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BREE

What the fuck is he doing here?

I thought I was going to lose my shit when I saw Deanthony walk through the door of Mama Liz’s house. Deanthony’s skin glowed under the living room lights. He was wearing a red durag, a black tank top, and black, baggy jean shorts. A trace of red from his boxers was showing from the waistband. I’m not going to lie, he looked good, but still, what the hell was he doing here? It took everything in me to keep from dropping the cup of punch that Tangela had spiked with vodka when nobody was looking. Suddenly, my heart was pounding like a drum in my chest. I gawked at Deanthony like the devil himself had walked in Mama Liz’s house, and as far as I was concerned, the devil was exactly who Deanthony was, a demon spawn. Tangela startled me when she crept up behind me, grazing my arm.

“Girl, did you see who just walked up in here?”

Deanthony looked dead at me as he shook hands, gave dap and half-hugs to friends and family. You would think he was some famous athlete or some shit, the way everybody gathered around him.

“I didn’t think he was going to come.”

“He looks good,” Tangela said. “Damn good.”

“You’re not helping,” I said, annoyed by Tangela stating the obvious.

I watched Kashawn from the kitchen window where he and Tyrique stood on the deck, nursing on beers.

“Hey, baby, you came,” Mama Liz shouted, damn near knocking me down to get to her son. She wiped her hands dry from dish water on the apron that was draped around her, and gave Deanthony a big, mama bear hug.

“Hey, Mama. Of course I came. It’s only my brother’s birthday.”

“You look so skinny. What, you don’t eat up there in Hollywood Land?”

“I can’t believe he’s got the balls to show his face here, yet I don’t know why I’m surprised.”

“You want me to get rid of him?” Tangela asked.

“No, forget it. It’s all good. I don’t know why I was stupid enough to think that he wouldn’t have the guts to show up for Kashawn’s birthday party.”

Everyone but me was happier than flies on shit to see Deanthony, especially since he didn’t come around that much. You would think he had just returned from some space mission from Mars the way everyone was hovered around him like he was some golden child they needed to protect. I noticed Yvonne, Kashawn, and Deanthony’s cousin staring at me from across the room. I knew right then and there that she must have had something to do with getting Deanthony to show up at the party, just so she could see my reaction. That nosey bitch needed to get herself some business.

“You’re going to be all right, girl?” Tangela asked.

“Shit, girl, you know me. Calm, cool, and collected.” I could tell by the look Tangela gave me, she didn’t believe a word that tumbled past my lips.

I made my way out to the deck where Kashawn, Tyrique, and friends were talking, drinking, and playing spades. I ran to Kashawn’s side like there was some evil thing hungry on my red-bottom, fuchsia Christian Louboutins.

I leaned in and whispered, “Deanthony’s here.”

Kashawn gawked at me as if I’d just told him I had six weeks to live.

“He just arrived. He’s in the living room with your mama.”

“Where my brother at?” Deanthony hollered.

Always gotta be the ham, I thought.

He stood in the doorway that divided the deck from the house. The rest of the birthday party guests gathered around him like he was Tallahassee royalty.

Kashawn started toward him. I was scared shitless, not sure what Deanthony was going to say or do. My nerves settled when Kashawn greeted Deanthony with a grizzly bear hug of warmth and affection after three years of being away from the family. I couldn’t help but wonder what brought Deanthony back to Tallahassee other than to ring in his thirtieth birthday.

“Man, where the hell have you been?”

“Bro, you know how I do. Still out here on this grind.”

I nervously sipped spiked fruit punch from my red Dixie cup.

“What’s up, Bree?” Deanthony asked, looking at me as if nothing happened.

He wrapped an arm around my waist, hugging me. I could feel his hand on my ass and prayed to God that Kashawn hadn’t noticed the advance he made.

“You look good, girl, damn!” he said, shouting loud enough for the whole neighborhood to hear.

My plan was simple: avoid his ass like an STD. I could feel pearls of sweat dripping from the roof of my armpits. I knew damn well that Deanthony didn’t have the balls to put what we did on blast at the fish fry birthday party here in front of all his friends and family. I learned the hard way not to put anything past Deanthony’s sneaky ass. He might have had Mama Liz, Kashawn, and everybody else fooled, but I knew firsthand what a sinister bastard he could be, especially when he wanted something he couldn’t have.

“All right, y’all come on and get it. The food’s ready!” Uncle Ray-Ray, Kashawn and Deanthony’s uncle, yelled while forking mullet, bream, hushpuppies, and fried oysters in an aluminum pan. The smell of fresh fried fish infiltrated the hot June air. Uncle Ray-Ray was known around Tallahassee for serving up the best of everything when it came down to food. The best fish, the best barbecue, the best banana pudding, the best pork chops, the best chittlins, not to mention being the go-to guy for installing stereo systems.

Everyone started to line up along the table, grabbing paper plates. Tyrique’s big ass was the first in line, of course, forking what had to be five pieces of bream and mullet on his plate, followed by a mess of cole slaw and cheese grits. No matter where he was—restaurant, party, fish fry—Tyrique always ate like every meal was his last. I grinned, watching his wife, Ebonya, nudge him, scolding him to save some fish for everyone else. Tyrique had always been kind of this big, dumb jock, teddy bear of a man. Kashawn got him on as an orderly at Tallahassee Memorial Hospital.

“Baby, you hungry? You want me to fix you a plate?” I asked.

“Um, yeah, baby, would you please? You know what I like.”

“You still eat them fried oysters like that?” Deanthony asked.

“Hell yeah, with some hot sauce. That ain’t nothin’ but good eatin’.’ ”

Kashawn grabbed another beer from the wash basin filled with ice and an assortment of beer and Chek sodas. Deanthony would nonchalantly look off in my direction, smiling, knowing something only he and I knew. If the truth ever came to light, it would kill Kashawn.

After seeing Deanthony, I had lost my appetite. The smell of fish and fried oysters was making me nauseous as I plated the seafood on a paper plate for Kashawn. Shit, I wish I could blame it on fish. Seeing Deanthony was the real reason behind my queasy stomach. Kashawn and Deanthony sat at one of the patio tables, drinking beer.

“There you go.”

“You’re not going to eat anything, baby?” Kashawn asked, roping his arm around my waist, resting his hand on my booty.

I looked over at Deanthony and said, “I’m not really hungry.” With laughter in those big penny-brown eyes of his, he took another swig from a Corona. “I left my cigarettes in the car. I’ll be back.”

“You all right?” Kashawn asked.

“Yeah, baby, I’m fine. Stomach bothering me, that’s all.”

“It’s that cheap Winn-Dixie liquor Tangela put in the punch that’s got you sick. I told you about drinking that stuff.”

“Yeah, I guess.” I gave Kashawn a kiss on the forehead. “I’m going to the car to relax.”

“Okay. Feel better.”

“Thank you, baby.”

I ignored Deanthony as I walked off, easing my way through the crowd of guests armed with plates of food.

Tangela made her way over to me, sensing that I was in need of her best friend forever benefits. “Girl, what happened?”

“Come outside. I need a cigarette, bad.”

Tangela’s black Mustang was parked behind a row of cars in Mama Liz’s pine-needle-strewn driveway.

“I got something better than cigs,” she said, pulling a plastic sandwich bag of weed out of the glove box.

“Damn, bitch, you ride around with this in your car?”

“No, I just brought it today in case my best friend had to sneak out of her man’s birthday party to get away from his brother whom she fucked around with.” Tangela laughed, but I didn’t find what she said the least bit funny.

“Whatever, bitch. Light that shit up.”

Tangela was a slightly plumper version of me with apple butter-brown skin, hazel eyes that made her look like a vampire, and a weave that flowed luxuriously down her back. The low-cut red blouse she wore barely held in her round, cantaloupe breasts she loved showing off every chance she got. Tangela lit the end of the joint and took a couple of puffs and passed it to me.

“Hold on, let me crack the windows,” she said. “Mama Liz isn’t going to run out here cursing and screaming for smoking weed in her yard, is she?”

“Hell, she would probably join in. Kashawn told me she smokes weed herself. Medicinal marijuana, he said. Something about her bad knees or some shit.”

“Yeah, whatever,” Tangela said, taking her joint back. “So I saw you over there with Kashawn and Deanthony. I’m surprised you still keeping it together with him being here.”

“Shit, barely. If I didn’t get away from him, I was going to lose it.”

“I thought he was on the grind in L.A., trying to do that acting thing?”

“That’s what Kashawn told me. Deanthony said he had too much going on to come home. You saw that I was as surprised as anyone to see him bust up in here like that.” When Tangela passed the blunt back to me, I took a long drag, letting the weed infiltrate my lungs.

“Damn, ma, slow down. That’s about all I have until I get back to the house.”

“Girl, you would think that out of respect for my marriage, he would have stayed away. That’s what I get for taking the word of a high-yellow, Denzel Washington wannabe brother like him. Did you see Yvonne looking at me when Deanthony walked in? That busy bitch wanted to see my reaction and I fell right into that shit. I know she’s the one who convinced him to come home.”

“Bree, come on, now. Yvonne is family.”

“Family, hell. She’s had it out for me since the day I said, ‘I do.’ ”

“Why would she mess with you like that, though?”

“Because ever since I told the family that I used to strip at Risqué, she hasn’t liked me. I can’t stand how she prances around here like she shits potpourri.”

“She’s so damn uppity since she got sanctified,” Tangela added.

“And Akaisha at Radiance Salon, who went to Rickard’s High School with her, told me she used to spread those hippo thighs for every dick that swung in her face.”

Tangela bucked with laughter as she took a toke from the weed. “Damn, girl, you wrong for that.”

“I’m just telling you what I heard. I’m sick of her giving me the stink eye every time she sees me. Matter of fact, I’m going to go in here right now and tell her to back the fuck off. I don’t care whose first, second, or third cousin she is.”

Tangela grabbed my arm as I opened the car door. “The last thing you need to do is go up in there, making a scene at Kashawn’s birthday party of all places. Forget her. Leave it alone.”

I sat there, feeling the effects from the weed. “Yeah, you right. Forget that heifer. I’m too high anyway.”

“What she needs is some dick,” Tangela said. “Some big Mandingo to fuck her cross-eyed.” Tangela had me laughing my ass off when she said that.

As the two of us continued getting high, Mama Liz peeked her head out of the screen door.

“Oh shit.”

“What are y’all doing out here? Come on inside. We’re about to cut the cake.”

“Okay, Mama Liz, we coming.”

She stared at us, puzzled, like she was trying to make out what we were doing. “I mean it. Come on now.”

“Are you going back in?” Tangela asked.

“I’m too fucked up and I don’t want to go back in there smelling like weed.”

“You wanna get out of here?”

“Yeah. Kashawn will understand. I told him that I don’t feel good no way. I don’t think I can go through the rest of the afternoon having to make idle chatter with Deanthony in there.”

Tangela drove me home where we mellowed out to Beyoncé’s “Sasha Fierce” CD.

“Damn, ma, you did your thing on the remodeling.”

“You like it? You know I love that Afrocentric shit. Kashawn gave me his credit card and told me to have fun. You know, with his long hours at the hospital, he doesn’t always have time. I damn near furnished the whole house in a day.”

“I like these tables and the sectional. All this must have set y’all back a couple of stacks.”

“Girl, you know I don’t look at the price tag. If I like it, I get it.”

“That painting of you is cute.”

“It’s all right. The artist is from Atlanta. I think he made me look too old. I want this artist Fullalove to do it.”

“Who?”

“Fullalove. He paints these portraits of athletes and rappers. I’m going to New York in November so he can paint me. It’ll be a nice Christmas gift for Kashawn.” I walked over to the bar in front of the kitchen. “Hey, you want a drink?”

“Yeah, I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

Tangela continued looking around in awe at all the new furniture like she was in a museum while I poured two glasses of Chardonnay.

“So girl, what are you going to do about Deanthony?” she asked as I handed her a glass of wine.

“No clue. I guess this is what they mean by making your bed and lying in it.”

“You don’t think he will say anything to Kashawn, do you? Came back to clear his conscience?”

“Deanthony doesn’t have a conscience. Family or no family, he doesn’t care who he hurts. Just like he showed up at the party without any thought for me. The best thing he can do is stay the hell away from me and Kashawn.”

“Well, baby girl, you know I got you if you need anything. He’ll have to go through me first if he’s thinking about messing shit up with you and Kashawn.”

“Thanks, Tange, but I don’t think he’ll be a problem. I plan on staying away from him.” I was about to take another swig from my drink when my cell phone rang. I pulled it out of my clutch. I studied the number on the screen. “Oh, this brother’s got brass fucking balls, girl.”

“Who is it?”

I showed Tangela Deanthony’s number on my phone.

“Don’t answer it.”

Against Tangela’s advice, I pressed the green icon on my phone. “Why are you calling me?”

“I told you, didn’t I? I told you I was coming back for you.”

“Stay the hell away from me, Deanthony.”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll make you wish you had.” I pressed END CALL before he could utter another syllable.

“What did he say?”

“He ain’t here for the cake. I gotta do something, ’cause if I don’t, I’m going to lose Kashawn.”
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BREE

Three years seemed like a lifetime ago the night I was unfaithful to Kashawn. It was one of the worst thunderstorms ever that year in August. I was headed home from Cheeks and my legs were killing me after dancing my ass off all night. All I wanted to do was soak in a warm bubble bath, a treat Kashawn often had waiting for me. On my way home in the rain, I caught a flat. It was the front-left tire on the driver’s side. The one I had been on Kashawn’s bubble butt about changing for months.

“I told him a million times to take the tire off, that I didn’t want to be driving down some dark road and I mess around and catch a flat.”

I was coming from my girl’s Latasha’s baby shower. I couldn’t really enjoy myself with him blowing up my cell every five minutes.

“What are you doing?”

“The same thing I was doing when you called me ten minutes ago. I’m still at Latasha’s.”

The only way I was going to have any semblance of fun was if I switched off my phone. When I switched it back on as I was leaving the shower, there were, like, eleven messages in my voicemail. All of them were from Kashawn. If I didn’t call him back, I knew he would show up at Latasha’s.

“What is it?”

“What were you doing? I tried calling you.”

“No shit. I turned my phone off.”

“I just wanted to make sure that you were all right.”

Checking up on a bitch is more like it.

“I’m fine. You want me to grab you something to eat on my way home?”

“No, I just had a steak. What time will you be home?”

“The baby shower should be over around eight, so I will leave right after.”

“Hey, Kashawn!” Latasha’s crazy behind yelled in the background.

“Who is that?”

“You don’t know Latasha’s voice by now?”

“What is this, like, her fifth child? I bet she can’t tell you where the baby daddies are if she had a search party.”

I snickered into my phone. “Boy, hush. I’ll be home in an hour.”

“Tell the Human Mattress I said, ‘hey.’ ”

“Bye, fool.”

•  •  •

It was pouring down rain and I wasn’t about to ruin my new pumps, stepping out there in all that, not to mention the weave I had just spent $300 dollars of good, hard-earned, booty-shaking money on. When I called Kashawn, his phone went straight to voicemail. So he could spend half the night blowing up my phone, but when I called him, his black ass couldn’t be bothered. I called again and got the same thing: voicemail. This was him trying to be funny, but I didn’t find anything remotely funny being broke down on a flat on the side of the road in pouring rain. I thought about calling Latasha to come and get me, but I didn’t want to drag her out in bad weather.

I called Tangela, but as her phone rang, I remembered that she was in Atlantic City with her boy toy of the month. The rain pelted hard against the windshield of my black Range Rover, a gift on my thirty-second birthday from my dependable husband. I sat there listening to the rain, contemplating who I could call to get me out of this mess. Deanthony made sense because he had a tow truck back when he worked for Advance Towing. I scrolled through a list of numbers until I got to his and dialed. He picked up, thankfully, after two rings.

“Deanthony, hey, it’s Bree.”

“What’s up, sweetness?”

“Don’t start. I’m not in the mood. I caught a flat way out here on Lake Jackson. Can you come pick me up?”

“Where did you say you were at?”

“Lake Jackson. I’m on the side of the road in front of The Vitamin Shoppe.”

“Where’s Kashawn?”

“He’s not picking up the phone. This rain is coming down hard and I’m scared somebody’s going to hit me way out here.”

“Okay, I’m not that far from you. It shouldn’t take me that long to get out there.”

“Whatever, just hurry up.”

The last person I wanted to call was Deanthony, but since Kashawn had pissed me off for not answering his phone, I didn’t have a choice. Three months before that night, Deanthony and I had started fucking around. Kashawn was feeling the stress of working sixteen-hour days at the hospital and I was frustrated from feeling abandoned. A day didn’t go by when we weren’t fussing about something. Money, getting the cars serviced, starting a family, even sex, the last thing I thought we would ever fight over. I secretly had a crush on Deanthony, attracted to that tough fucker exterior over Kashawn’s four-eyed, bookish nerdiness. Kashawn could have gotten Deanthony a job at the hospital, but Deanthony opted out to do grunt, blue-collar work for some tow truck company.

Kashawn and I’d had one of our knock-out drag-outs that night. Instead of going over to Tangela’s to vent, I made a detour to Deanthony’s. He embodied fine, wearing a white tank top that was smudged with grease. The navy Advance Towing jumpsuit he wore hung around his waist, exposing a sliver of ass crack. Deanthony looked like one of those oiled-up models from a skin calendar. He resembled Kashawn slightly. They could have been twins, but the only thing that told them apart was the scar he got from a bar brawl he was in—the fight he wouldn’t go into detail for some reason.

“That’s the difference between me and my brother. I handle stress a hell of a lot better than him.”

I was pissed that he was bad-mouthing his brother, my husband. “Why are you always bumping your gums about Kashawn? You put him down in the dirt every chance you get.”

“He thinks he’s king shit now that he’s some doctor. Medical school changed him, and I wish I could say it was for the better.”

“You could have gone to medical school. You’re just as smart, and you had the same opportunities, so don’t give me any shit about him acting any kind of way. The both of y’all grew up in the same household.”

Deanthony took a swig from a bottle of Jack Daniel’s. “You sound like my mama.”

“Well, I hate to admit it, but maybe she’s right. Kashawn offered you a j-o-b at the hospital, but you said you were doing your own thing.”

“Well, it wasn’t like I had a choice. Daddy saw to that.”

“What are you talking about?”

“My loving brother didn’t tell you? Daddy had his lawyer put a clause in our trusts that the only way that I could get my part of the trust, was if I went to college. He didn’t want us to squander the money.”

“That’s not how Kashawn tells it, Deanthony.”

“Bet he doesn’t.”

I felt a bit sorry for Deanthony and all this sibling rivalry mess that was going on between him and Kashawn. “Give me that. You’ve had enough to drink. Have you eaten?”

As I set the bottle of JD on the end table next to him, he gently grabbed my wrist and pulled me on top of him. I could feel the thickness of his dick pressing against my right booty cheek.

“Fuck dinner. I want dessert.”

Deanthony pushed a hand down into my top, pulling my left breast free. He looked up at me as he started to tickle my nipple with the tip of his tongue. I don’t know why, but I didn’t stop him. The harder he sucked, the more turned on I became. My pussy was sopping wet. Before I knew anything, my top was bunched around my stomach. I was on my back on Deanthony’s leather sofa, getting my pussy eaten by my husband’s brother. In my moment of weakness, I didn’t think about Kashawn or the damage I was doing to our marriage, not when Deanthony was busy tongue-fucking me. Deanthony was lapping at my juices like they were milk chocolate. Kashawn had cunnilingus skills of his own, but, damn, if eating pussy was a sport, Deanthony would be making millions. He wanted to fuck me that night, but I protested, scared that maybe Kashawn would smell another man’s dick on my coochie. But he hadn’t so much as tickled me in months, being too tired from the hospital to fuck.

“You can finger-fuck me, but that’s it.”

“That’s what’s up,” Deanthony said as he slid a finger inside me. He sucked my nipples past his juicy lips as he fingered my pussy. I came three times that night. “Since you’re not going to let me fuck, you might as well suck this dick, baby girl.”

Deanthony pulled his dick out of the dirty jumpsuit. My jaw dropped at the sight of his dick size, seeing that he and Kashawn weren’t identical in the places where it mattered. When it came down to sucking dick, I was a pro. As soon as I threw my lips to his appendage, he found out just how good.

“Fuck yeah, that’s right, no hands.”

When I felt his hand at the back of my head, I pushed it away. I paid too much for my hair and he wasn’t a man worthy of putting his grimy fingers through my locks. I made Deanthony nut all over his carpet. He wanted me to swallow, but I wasn’t down with that bullshit. I wish I could say that that was the first and only night we messed around.

It quickly became a once-a-week thing, meeting at the El Camino Motel on Woodville Highway, parking our cars across the street at some old abandoned junkyard so no one would spot them. I wasn’t taking any chances of getting caught or seen, always wearing a black trench, shades, and a black cap. I eventually let Deanthony fuck me with that burrito-thick dick of his, being that he was literally begging for my goody. I thought this man was going to rip a bitch in two the first time I let him smash. I liked that Kashawn was nothing like Deanthony. The affair ended about as quickly as it began when my deception caught up with me. We met up every other Thursday night, 6 p.m. as usual. We were ass-naked, about to do the do, when we heard a knock at the door.

“Chill. It’s just room service with the champagne.”

When Deanthony answered the door, it wasn’t some college student wearing a dorky uniform with a tray of chilled champagne.

Yvonne, his busybody of a cousin, took one look at me and said, “Once a ho, always a ho. And you—how could you do this to your brother?”

Yvonne hauled off, Deanthony tailing behind her, begging her not to tell Kashawn about what she saw. I, on the other hand, set a world record in the time it took me to get dressed and get out of there. Now whenever I pass by that hotel, I think about the worst night of my life.

•  •  •

As soon as I got off the phone with Deanthony, Kashawn called. I started not to answer, but there had been enough phone tag that night.

“I’m stuck on the side of the road out here on Lake Jackson with a damn flat from that tire I pleaded with you to change.”

“I’ll come and get you.”

“Forget it. Deanthony’s on his way. He should be here in five minutes.”

“Well, thank him for me when he gets there.”

“All right, I’ll see you when you get home.”

If I ever get home.

Two minutes after I’d ended the call with Kashawn, Deanthony pulled up behind me. I was officially pissed off with Kashawn. I wanted to break my leopard-print red bottoms off in his ass when I got home. The rain had finally eased up. I rolled down the window when Deanthony approached.

“Yeah, I see where it’s flat right here in the front.”

Deanthony looked so good, it was enough to make a bitch say daaaaaaayuuum! I hadn’t seen too much of him since that night at the motel.

“So can you change it off?” I asked as rain water peppered my face.

“If you have a spare, yeah.”

“I think so. There should be one under the car.”

“Let me check.”

“Are you going to be able to change it with me sitting in here?” I yelled.

“I’m not going to be able to change it at all, Bree. There’s no spare.”

“What? It should be a spare back there.”

“It’s not under the car where it should be.”

It was then that I remembered Kashawn taking the spare a few days earlier. “Kashawn took the damn tire from under there, but he didn’t put it back. I’m going to kill your brother when I get home.”

“I’ll take you and the SUV back to the house.”

I was getting soaked. My $300 weave was spent. “Okay, hold on. Let me grab an umbrella.”

Deanthony opened the car door, took my hand, and helped me to the tow truck.

My pumps were being done in by all the mud. “Kashawn’s butt is grass when I get to the house.”

The passenger-side door of the truck squeaked when Deanthony opened it. It looked nasty and I was scared to get in the rust bucket on wheels. I slid in, praying that I wouldn’t slip and break my ass while trying to climb in the contraption. The truck reeked of motor oil and buffalo wing sauce, a scent strengthened from the Styrofoam that sat propped on top of the drink coaster. I held a finger under my nose to drown out the smell. I couldn’t stand the smell of buffalo wing sauce, not since that time I puked them up one drunken night at The Varsity with Tangela.

I tilted the visor down to take a look at the damage that had been done. My makeup was runny and my weave was frizzed. Deanthony started laughing. “What’s so funny?”

“You. You look like a wet cat.”

“That’s cute. You know, with the crazy night I’ve had, I’m glad I could amuse you.”

“My bad, but I’ve just never seen you look—”

“Look like what? A hot mess?”

Deanthony sat chuckling with his hand over his mouth in an attempt to keep from laughing.

“So are you going to take me home or sit here laughing at me?”

“Okay, okay. My bad. I’ve missed you, that’s all.”

“Don’t do this, Deanthony.”

“Why won’t you return my phone calls?”

“You know why,” I said, smearing Passion Plum lipstick across my bottom lip.

“Yvonne isn’t going to say anything. She promised.”

“You sure about that? ’Cause ever since then, she looks at me like she wants to rip my throat out every time she sees me.”

“Don’t trip about my nosey cousin. I’ll take care of her.”

“It’s not just that. I’m married to Kashawn. I can’t risk him finding out about us.”

“Let’s get out of here.”

“I’m ready to go, but you keep talking my ear off.”

“I mean out of Tallahassee. I know some guys who are working in the movie business in L.A., Bree. You should come with me.”

“You didn’t hear a word I just said, did you? I can’t.”

“What the hell does Kashawn have that I don’t?”

“It’s not that, but—”

“Do you love him?”

“What?”

“Answer the question. Do you love him?”

“Yes. Yes, I love Kashawn.”

“Oh, I get it. He’s the brains and the money, and I got the body and the dick size.”

“Stop it.”

As Deanthony rambled on, my cell rang. I looked at Deanthony like he was a disobedient child.

“Hey.”

“Did he get there yet?” Kashawn asked.

“Yeah, I’m on my way home now.”

“What’s up, bro!” Deanthony yelled.

“Did he change the tire?”

“No, because you forgot to put the spare back under the car.”

“Damn, baby, my bad. I must have forgotten.”

“Just forget it. We’ll talk about it when I get home,” I said. I hung up and stared at Deanthony.

He started up the tow truck and I was on my way. “He can never satisfy you like I can. Kashawn can’t make you come seven times in a night.”

“Look, I’m not going to lie. You got some skills that surpass even the most die-hard of pussy-eating connoisseurs, but I can’t do this. It’s not going to happen.”

“Oh, no?” Deanthony placed his hand on my thigh and started working his hand up my dress.

“Stop.”

“You don’t want me to stop.”

As he steered the truck with his left hand, he tore away at my black nylon with his right. I shivered as he sneaked a finger behind the wall of my silk, purple panties. When I felt his finger inside me, Deanthony was in full damn control. He was making my pussy purr.

“You still want me to stop?”

“Shut up and drive.”

Deanthony fucked me until I couldn’t take it anymore. He eased his finger out of me and sucked it clean of my juices. I was happy to finally make it home. Kashawn came outside as Deanthony pulled in front of the house.

“Are you okay?” Kashawn asked.

“Yeah, just a little wet, that’s all.”

“Hey, man, thanks for rescuing my girl.”

His girl? Was he serious?

“I was in the area anyway. Besides, Bree is family,” Deanthony said.

Deanthony looked at me, knowing now that I would come back, that I would have many moments of weakness.
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TANGELA

The day Bree told me that she and Deanthony messed around, I wanted to drop to the floor and do the worm. And, of course, she would run to me. I’m only her best friend, the bitch she tells everything to. She called me, sounding all crazy and melodramatic as usual when she gets high-strung, saying that she needed to talk to me. I figured it was something bad the way she was going on, and I assumed it had something to do with Deanthony.

“What happened?”

“I don’t want to tell you over the phone. I’m coming over.”

Bree hung the phone up before I could tell her that I had a man over. But that’s Bree: selfish as hell where everything has to be about her, and fuck everybody else. I honestly was nowhere near in the mood to hear about the cluster-fuck shit storm she had gotten herself into this time, nor did I care to lend her my shoulder to cry on. I had to take a rain check on the heart-pounding, toe-curling fucking this guy I’d met at Club Rehab, Trevor, was about to put down on me. With the way my pussy was screaming for some attention, this had better be good.

I was settled in for tonight with my silk white robe on, and naked as a jaybird underneath. Trevor was none too happy when I told him that I would have to take a rain check on fucking, that my friend was in distress and on her way over. I hated having to kick a fine-ass man like him out of my bed, and with a hard-on at that. I gave him a wet-hot French kiss as a consolation prize, so I could play fake best friend to Bree.

Honestly, I was curious to find out what all the drama was about. It took Bree all of ten minutes to get to my house. I didn’t even wait for her to ring the doorbell. I opened the door and Bree walked in like she was a woman on a mission. The way she looked, I thought she was going to tell me that she had killed somebody.

“So what’s going on?”

Bree started to pace my living room floor, something she always did when she was stressed about something. “Girl, I fucked up bad this time. Kashawn is never going to forgive me.”

I was tired and not in the mood. “Are you going to tell me what’s up, or are you going to make me play guessing games?”

“I cheated on Kashawn.”

As soon as I heard the word cheated, I pepped right up. “Say again?”

“Kashawn is going to leave me.”

“Who did you have an affair with?”

Bree plopped her behind down on my chocolate leather sofa. “It was Deanthony.”

“Oh damn, seriously?”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“I’ll tell you what you do, girl, don’t tell him.”

“I have to tell him, Tangela. He’s my husband. I don’t want to keep something like this away from him. I don’t want him finding out from someone else.”

I was quick to correct Bree. “What if he kicks you out without a dime to your name? What then?”

“I can hear Mama Liz now: ‘I told you she was no good.’ ” Bree got up and began pacing the floor again. “Tange, what the hell am I going to do?”

“Look, ma, if you want to keep your marriage together, don’t tell him shit. It was a mistake, a slip. You need to just go home to your man and forget it ever happened.”

“It’s going to eat me up inside not to tell him.”

“B, don’t throw away what you two have built because of some dick.” Bree looked at me, knowing good and well that I was right. I could tell that she was taking in the advice I was trying to hammer into her cheating head. Leave it to her to fuck up a good thing.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“It was simply a moment of weakness.”

“I don’t think I can forgive myself if Kashawn ever finds out.”

“He won’t find anything out if you don’t tell him.”

Bree sighed, her hand resting against her forehead. “I guess.”

“Look, girl, if you still feel torn up about it after a few weeks, come clean, but give yourself time to think about it. If I were you, I would take that shit to my grave. You know how crazy Kashawn is about you.”

“I don’t want to start our marriage out with lies and keeping secrets.”

“Do you think Deanthony will say anything?”

“He promised me that he wouldn’t.”

“Are you sure you can trust him? I wouldn’t put shit past that man.”

“He told me he wouldn’t say anything.”

Bree had just made my fucking up her marriage way too easy. The gears in my pretty head were already turning, trying to figure out how I could use this news to my benefit. I had to find out how Deanthony felt: if he actually loved Bree, or if he just wanted her for some booty. Either way, he was officially a pivotal chess piece in my plan. As I happily watched Bree stew in the pot of her own fuck-up, I relished in the fact that Christmas had come early for me that year.
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DEANTHONY

I was about to settle into some porn when I noticed a black Mustang pull in front of the house. “Fuck is that?”

I was butt-ass naked on Ma’s sofa with a box of Kleenex and a bottle of cocoa butter lotion. Ma and Uncle Ray-Ray were out running errands. With the way him and Ma dragged around, I knew they wouldn’t be back for hours. It was the first time I’ve been able to have some alone time sense I’d left Cali. I quickly took the towel I was sitting on and wrapped it around my waist. My dick was bone-hard, poking against the tent of Ma’s good white towel. I peeked from behind a sliver of curtain to see who had pulled up in the driveway. It was Tangela.

“But nothing beats the real thing,” I said, smiling, licking my lips like I was L.L. Cool J.

I tucked the tissue and lotion under the cushions of the flower-printed sofa like they were dirty magazines and pushed the porn movie I was about to watch into a school of DVDs that were shelved on the black entertainment center. My dick was so hard, it hurt. Tangela rang the doorbell. I never considered her really my type, but pussy was pussy, and my dick didn’t give a damn what cooch it was in. I went to my room and splashed some cologne on, not too much, but just enough. I gargled with some mint-flavored Listerine to wash out the oniony taste that was on my pallet after the two fried bologna sandwiches I’d had for lunch. I checked myself one final time in the bathroom mirror. You would think Ciara or somebody was at the door the way I was tripping.

I was beating my meat twice a day fantasizing about Bree’s sweet pussy hugging my dick, her warm mouth on my piece. I answered before Tangela could ring the bell again.

“Hey, what’s up?”

Tangela looked at me and sauntered in like she was a woman on a mission. She was wearing a red top that was cut low, showing just enough cleavage. Tangela has these huge titties, the kind I like to motorboat. Her nipples were pressing against the fabric of her blouse like two perky chocolate-dipped cherries. Damn!

“We need to talk.” She was all matter of fact-like with her shit, looking like pure sex on legs in her platform, scarlet-red, six-inch pumps that screamed, Fuck Me!

“You want a drink first? You walking up in here like Steven Seagal after you.”

“Nah, I’m good. This won’t take long.”

I caught her glancing at the bulge behind the towel and then quickly back up to my face. Yeah, I see you looking. You know you want a bite of this banana, I thought.

“Are you sure? I got some beers in the refrigerator.”

“I know,” Tangela blurted out.

“Know what?” I figured she was here because Bree had told her we’d fucked, but I played it off like I had no idea what she was talking about.

“Don’t play dumb, Deanthony. You know what’s up. Bree told me y’all had sex.”

I wasn’t surprised that she had confided in Tangela about what had happened. I sat back on the sofa, in the same spot where I had my dick in my hands minutes before Tangela graced me with her fine-ass presence. I nonchalantly pressed Big Byron down, but my big bull of a dick refused to heel.

“Okay, so you know about me and Bree. So what?” I wasn’t in the mood to hear some holier-than-thou lecture. I get enough of that from Ma.

“Bree told me that you’re not going to say anything to Kashawn.”

“Why would I? That shit wasn’t planned. It just happened.”

Tangela hooked one hand on her hip. “So you, what, tripped and fell on her pussy?”

I laughed as I got up and walked toward the kitchen. “I’m getting a beer. I’ll grab you one, too. You look like you could use one.”

I could smell Tangela’s perfume drifting through the air of the house, her sweet scent permeating through the living room. I plucked two Michelobs out of Ma’s booger-green vintage refrigerator and twisted off the tops to the longnecks and handed one to Tangela.

“Cheers,” I said, clanking my bottle against hers before I took a swig.

“So do you love her or did y’all just fuck because you were horny?”

“Why do you care where or who I run my dick up in?”

“Oh, make no mistake, I don’t care who you fuck, D, trust.”

“Then why all the questions?”

“I’m just trying to find out where your head is at, and I don’t mean the one on the end of your dick. You don’t think I see how you look at Bree when she’s around? You practically have to be hosed down.”

I reclined against the edge of the kitchen counter, my eyes glued to Tangela’s breasts. She had no idea what she was doing to me and Big Byron. “Sounds like to me you’re jealous.”

Tangela sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes. “Of you and Bree? Boy, please.” She laughed before she took a swig of beer.

I took my beer and ran the cold bottle across my chest, teasing the hell out of Tangela. “I care about Bree. I care about whether she’s happy or not,” I told her.

“Humph. If that was the case, you wouldn’t have slept with a married woman, and not just any married woman, but the lady who’s married to your brother.”

I was bored with Tangela’s goody-two-shoes attitude, acting like she wipes her ass with diamonds. I knew just the thing that would shut her up. Big Byron.

“So you think she’s happy with my button-down, straight-laced, Oxford shirt-wearing-ass brother?”

“Did she tell you that she’s not happy with Kashawn? Because…if not, that leaves us something to work with.” Tangela started to saunter seductively toward me, undoing a couple of the buttons on her blouse.

“I don’t follow.”

She held the tip of the bottle to her red, dick-sucking lips, allowing beer to seep between them. Big Byron twitched as Tangela wrapped her lips around the spout of the beer bottle.

“Damn, ma, take it to the head, take it to the head.”

I’m not going to lie. I wished it was my dick she had her lips wrapped around. Yeah, you know exactly whatchu doin’, I thought. She finished off most of the beer, not letting a single drop drip from her lips. Tangela ran her hands along my chest. Her fingers were like a delicate feather across my nips.

“Answer the question. Do you love Bree?”

The truth is, I was in love with Bree. I had been in love with her the first night I laid eyes on her. And I hated that she was with my pencil-dick of a brother and not me.

Tangela kept on until she got down to the towel and yanked it from around my waist, causing Big Byron to bounce free like a birthday surprise.

“I will say this: I would rather she was with me than Kashawn.”

Tangela held me in her stare as she gently eased her hand around my nine-inch thickness. I settled into her advances as she started to jack me off.

“So what if I told you that I had a plan where we could both get what we wanted?”

“How you figure that?”

Tangela placed her beer on the kitchen counter behind me. “I have a plan that could split the two of them up for good.”

I looked at Tangela like she had lost her mind. She sent every nerve in me rattling as she ran her hand along my shaft. “Damn, girl,” I whispered under my minty, fresh breath.

My heart began to thump faster when she eased down to her knees on Ma’s kitchen floor. I looked down at her and she glanced up at me with those big, light-brown eyes as she teased the meaty tip of Big Byron with her long, wide tongue. In the time it took me to blink, Tangela threw her sin-red lips around my snake and started to milk it. She sucked me slow, just how I like it. Baby girl had some true, deep, dick-sucking skills that only came in a close second to Bree. This shit was on and popping. When I sank my fingers into her jungle of hair weave, I could feel the tracks as I pushed her head down on Big Byron.

“Deep throat that dick, bitch.”

Tangela did what she knew would make a brother feel good, taking Big Byron to the base, holding him in her throat before she slid up to the juicy perineum. If she kept this up, I was going to drown her in jizz. Her blow job work was up there with the best of them, even a few fags I let suck my dick back in Cali. I wanted to fuck, though. I wanted to lay this pipe in her pussy deep.

“I wanna fuck,” I told her as I eased Big Byron out of her mouth. My dick was smeared with lipstick, drenched with spit.
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