thighs were shaking with the aftershocks as Phil lapped up all of my juices like a good little doggie.

“Can I pound you with this big cock now?” he asked when he was through.

“A cock is a chicken,” I said. “Only dicks can enter my temple of immense sexual pleasure.”

“Cock. Dick. Zipper Ripper. My Ramburglar. Whatever you want to call it, I’m ’bout to blow your back out with it.”

“Damn, make it bounce, Daddy!”

The nasty talk was really what turned me on the most about Phil. Glenn would not even send me a sexy text message, much less say that kind of stuff to me in person. Plus, even though Glenn could definitely put a pounding on my pussy, he always wanted to be on top. Fuck that! I loved to ride.

I pushed Phil over onto his back and climbed on my saddle. “Hee haw!” I exclaimed as I started riding him cowgirl fashion.

I didn’t give a damn what anyone said. I could cum the hardest when I was on top. A man hitting it from the back could give it a lot of depth, but unless his dick was shaped like a candy cane, he was not hitting the G-spot. Sometimes I could get close to the G-spot in the reverse cowgirl position, but I recognized what it felt like when that part of me was touched, and it wasn’t happening with a dick.

Now, when I was on top, it was all good. All the right ingredients were there. I was in complete control and, nine times out of ten, he could last longer on his back. Besides, I didn’t want dude sweating all over me; hell to the triple no. If anyone was going to drip sweat that day, it was going to be me. It was bad enough that I had to put up with that from Glenn.

A lot of women think that you’re supposed to pounce up and down on a dick. Not! That’s not riding. Men might be feeling it, but that breaks the continuity with the stimulation on my clit. Rocking my hips did the trick every time. I’d imagine myself riding an actual horse bareback, its massive body moving below mine, bouncing me gently as it trots, my clit rubbing up against it. The heartbeat of the horse between my legs was the same as the throbbing of a dick while I was riding one. Yes! There wasn’t anything like it.

Phil became that horse and took me for a smooth ride. “Um, hell yeah!”

“Work this dick, baby.” Phil grabbed my ass and started pounding on my cheeks like an African drum. “Take all this dick.”

My cut came on the radio: “My Body’s Hungry” by Teena Marie. My body was hungry as hell, too.

“I wonder if I’m a sex addict,” I said to Phil, who couldn’t have cared less if I was as long as he was getting pussy on the regular. “You think I am?”

“Wha . . . what?” he replied breathlessly.

“Do you think I’m a sex addict?” I asked as I started gyrating my hips like a professional belly dancer . . . or stripper.

“I think you’re fucking fine, and I know your pussy’s the best in town.”

“How you know all that?” I slapped him playfully on the face. “You done fucked every woman in town?”

“No.” He paused to catch his breath, then grinned. “Only half of them.”

That motherfucker was lying. I had him so pussy whipped that he couldn’t even see straight.

“Yeah? Well, I bet they didn’t get it in with you like this.”

That’s when I fucked that fool into submission. He curled up in the fetal position by the time I finished with his Ramburglar, or whatever shit he was poppin’.

• • •

    “It’s after one,” I informed Phil a little while later. “You need to bounce.”

“I’ve got two hours left. Let me hit the shower first.”

“You know I don’t play that.”

“How come you don’t ever let me take a shower after we fuck? You let me do it before.”

“That’s because no funky-ass bodies—or balls—hit my sheets. You’re not coming up in here after working an eight-hour factory shift, smelling like a muskrat, and touching me. You can take an after-fucking shower at your own crib.”

“You’re a trip, Lydia.”

“So are you, Phil. We’re both doing the wrong thing when it comes to Glenn. Don’t front like it’s only me.”

“That’s not what I meant. It’s not about Glenn. It’s about how cold and callous you can be at times.”

I propped myself up on my elbow and stared into his eyes. “Look, you’re my jump-off and I’m yours. It’s as simple as that.”

“Jump-offs don’t last as long as we have and—”

I pulled the pillow from under his head. “You’re getting too damn comfortable. Get going; I still have to change the bedding and air this place out before Glenn gets home.”

Oops, I forgot to mention that Glenn and I were actually shacking. Yeah, I was lowdown, but Phil had a roommate and there was no way we were getting it in at his place. Briscoe was the biggest gossiper in town; fuck what you heard about women putting business out in the streets. He was the TMZ of Kannapolis.

Phil reluctantly got up and started putting on his clothes. “You want me to come through in the morning?”

“Nope. I got something to do in the morning.”

“I don’t have to stay long.”

“Five minutes would be too long.” I paused and wiggled my nose. My bedroom smelled like stone-cold fucking. I was going to have to open up all the windows and spray an entire can of Indian Money up in that bitch before Glenn got home.

“Whatever, Lydia. Like I said, you’re a trip.”

“Have you seen Jacour since he got back?”

“Yeah, we all hung out last night after I got off work. Glenn didn’t tell you?”

“No, but that’s cool. I was wondering where he was.”

“Humph, you’ve got a lot of nerve, clocking Glenn’s moves.”

“Is he cheating on me, Phil?”

Phil looked at me and laughed. “You don’t really expect me to respond, do you?”

“Hell yes, I do.”

Phil shrugged. “Hell if I know. Maybe, maybe not.”

“Well, if I ever find out who the bitch is, I’m cutting her.”

Phil smirked. “I’m out of here.” He turned to leave. “Call me if you need anything. I’ll be home by midnight, as usual.”

“Wait, one more question,” I said, sitting up in the bed and letting the comforter fall off my bare chest.

“What?” Phil crossed his arms with much attitude.

“It’s not about Glenn. What do you think about when we’re fucking?”

He shrugged. “I think about us fucking.”

“You don’t fantasize about other women, or worry about busting a nut too quick, or keeping it up?”

“No, no, and no. I think about how good your pussy feels. I’ve got to go.”

“Oh, now you’re in a rush?”

“Damn right. I can’t shower here and I have to be at work on time. Plus, you need to do what’s good to get this place straight before my boy gets home.”

Phil left, and a moment later I heard his car leaving the driveway. The good part about where Glenn and I lived was that it was down a dirt road and no one could spot people coming or going. Otherwise, Phil and I would have been busted ages ago.

Glenn got home about four and I had dinner ready for him by five. Lasagna, garlic bread, and salad: his favorite meal. We put in some overtime that night in bed. He must’ve felt guilty about being out late the night before and not telling me where he’d been. I waited for him to bring it up. Like I said earlier, Glenn was like Porthos; honest.

After I’d sucked him off real slow and lovely, he filled me in on everything that was going on with Jacour, who hadn’t been home in years. Glenn had spoken to him on the phone about once a week, but now that Jacour was back, I was hoping they wouldn’t be running the streets every night, hitting the bar scene in Charlotte. That was all I fucking needed; my man hanging out with a famous athlete around a bunch of money-hungry hoes. Shit, most of the chicks would fall over a man if he bought them a few drinks. Jacour in a Charlotte nightclub would damn near cause a stampede. My baby wasn’t going to be riding shotgun with Jacour when that shit went down. If he brought home even one photo of Jacour and him standing in front of a spray-painted backdrop with a bunch of sluts hanging all over them, I was pulling out my box cutter. There was one surefire way to make sure that wouldn’t happen.

“Does Jacour still have the hots for Milena?” I asked Glenn as we were falling asleep in each other’s arms.

“Jacour still loves Milena, but I told him that’s a wrap.”

I sat up and stared at him. “Why’d you tell him that?”

“Oh, she still feeling him?”

I sighed and lay back down. “She hasn’t said that exactly, but once they see each other, you never know what might happen.”

“I’m gonna call him first thing in the morning and tell him to ask her to his party. You think she’ll go?”

I shrugged. “He has a good shot.”

“Cool,” Glenn said and then turned over. I hated when he did that, but he preferred to sleep on his right side and I had this attachment to the left side of the bed.

I stared at the ceiling. Milena couldn’t stand Jacour, but I needed her to come to her senses.



Milena

I ALWAYS realized that letting myself go would eventually catch up with me. Looking like a cave witch, with my hair strewn all over the place, wearing baggy overalls practically every day, and gaining more than thirty pounds over my ideal body weight were all mechanisms to prevent men from paying me any attention. If men never noticed me, they could never hurt me. It sounds ridiculous, but it actually made sense to me at the time—eight years ago—when my heart was broken for the first, and last, time.

The long-suffering winds of August in Kannapolis, North Carolina, would make anyone want to scream. We’d been enduring a heat wave of ninety degrees minimum for the past week. It didn’t help matters any that I spent half of my day outside, keeping up the health of animals and trying to save those that were sick. Ever since I was a child, I wanted to be a veterinarian. In the third grade, I found a dead bird on my way home from school. It was raining that day, and the poor little thing was lying in the middle of a dirt road, sopping wet and as dead as a doornail. I put it in my tin lunch pail and brought it home.

My mother thought it was cute when I said, “It’s one of God’s creatures!”

My father looked like he wanted to scream.

I put it in a black plastic box and placed it out by our fence, determined to bring it back to life. After a few days, when I raced outside one morning to check on my patient, both the bird and the box had disappeared. My father told me that my love and affection had worked and that the bird had been reincarnated. He tried to convince me that it had spread its wings and left to find its family. Being eight years old, I might’ve believed it except for one thing; the box was also gone.

“Daddy, what happened to the box?” I remember asking.

He sat there at the kitchen table, stirring his coffee and looking dumbfounded for a few seconds. “Uh . . . the bird took it with him. So he can sleep in it.”

I let the spoon topple into my bowl of oatmeal and stared at him. “But how could he carry the box?”

He tried to come up with something right quick but decided it was useless. “I saw that the bird was gone when I came in from the factory last night. I threw the box away, hoping you wouldn’t notice.”

My mother was standing by the stove and cleared her throat before wiping her hands on the bottom of her apron. “Milena, you need to get cleaned up. The school bus will be here in a couple of minutes.”

I slowly got up from the table and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. When I came back out to the kitchen, my parents were whispering in hushed tones. By that time, I realized that Daddy had thrown the bird away . . . inside the box. I was eight; not retarded.

That was the beginning of my fascination with animals. A fascination that flourished into a career. Milena Clark, D.V.M. Most veterinarians deal with pet medicine and work predominantly on dogs, cats, birds, and other household pets. I was knowledgeable in treating all of those, but I specialized in production medicine. I worked on dairy cattle, beef cattle, sheep, swine, and poultry. I also was qualified to do equine medicine and worked on all types of horses.

It was simply my bad luck that I was outside, chasing Mr. Slater’s prize-winning pig, Bessie, through the mud when Jacour pulled up in a brand-new Phantom Rolls-Royce. My best friend, Lydia, was sitting beside him in the front. I wanted to wring her neck.

Mr. Slater shielded his eyes with his right hand as they pulled down my gravel driveway. “Isn’t that Jacour Bryant?”

“I suppose so,” I said with disdain.

As Jacour put his luxury vehicle in park and cut the engine, I finally tackled Bessie and got a chain around her so I could tie her to a post to examine her. I was a hot mess, with mud all over my overalls, and my hair was frizzy and wild from the heat.

Lydia jumped out of the car with a shit grin on her face. “Hey, sis! Look who I found in town!”

Mr. Slater started chuckling. “Didn’t you and that fella used to be an item?”

There was no way I was going to respond to that. “Mr. Slater, why don’t you come back in the morning to get Bessie? I’m sure you need to get back to your farm.”

“Well, I guess that’ll be all right.” He spit out some chewing tobacco, and it made my stomach turn. For the life of me, I couldn’t comprehend how a woman could kiss a man who chewed tobacco and spit it out. “Be here around seven.”

“Okay.”

I watched Jacour climb out of the driver’s side, looking like a black Adonis. Six-two, flawless cappuccino skin, almost zero body fat, and curly black hair. I was sick!

Mr. Slater spoke for a brief moment to Jacour as they crossed paths. Lydia had rushed up to me so she could whisper.

“Aw, sookie sookie now. Your man is back.”

“He’s not my man, and I knew he was coming back. That’s all everyone in this small-ass town has been talking about,” I stated sarcastically. “The return of the hometown hero.”

“Be nice to him,” Lydia warned. “I ran into him at the gas station and he asked me to show him where you live.”

“And your dumb ass showed him? Great!”

“Pull the fangs in, Milena. Give the man a chance.”

I leered at her. “Do you see what I look like?”

Lydia looked me up and down. “You look the same way you look every day.”

I rubbed some mud on her white T-shirt. “Now we’re twins.”

She jumped back a step. “Why’d you do that?”

“Because you should’ve warned me that you were bringing him over here.”

“You should’ve known Jacour was going to blaze a trail to your ass the second he came back here. I ran into him and he wanted to see you. Consider me security, in case something gets set off, like you shoving an electric cow prodder up his ass.”

Lydia thought that shit was humorous; I didn’t. The idea sounded good to me.

“There’s no way that I—” I stopped in midsentence. Mr. Slater was pulling off in his pickup and Jacour was less than five feet from us.

“Milena!” He flashed his charming smile at me and I practically melted. “What’s up, baby?”

Sure, showing Jacour basic human kindness would’ve been the right thing to do, but I wasn’t about to pretend like nothing had ever happened.

“You’re trespassing!” I blurted out as he tried to reach his arms around me for a hug and, heaven forbid, a kiss. “No one invited you here.”

Jacour looked from me to Lydia and then back at me. “Are you for real?”

“I’ve always been real. You’re the phony-ass piece of shit.”

“Milena, it’s been eight years. Can’t we put that past us?”

“Yeah, can’t we?” Lydia interjected. Then she leaned in to whisper in my ear. “Look at his fine ass!”

Jacour grinned, obviously overhearing her comment. “I’ve missed you . . . so much.”

“Yeah, that’s obvious from all the text messages, emails, and birthday cards you’ve sent me.”

“So your parents did give you my cards, huh?”

Before I could respond with something smart, Lydia said, “She keeps them in a scrapbook.”

“No, I don’t! Don’t tell that lie!”

Bessie started making rank noises and then farted. Dirty little bitch lit up the entire sky.

Jacour twitched his nose and Lydia coughed. What a Kodak moment!

I glared at Lydia and then looked at Jacour. “I do not have the cards in a scrapbook. In fact, I have no idea where they are. I guess they’re still around here someplace.”

“As long as you received them and realized that I was constantly thinking of you, that’s all that matters.” Jacour gestured toward my house. “Nice place. Aren’t you going to invite us in? For a glass of water or something?”

“Actually, I need to—”

“I’m definitely parched. Did you make any of that bomb-ass lemonade today?” Lydia was halfway to the front door before she had finished talking. She disappeared inside.

“Come on in,” I said reluctantly. When I turned to go toward the door, I could sense Jacour’s eyes boring a hole in my ass. “But you can’t stay long. I have a lot of animals to attend to.”

“So your animal hospital is out back?”

“Yes. The pig took off, so that’s why we were out in the front yard. I’ll move her later.”

I couldn’t believe that we were talking about a pig after eight years of being incommunicado. Granted, Jacour had tried his best to contact me, but any interaction between us would’ve been pointless. They say that pain never lasts always, but I was as pissed as I had been on my wedding day.



Milena

Eight Years Earlier

THERE was no way that it was real. It had to be some sort of sick joke—a prank that one of Jacour’s friends had come up with during a drunken stupor.

Lydia was standing behind me, rubbing my left shoulder gently, as if that was going to lessen the blow. “I feel bad about being the bearer of such devastation, but there were no options.” She sighed, her minty breath tickling my ear. “A true friend won’t allow you to make one of the biggest mistakes of your life.”

I took my eyes off the laptop screen for a few seconds and stared at Kayla and Donita, both of them rendered speechless by the unexpected turn of events.

I glanced back at the screen and could barely stand to watch. “It can’t be him. It just can’t,” I whispered. “Someone doctored this shit.”

“Milena, don’t curse in church!” Donita exclaimed, finally finding her tongue. “God don’t like ugly!”

“Donita, that’s the least fucking problem,” Lydia said, lashing out at her. “This is Milena’s big day and—”

“This was my big day.” I swatted at the laptop with my grandmother’s handkerchief—my something old—and faced all three of them. “Now it’s the worst day of my entire life.”

Kayla walked over to me and gave me a tender hug. “It’s going to be okay. We’re here for you.”

“I know,” I replied, and then kissed her on the cheek. “All of you are always here for me.”

“Are you mad at me?” Lydia asked.

“No, I’m not mad at you.” I hugged her. “You did the right thing. I would’ve done the same for you.”

“So are you going to go through with it?” Donita stared at me like she was serious.

“Are you insane?” Lydia asked her and damn near slapped her. “Of course she’s not going through with it.”

Donita shrugged. “All I’m saying is that everyone makes mistakes. After all, last night was his last night of freedom. From what I hear, all men get laid at their bachelor parties.”

“That’s a good point,” Kayla interjected. “It’s not the same thing as cheating. He was simply having a good time. Remember, we also had a good time last night.”

Lydia placed both of her hands on her hips, a clear indication that she was about to lose it. “We had a good night, but the night didn’t culminate with Milena spreading her legs or sucking dicks. Did it?” Kayla and Donita both stared at each other but didn’t respond. “Did it? Did either of you hookers see Milena fucking some other dude last night? If you did, I must’ve missed it. We got drunk, had a couple of male strippers give us a little teaser, but Milena’s drawers never left her ass.”

“Ease up on them,” I told Lydia. “They’re only trying to be helpful.”

There was a lot going on in the dressing area of The First Calvary Baptist Church that afternoon. Lydia didn’t feel that Kayla and Donita should be standing there in the beautiful cherry red bridesmaid gowns that I had spent months picking out. She’d accused both of them of being backstabbers, unworthy of standing by my side as I exchanged vows to commit the rest of my life to Jacour Bryant. Both of them, at some point in time throughout our youth, had tried to date him—or simply fuck him—but neither had succeeded. But that was all child’s play. We were kids in a small-ass town and Jacour was the finest thing walking. The only thing that mattered to me was that he hadn’t done it. They were still my friends and had covered my back more than they’d stabbed me in it since elementary school. Still, Lydia wasn’t feeling either of them, and that had served as the basis for much drama during the planning stages for the wedding of the century. I had heard that jealousy among friends and relatives could practically destroy a wedding; now I realized it firsthand.

Jacour had recently been drafted by the New York Yankees. A four-year, eighty-five-million-dollar contract would’ve been a big deal anywhere, but in Kannapolis, North Carolina, land area of 29.9 square miles, population of 42,581, with a median household income of $35,532, and only 12 percent of the residents obtaining a degree past a high school diploma, it was a huge fucking deal.

I’d been in love with Jacour since junior high and we’d attended undergrad together at Duke University. Now we were on top of the world. I was headed to veterinarian school, and he was about to become the biggest star player in Major League Baseball. I’d been planning to attend the North Carolina State University College of Veterinary Medicine, but after Jacour had been drafted by the Yankees, I’d applied and been accepted to the College of Veterinary Medicine at Cornell University. We were planning to set up house in Ithaca, New York, and maintain a lavish apartment in New York City. Eighty-five million dollars could provide a lot of lavish, after all.

Jacour was going to do the majority of the commuting while school was in session for me. In the summer and on the weekends and during school breaks, I would be in New York City. It was a great plan. We were in love, and we trusted each other, until I saw him fucking some sluts at his bachelor party.

“Okay, fine; I’ll ease up,” Lydia said sarcastically, breaking me from my train of thought. “But you can’t walk out there and marry Jacour.”

Donita took an aggressive step toward Lydia. “You’re not her mother! You can’t tell her what to do!”

It was like we had conjured my mother up. Before Lydia could respond to Donita, there was a tap at the door and Momma opened it without waiting for a reply.

“Mrs. Clark!” Kayla exclaimed as Donita tried to shield the laptop screen, where some tramp was slobbering all over Jacour’s dick. “How’s it going?”

Lydia slammed the laptop closed before Momma could make out Jacour whispering, “Oh shit! Work it, baby!” Thank goodness the volume wasn’t turned up too high.

Momma looked stunning in her red and ivory gown. My being her only child, she had been waiting for the moment to strut her stuff with pride on my big day. Everyone always knew that Jacour and I would end up married; our parents, our friends, and us. Now it was never to be, and I had to be the one to break my mother’s heart, as mine had been broken.

“You young ladies look fabulous!” Momma exclaimed, a smile like a beacon spread across her face. “The sanctuary is packed.” She looked at Donita. “You did an incredible job with the decorations, Donita.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Clark.” Donita cleared her throat and stared at all of us. “So, what now?”

I stood up and sighed. “Do you all mind leaving Momma and me alone for a few moments? I need to speak with her in private.”

Kayla and Donita looked relieved and made a bumrush for the door, almost knocking each other down and tripping over their gowns. Lydia stood frozen in place.

“Lydia, you too. Please.”

“You sure? I can stay and help you out with this, if you want.”

I patted her on the arm. “I’ll be fine.”

“Are you mad at me?” she asked.

“No, I’m grateful for you.”

Lydia tried to force a smile and then walked out. Momma stared at her as she passed. There is one thing about mothers that can never be denied: they possess a bullshit detection radar that’s out of this world.

Lydia closed the door behind her as she left, leaving Momma and me standing there face-to-face.

“Were those girls in here fighting?” she asked. “They better not be showing out on your special day.”

“No, nothing like that.”

“Why’d Lydia ask if you were angry with her?”

“Lydia’s my best friend and she only has my best interest in mind—always.”

Momma seemed prepared to drop it and started fixing a strand of hair that was dangling in front of my left eye. “You look stunning, Milena! This is going to be the perfect wedding, leading up to the perfect marriage!”

My hands started shaking. “Momma, you might need to take a seat.”

“Don’t scare me like this.” She sat down and stared up at me. “What’s wrong?”

I took a seat beside her on the embroidered antique chaise. “Something happened last night.” I took her hand, more in an attempt to calm my nerves than anything else. “Something with Jacour.”

Momma giggled. “Who filled your head with such foolishness? Jacour’s fine; I just saw him.”

I bet he is fine, I thought, after having his dick sucked and ridden half the damn night!

“He looks great, smells great, and he can’t wait to marry you. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him so excited, even when he landed that huge contract.”

The sad thing about the entire scenario was that what Momma was saying was probably true. I did believe that Jacour loved me, but he obviously didn’t appreciate me and he damn sure didn’t respect me . . . or his damn self.

“Momma, how would you feel if I decided to go to North Carolina State for veterinary school after all?”

“But why would you do that?” she asked, stunned. “Cornell is one of the best schools in the world, and it’s a closer commute to New York City from there.”

I took a deep breath. “Jacour will be moving to New York . . . without me.”

I sat there and watched the meaning behind my statement sink into Momma’s head.

“Why would you do this? Today?” she asked sternly. “What could the boy have possibly done?”

“Take one guess!”

Momma glared at me. “And you would throw all of this away, your future, because Jacour slept with another woman?”

She caught on quick. “He slept with more than one woman, at his bachelor party.”

I couldn’t believe the words that left Momma’s mouth next. “All men have sex at their bachelor parties. Even I know that, but that’s not considered cheating.”

I pulled my hand away from hers in dismay. “Why isn’t it considered cheating? To me, having sex with someone else the night before our wedding is the most disrespectful act of all. And then to do it when all of his friends were around. Hell, one of them even taped it. Lydia ended up with the tape, Momma.”

Momma grew irate. “And that idiot showed it to you?”

“She’s not an idiot. She’s my friend, and she did the right thing.”

I stood up and straightened out my expensive lace wedding gown—the wedding gown that I’d always dreamed of. I stared at the eight-carat diamond ring on my finger and somehow felt even more disrespected. How could he present me with something so exquisite and then fuck some common whores?

“I can’t walk out there in front of all those people and put on pretenses,” I continued. “Half of them know about what happened.”

“Half of them don’t know shit!” Momma said. I’m not sure who was more shocked that she had cursed; her or me. I’d never heard her curse in my entire twenty-two years on earth. “You’re making too big of a deal out of this! That man loves you! We have hundreds of people waiting out there, and you will not embarrass your father and me by not going through with this wedding!”

“Momma, I can’t marry Jacour!”

“You can, and you will!”

“I would rather be embarrassed now than a few months down the road when we go through an ugly divorce!”

“There will be no divorce!” Momma started fanning herself with a program from the wedding that was never going to happen. She calmed down a little and lowered her voice. “You’ve lost your senses, and you need to get them back within the next”—she glanced at her watch—“fifteen minutes. Jacour is worth nearly a hundred million dollars, and you’ll never find another man like him. Never. Think about what you’re doing, Milena.”

“I don’t care how much money Jacour’s contract is worth. I stuck by him for over a decade when he didn’t have a dime. Playing professional baseball doesn’t give him a pass on trampling over my feelings.”

Momma was quiet for a few seconds. I could see her mind switching gears, trying to find a weak spot. Then her brain cells landed on Daddy. “What about your father? This will kill him.”

“No, it won’t,” I stated sarcastically. “Daddy’s as healthy as an ox.”

“It will. You’re his baby, his only baby. If you don’t marry Jacour, he’ll never be able to give you away.”

“What are you implying?” I asked, getting her hint. “Are you trying to say that if I don’t marry Jacour, I’ll never find another man to marry me?”

“No, Milena, I’m not. What I am saying is that you’ll never find another man with an eighty-five-million-dollar baseball contract to marry. Not in this hick town.”

“You want me to marry for money?”

“I want you to marry for love . . . and money. Jesus, you act like I’m encouraging you to marry some man you picked up in a bar last week. You and Jacour have been together since you were kids. You can’t throw him underneath the bus because he made one mistake.”

“Oh yeah? Watch me!”

I stormed out of the dressing room before Momma could get up off the chaise, and I damn near toppled down the steps to the church vestibule, where about a dozen people were still entering and getting programs. They were startled to see me and quickly eked out “congratulations” and “you look beautiful” comments. I could hear Momma on the steps, calling out my name as she tried to get to me.

I stomped into the sanctuary with the veil on the top of my head instead of covering my face, and without my bouquet. Everyone looked shocked. My two flower girls, Jacour’s younger cousins, tried to run out in front of me and sprinkle flowers as my aunt Susan started playing Mendelssohn’s “Wedding March.”

I held my palm up toward her, motioning for her to cut the music, and everyone froze in place. My father started walking toward me as all of the commotion started. Lydia, Donita, and Kayla appeared from the area to the left of the altar, and Jacour, along with his best man and brother, Jante, and his two best friends, Phil and Glenn, appeared from the right side.

“What’s wrong, baby?” Daddy asked once he reached me.

Momma was right on my tail. “Sylvester, there’s been a misunderstanding. You need to take Milena someplace and talk to her.”

“Talk to her about what?” Daddy’s eyes rotated back between Momma and me. “What’s the matter?”

By that time, Jacour was standing beside Daddy. “Milena, what are you doing?”

I lost it. “What am I doing? What the fuck were you doing last night?”

My grandmother, Honey Bear, almost fainted in her seat as my grandfather, Papa Bear, tried to hold her up.

Mr. and Mrs. Bryant were the next to join the pile congregating in the middle of the pews. “Jacour, what’s happening here?” Mr. Bryant demanded.

“Why don’t you tell him?” I said to Jacour. “Tell them all about your bachelor party sex marathon.”

“Oh my God!” Mrs. Bryant yelled out and then held her right hand over her chest. “Jacour! You didn’t?”

Jacour tried to take my hand, but I yanked it away from him. “Milena, let’s go outside and get some fresh air. We need to talk.”

“Talk!” I started poking his chest with my index finger. “I don’t ever want to talk to or see you again!”

Jacour tried to grab me and I lashed out at him, striking him with my engagement ring. It was an accident, and for a second, I felt horrible when a little blood started trickling down his cheek.

At the sight of a drop of blood, Honey Bear did faint in her seat then, for real.

“Milena, it’s our wedding day!” Jacour exclaimed. “All of our friends and family are here . . . watching us.”

I glanced around the sanctuary at all of the shocked expressions. A few chicks were smirking; jealous tramps.

“Let’s go through with the ceremony and then we can talk about this later,” Jacour pleaded. “On our honeymoon. Italy is waiting for us. Haven’t you always wanted to go there?”

I couldn’t believe his trifling ass.

“Take those tramps from last night with you to Italy, and they can live with you in New York, too. I’m staying right here . . . in North Carolina, and going to State.”

Mrs. Bryant started rubbing my back. I felt sorry for her. She and I had a genuine bond, and now Jacour had gone and fucked everything up.

“Milena, I’m sorry that my son has hurt you,” she said. “But the two of you can work this out.”

I turned to her. “He let them tape him . . . tape him having sex in front of all his friends. The same friends that planned to stand up beside him at the altar.” I stared at the so-called groomsmen, who had all pretended to care about me, and sighed. “I love him,” I said as I gazed into Jacour’s eyes. “But I can never trust him. It’s over.”

I walked slowly out of the church, past everyone who would be gossiping about my misfortune until the end of time, got into the limousine that was supposed to have been taking my new husband and me to the Charlotte-Douglas airport, and instructed the driver to drop me off at my parents’ house.

Part of me wanted to cry. The other part of me felt a sense of relief. Oftentimes God will step in right at the last moment to prevent you from making major mistakes. If Jacour was capable of doing something like that the night before he planned to promise to love, honor, and cherish me forever, he was capable of anything. At least I would still be close to my friends and family. That had to count for something.



Lydia

Present Day

MILENA was on the other side of through with me for bringing Jacour over to her crib. That was cool though; I was on a mission. For eight long, stressful years I’d watched Milena embark upon a path of self-destruction. Sure, she was successful in her practice, but how do you go from being a chick that was supposed to be married to a gatrillionaire and shopping on Park Avenue to patching up nasty pigs and funky-ass horses?

Now I’ll be the first to admit that I was the main cheerleader when she broke off the wedding. The fact that Jacour would fuck around on my girl like that at his bachelor party, allow Phil’s ass to tape it—who in turn gave it to me—and then be beaming at the church like “Mr. Innocent” had pissed me off. How did I get the tape so quickly? Even back then, I was fucking Phil down into the mattress every chance I could get. There was something about “secret fucking” that was a huge turn-on. Phil and I had been going at it since our senior year in high school and, to that day, no one was privy to it; not even Milena.

I suspected that Jacour knew, but then again, since I was in a committed relationship with Glenn, he couldn’t have. He would’ve been happy as hell to spill my beans in reciprocity for telling his dirt. As the three of us sat in Milena’s living room, sipping ice water because she was out of my favorite lemonade, you could’ve heard a mouse pissing on a cotton ball.

Jacour was staring at Milena, and she was boring a hole through me. I smirked and took another sip of my water.
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