







“Good morning,” Aisha sang.

Her twin, Felicia, glared at her. “It’s not a good morning,” she practically growled.

“Oh, oh! What’s wrong with you, girl?”

“‘Work them hips,’” Felicia muttered, mimicking her sister’s lover. Aisha burst out laughing. “It’s not funny, ’Isha!”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to hear us. These walls are too thin.”

“This is the third time this month that you didn’t mean for me to hear you. I haven’t had a good night’s sleep in like forever,” Felicia complained. “I can barely concentrate at work. I’ve turned into a freaking zombie.”

Aisha picked at her toast. “What are we gonna do? I don’t want to give up my men, but I don’t want you pissed off at me every morning either.”

“I don’t want you to give up your men but so far this year, you’ve dated two men named Patrick, three Derricks, four Larrys, three Michaels, two Roberts, one Lorenzo, three Phillips and two Miguels.”

“I guess I like variety,” Aisha laughed.

“I don’t think so. It means that your ass slept with half of Atlanta,” Felicia retorted.

The twins were quiet as they ate their breakfast. Felicia broke the silence. “You know, I think we should get separate places.”

Aisha’s fork dropped to her plate with a loud clanking sound.
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Chapter 1

“Oh shit!”

“Oh, Miguel!”

“Work those hips, girl!”

“They’re working overtime for you, baby.”

“I’ma slap that ass!”

“Slap it hard!”

“Ooh, make it bounce, baby!”

“Nu-uh. You make it bounce for me!”

“I’m bouncing, baby! I’m bouncing!”

The sounds snatched Felicia Goodman out of a deep sleep. Her eyes snapped open as though unhinged. Anger built and worked its way up her spine with every grunt, moan and groan that seeped into her room until she went as rigid as a pole. The paper-thin walls muffled nothing. “Not again,” she sighed before pulling her pillow over her head. But the sounds trickled through her down pillow and into her ears. Cursing, she tossed the pillow to the floor and glanced at the alarm clock.

“Two o’clock in the morning. Damn her! I’m going to kick her ass,” she vowed, before burrowing her head under the covers, then clamping her hands over her ears. Thirty minutes later she drifted off into a restless sleep.

The next morning Felicia dragged herself into the kitchen. Circles the color of rotten apples stained the area under her eyes. The lack of sleep made her look like a half-dead raccoon.

Her fraternal twin sister, her business partner, her roommate of twenty-eight years and her best friend, Aisha, was already at the table picking at two slabs of burnt toast and looking like she had just spent a weekend at a spa. Her creamy chocolate-hued skin glowed and her eyes sparkled. “Good morning,” Aisha sang.

Felicia glared at her, then, “It’s not a good morning. As a matter of fact, it’s a horrible morning,” she practically growled.

“Uh-oh! What’s wrong with you, girl?”

“’Work them hips…. I’ma slap that ass,’” Felicia muttered, mimicking her sister’s lover. Aisha burst out laughing. “It’s not funny,’Isha!”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to hear us. I thought we were being quiet. I did!” she insisted at seeing her sister shaking her head with disgust. “These walls are too thin.”

Felicia regarded her sister. All their friends had teasingly dubbed them the Goodman Siamese twins, because they were always together, and if they weren’t in the same room they were on the phone with each other. They had the same body shape, the one all the Goodman women had. Barely seeing five foot one and with enough curves to make Tyra Banks jealous.

Felicia’s shoulder-length hair was pulled into a haphazard ponytail and Aisha’s hair was a tousled mess on her head, reminding Felicia of a bird’s nest. Felicia was the color of toasted white bread and Aisha was the color of lush dark chocolate. “This is the third time this month that you didn’t mean for me to hear you. You know the walls are about as thin as a Kotex pad,” Felicia finally answered. “How come you never go over to Miguel’s place?”

Even when they were freshmen at Howard, Aisha had more men parading in and out their room than a casting director for a hip-hop video. And that behavior had carried over to every apartment they’d shared.

“I guess I could go over to his place, but he said that he liked my bed.”

“Yeah, because your ass is in it,” Felicia snorted. She went to the refrigerator and pulled out a carton of eggs, cheese, chopped ham, tomatoes, mushrooms and green onions. “Where is he anyway?” She stood on tiptoes as she peered into the cabinet for a bowl, and when she found one big enough she placed it on the table. Aisha glanced at her rock-hard toast, then hungrily eyed the items.

“He left. He grumbled something about working out.”

“He still needs a workout?” Felicia asked, her voice rising with incredulity. “It sounded like he worked out four times last night.” She reached under the sink for a skillet, quickly cleaned it before coating it with oil, set it on the stove, then turned the burner on low.

“I wish. It was only three,” Aisha corrected her sister.

“Whatevah, girl! This is bananas. I haven’t had a good night’s sleep in like forever,” Felicia complained as she cracked four eggs into the bowl and began whipping them until they were as fluffy as clouds. “I can barely concentrate at work. I’ve turned into a freaking zombie.”

“Stop exaggerating. It’s not that bad.”

“Yeah, it is,” Felicia argued. “I was catering a job yesterday and I was so tired that I was tempted to use my red velvet cake as a pillow. I love you, girl, and we’ve been hugged up together since we were in Momma’s stomach, but this can’t continue.” She poured the egg mixture into the pan, then tilted it until the egg mixture firmed before expertly flipping it. As soon as the batter looked like a yellow Frisbee, she sprinkled on the tomatoes, green onions, ham, mushrooms and cheese, then she folded the eggs, nestling the goodies inside. Aisha’s stomach growled and her mouth watered as the aroma wafted through the kitchen. Felicia slid the omelet onto her plate.

“I know. I’m sorry.” Aisha picked over her toast. “What are we gonna do? I don’t want to give up my men but I don’t want you pissed off at me every morning either.”

Felicia eyed her sister’s breakfast and burst out laughing. “What the hell are you eating? It looks like slices of leather. Here take this,” she said feeling sorry for her sister. She cut the omelet in half and passed it to her.

“Thanks, girl,” Aisha said, grateful for the food. She immediately stuck a forkful in her mouth. “I think the toaster’s broke,” Aisha mumbled around a mouthful of eggs.

“It worked fine for me yesterday. I think it’s more of a case of operator error,” Felicia answered. “I don’t want you to give up your men. But you know that’s something to think about,” Felicia started, and Aisha groaned. Whenever her sister said “you know” some shit wasn’t too far behind.

“So far this year you’ve dated two men named Patrick, three Derricks, four Larrys, three Michaels, two Roberts, one Lorenzo, three Phillips and two Miguels.”

“I guess I like variety,” Aisha laughed.

“I don’t think so. It means that your ass slept with half of Atlanta,” Felicia retorted. They were quiet as they ate their breakfast. Aisha shot her sister a grateful glance. If it wasn’t for Felicia she wouldn’t have anything decent to eat. Her skills in the kitchen were just as bad as Tammy Faye Bakker’s skills were in the makeup area. Just as Aisha stuck some of her breakfast into her mouth, Felicia broke the silence. “You know,” she started, and Aisha rolled her eyes. “I think we should get separate places,” she announced.

Aisha’s fork dropped to her plate and made a loud clanking sound.



Chapter 2

Derrick Tolbert handed the valet the keys to his BMW along with an extra ten dollars to make sure he’d park it far away from other cars. The last thing he needed was some dings on his baby. Like a parent eyeing his child being led away by a kindergarten teacher on his first day of school, Derrick watched as the attendant carefully drove off with his car. He waited a moment to listen for the squeal of tires. When he didn’t hear the telltale sign of abuse, he strolled off, whistling. A Mercedes is next, he thought.

In Chicago, where there were more Michael Jordan clones running around per capita than in any other city, Derrick had his own flavor and he made heads turn. Just half an inch over six three, two hundred fifteen pounds, with more muscles than a World Wrestling Entertainment wrestler and the color of a ripened mango, Derrick was gorgeous.

He sauntered into his favorite restaurant and the maître d’ immediately escorted him across the room to his table. En route Derrick waved and smiled at more people than a campaigning politician. Chicago’s African-American lawyer population was sizeable, but he knew most of them, and it looked like they all were eating at the restaurant tonight.

Halfway across the restaurant he could see Darla, his girlfriend, sitting stiffly as though she had a pole for a spine. He slowed his steps, not looking forward to what he had to do. He nervously tugged at his collar and glanced longingly at the bar. “Man up,” Derrick ordered himself, causing the anxiety to disappear just as quickly as it came. As soon as Derrick made it to the table Darla’s stance immediately relaxed.

“Hey,” she gushed, then hopped up, threw her arms around him and kissed him so hard that he was sure she had bruised his lips.

“Umm, hi, baby,” he said, pulling away. “Thanks for the enthusiastic welcome.” He rubbed his hand across his mouth.

“Did I hurt you? I’m sorry. Let me make it better,” Darla murmured as she inched closer to Derrick’s mouth.

“I’ll be okay,” Derrick assured her as he moved his lips out of kissing range and pecked her on the forehead before landing into his seat. “What a day,” he moaned as he signaled the waiter and ordered a martini.

“Bad day, baby?” Darla asked, and Derrick shook his head.

“Quite the opposite—it’s been a phenomenal day. One that’ll go down in the Derrick Tolbert Hall of Fame.”

Darla’s eyes widened and she fixed a pointed gaze on him. “Wow. That sounds exciting! What happened?”

“I got the job.”

Darla pursed her mouth in concentration. “At Steinbeck and Holmes? That’ll be nice since it’s downtown.”

“Not that one.”

“Oh, then the one in Houston?”

“No, not that one,” Derrick answered slowly.

“Whew. I was afraid that we were moving. Which one then?”

“Atlanta, baby! I’ll be lawyering in Atlanta!”

“I love Atlanta! The weather is a thousand times better. And I might run into that fine Michael Vick. So when are we moving?” Darla asked, grinning up at Derrick expectantly. His jaw dropped so far down that he couldn’t pick it up. Darla’s eyes widened with disbelief. “You’re not going to take me with you?” she asked, her voice quavering with hurt.

Derrick began squirming in his seat as though he was on the witness stand. “You have your job and I know how much you love it.”

“It’s only a job, and I can find another one in Georgia. It shouldn’t be too hard to find a job as a software engineer. So many companies are headquartered there—Coca-Cola, UPS and Home Depot. And there are tons of smaller companies.”

“I wouldn’t want you to do that—not for me,” Derrick said, his brows furrowed with irritation. “Besides, all your family is here.”

“They would love to visit me in Atlanta, especially Momma. Atlanta has the best shopping. And Daddy would love to see the Falcons play, Nathan could check out Morehouse, he’s thinking about becoming a doctor, and—”

“I don’t think you should come with me,” Derrick blurted out.

“You don’t think I should come with you?” Darla repeated. “You’re breaking up with me?”

“Well, no …”

“Oh, so we’re gonna try the long-distance thing?” she asked, relieved.

“Well, no, I won’t have time for that. I’ll need to focus on my job. I’ll need to figure out my next step.”

“So you are breaking up with me?”

Derrick began fiddling with his drink, then: “I guess I am.”

“I love you, Derrick,” she said quietly, her words ringing with desperation.

“I love you too, baby,” he insisted.

“So why are you leaving me?” Darla tearfully asked as their two-year relationship was becoming another piece of black history.

“Don’t cry,” he softly pleaded. “This opportunity is too good for me to pass up. My salary will be doubled, the company is gonna give me a—”

“I don’t care what you’re going to get,” Darla hissed, her tears gone and her eyes as cold as a Chicago winter day. “Answer my question. Why are you leaving me? I thought we were going to get married. We even looked at rings.”

“You looked at rings,” Derrick said, exasperated, then blew out a stream of air. “Listen, let’s not have this conversation here. Let’s go back to my place and talk in private. We can get our dinner to—”

Darla vigorously shook her head. “I want to talk about it now. Why-are-you-leaving-me?” she bluntly asked.

Derrick shifted nervously in his seat. Tell the whole truth and nothing but the truth, rang in his ears. But not if it hurts someone. “I’m not leaving you. I’m leaving Chicago.” There, he thought, satisfied. But his smugness was short-lived.

“Why, Derrick?” Darla asked, the tears returning. “Just tell me the truth. Is it the sex? Is it the way I drool at night? Is it the way I look?” She looked him squarely in the eyes, then asked, “Is it someone else?” Derrick shook his head. “Then what?”

Derrick silently regarded the woman who had been at his side for the past two years. She was gorgeous, almost flawless, but she reminded him of vanilla pudding. Together they had as much spark as a waterlogged Eveready battery. “Because I’m not in love with you,” Derrick admitted. Darla let out a strangled wail. “Shit! Darla, I’m sorry.”

“All those times, you told me … and you just told me ten minutes ago that you loved me. I don’t believe it,” she whispered, too dazed to cry. “So it was all fake? Us?” she said, pointing to Derrick, then to herself. “So we weren’t real?”

“We were real!” Derrick insisted. “And I do love you … but not the way you want me to love you. Not in the way you deserve to be loved.”

“So why drag it out for two years, Derrick? Why couldn’t you have told me six months into it? Hell, a year into it? You’ve wasted my fucking time!” she spat.

“I’m sorry,” Derrick whispered helplessly.

Darla stood up on wobbly legs, planted her hands on the table and looked directly into Derrick’s eyes. “I’m sure you’ve heard the saying: What goes around comes around,” she continued without waiting for his response. “Well, life is gonna sucker punch you so hard that it’s gonna turn you inside out.”



Chapter 3

“This is perfect. Just perfect!” Aisha gushed as she ran through the empty apartment, gazing into every room as though it was the Taj Mahal. “I love it. It’s bright, it’s roomy, and it’s close to downtown. It’s like a freaking castle. You’ve done good, girl.” Felicia’s decision to have separate apartments was beginning to sound better.

“I know,” Felicia replied smugly. She knew her sister’s taste was exactly like hers. The one-bedroom apartment boasted hardwood floors that were so shiny they looked like miniature ice skating rinks. Large windows gave a breathtaking view of Atlanta’s skyline. The bedroom was large enough to hold a five-piece bedroom suite with a king-size bed and still had enough room to lay out a mat and do Pilates.

“Do you think I can afford it?” Aisha nervously asked while eyeing the apartment for the tenth time. The rent on an apartment this size could easily break a sister. Aisha did her calculations and came up with one thousand dollars a month, double what she was paying with Felicia. “The rent might end up being more than a mortgage payment.”

“I don’t think it’s going to be that high. I told Tarik we were on a budget,” Felicia answered, thinking of her best friend of twenty-plus years. They had fought over colored chalk in kindergarten, ate lunch together in middle school and battled each other for class president in high school, all the while remaining friends. Their friendship had since matured like a fine wine.

“Cool. Tarik will definitely hook us up.”

“Don’t be so sure. He’s still all about the dollar. Just because he’s my friend doesn’t mean he’s gonna do us any favors,” she said.

“He will,” Aisha replied confidently.

Felicia slanted a look at her sister. “Why do you say that?”

“You guys may have learned how to ride bicycles together, but I bet he’d probably give us the building if you would’ve slept with him. I still don’t believe after all these years nothing ever happened between you two.”

“’Isha! I am not feeling him like that. He’s like a big brother to me. Besides, he’s not even thinking about me, he’s going to marry Tara.”

Aisha scrunched her face, looking like a Cabbage Patch doll. “I can’t believe he’s marrying that fake-bougie-vanillafied-ho. Why’re you letting him do it?”

Felicia pointed to herself. “Me! I don’t have any say in who he marries.”

“Yeah, right! And Bobby Brown and Whitney Houston weren’t voted the craziest couple of 2005. That man respects your opinion.”

“He does. But he’s in love. And a man in love is thinking with his dick … not his head. Besides, he’s going to marry whomever he wants, regardless of what I have to say.”

“Well, if it was me, I’d tell him that he’s about to make the biggest mistake of his life.”

“No you wouldn’t. Neither one of us are clairvoyant, so we don’t know what’s going to happen. They might end up getting married and staying together for the next fifty years.”

“Yeah, in marital hell,” Aisha mumbled.

Felicia ignored her sister. “Anyway, Miss Kiss Ass. Every time you see Tara, you’re always trying to get her to invite you to a Jack and Jill meeting.”

“Yeah, a sister gotta make business contacts. I want FAACS to be the biggest accounting management company in the world. I want mo’ paper than Oprah,” she said while laughing. FAACS, which stood for Felicia and Aisha Consulting Services, was their three-year-old fledgling company. It was Aisha’s baby. She came up with the concept after working for a boss who treated her as if she had about as much sense as a forty-year-old crackhead. Felicia quickly joined her sister after she discovered her bachelor’s degree in art was more of a decorative piece than something of value in the real world.

FAACS served as a boutique for financial services, their clients ranging from individuals to small mom-and-pop operations. With her BA in accounting and MBA in finance and being a CPA, Aisha did all the financial consulting, marketing and sales. Felicia did all the prospecting while picking up the pieces when needed.

“Do you think we should continue the partnership?” Felicia blurted, then studied her sister for her reaction.

“Yeah, we should. Hey, where did that question come from?” Aisha asked her, eyes wide with panic.

Felicia averted her gaze. “Just asking,” she murmured.

“Don’t you ever scare me like that again, girl. I don’t think I could stand losing you as my roommate and business partner.” Aisha grabbed her sister’s hand. “This will be the first time in twenty-eight years that we’ll be living apart,” she said sadly.

Felicia nodded. “I know, we’ve either shared a bedroom or lived together.”

“Remember how we cried when Momma gave us separate rooms when we were teenagers?”

Felicia laughed. “She thought it was what we wanted.”

“We did argue a lot. So I could see how she would think that. She probably thought we would end up killing each other.”

“But the separate room thing lasted for a day. After that we were back to being roommates.”

“Yeah. Momma thought we were crazy.” She paused for a heartbeat then: “I miss her so much.” Aisha’s voice went soft and her eyes glassy. She was one blink away from a major tear fest.

Felicia’s eyes glistened. In the six years since their mother passed away after battling cancer, there wasn’t a day that went by that she didn’t think about her. “Me too, ’Isha, me too. Just remember that she’s out of pain now and is with Daddy. I bet they’re both watching us now.”

“You’re right,” Aisha answered, her voice thick with tears. Then: “Hi, Mom, hey, Daddy. The Goodman Siamese twins are finally gonna be separated, can you believe it?”

Felicia burst out laughing and Aisha quickly joined in. “Thanks, girl. I needed that. I know they’re both watching us and I know they wouldn’t want us to be sad.”

“You’re right,” Aisha agreed, then quickly changed the subject. “Remember living together at Howard?”

“I do. Those were crazy times … crazy times,” Felicia said. “And we’ve been bouncing around together for the last six years.”

Aisha’s eyes misted. “It’ll be interesting riot being able to holla at my sis when I want to. Maybe …”

“Maybe what?” Felicia asked while studying her sister.

“Maybe we shouldn’t move out, maybe we should stay roomies,” Aisha suggested. “Keep everything the same. I’ll be quiet. I’ll stop dating.”

Felicia snorted, then shook her head. “Yeah, right. You stop dating? That’s like saying President Bush is gonna stop making stupid comments.”

Aisha narrowed her eyes at her sister. “Don’t be getting tart with me just because I’m realistic about dating and you got the whole fairy princess thing going on. Haven’t you read the fairy tales? There aren’t any black princesses.”

“Ah, I guess you forget from where we descended, from kings and queens of Africa. We don’t need to read any fairy tales to know that we’re royalty,” Felicia answered. Years before their mother had died she’d had their family tree done and had discovered that a couple of their ancestors were royalty. “My prince will come for me,” she muttered, but louder: “But I think it’s necessary … us living separately. We need to grow. It’s almost like—”

“What?” Aisha prodded, trying hard not to cry. She wasn’t successful.

Felicia took a deep breath, then: “It’s almost like our roots are becoming tangled. Like we’re becoming one. It’s scary.”

“I know,” Aisha agreed. There were many times when she found herself doing something while wondering if it was the path her sister would take. “But we almost started off as one.”

Felicia laughed. “Yeah, it’s a good thing we’re fraternal and not identical twins. I don’t know what I would do if we were exactly alike,” she teased.

“We’re pretty close.” Aisha opened her arms to her sister and Felicia stepped into them. Here is my other half, she thought. “I’m going to miss you so much.” She hugged her sister. “So where are you gonna live?”

Felicia’s expression mirrored her sister’s. “Across the hall,” she revealed.

“Across the hall!” Aisha barked. “Across the hall? I thought you were living somewhere else.”

Felicia sheepishly shook her head. “I’ll be living right across from you.”

“Well, why didn’t you tell me? I was so scared,” Aisha said as she wiped away what seemed like a handful of tears. “I thought we were really going to be separated.”

“You know I can’t go too far away from you!”

“Well, I’m still going to miss you.”

“At least I’ll be able to get some damn sleep,” Felicia joked.

“Ha-ha!” Aisha retorted. She abruptly turned serious. “Do you think we can afford it? I mean it’s so close to downtown,” she said, glancing out to admire the view. Cloud-touching sky-scrapers with logos bright enough to attract UFOs glittered in the horizon. “This place is fabulous!”

“Yeah, Nineteen Twenty Peachtree is awesome. But remember, this neighborhood is in transition, so …”

“Either Tarik’s gonna give us a deal or he’s gonna ask for a crazy amount that neither one of us can afford.”

“Let’s hope it’s the former,” Felicia said.

“And we’ll have enough room for FAACS,” Aisha said. “And we won’t be stuck working on the dining room table. Now we have two apartments to store the paperwork.” She cocked her head, studying the room to mentally lay out the furniture. Aisha moved to the bay window. “Speaking of dining room tables, we can put one right here. It’ll be so nice to work in front of the window with the sunlight coming in,” she said dreamily.

Felicia watched her sister’s progress through the living room. “Where’s Tiffany going to sit?”

“You’re right,” Aisha said. Their part-time secretary needed a place to work. “I’ll have her set up in front of the bay window and I’ll work from my bedroom. It’s big enough for me to add a desk.”

“Where will I work?” Felicia asked. She was used to the three of them working together in the same room.

“Well, you can use Tiffany’s desk when she isn’t here. Otherwise you can work from home.”

“Oh!” she replied sadly. “Planning where furniture goes makes it seem so real.”

“You can still change your mind.”

“No,” Felicia answered, nodding ruefully. “This is gonna be painful, like getting a bikini wax. So we’d better do it as quickly as possible.”

“You’re right. Where’s your boy?” Aisha asked. Just then they heard a car honking.

Felicia raced to the window and saw a silvery gray BMW. A stocky five-foot-nine man drenched in Enyce stepped out. “He’s here,” she said.

“I guess we should find out how much he’s going to gouge us. I just hope he isn’t a slumlord.”

“Would you stop it! He’s not a slumlord. Tank’s a good guy. I’m sure it won’t be as bad as we think. He’ll take care of us.”

Felicia and Aisha each crossed their fingers as they walked to the door. “Let’s hope that we can afford this. If not, we’ll be roomies for life.”

“Yuck! That’s a life sentence I don’t want,” Felicia joked. “I’d rather move in with Aunt Hattie than live in the Aisha Motel.”

“At least you get free porn,” Aisha shot back at her. Then: “Are you sure you want to continue our partnership?”

Felicia breathed deeply. “Of course I do,” she answered with a tight smile.



Chapter 4

“This is so nice,” Felicia murmured in her boyfriend’s ear. It was Saturday night and Sambuca, the jazz club, was spilling over with people. The predominately black crowd swayed and nodded to the music as though it touched their souls. “And when we get home, Momma’s gonna show her appreciation.” She nibbled his earlobe. “Got any requests? Speak now or later on you’re gonna be at my mercy,” she said as her hand dipped below the table and landed on his lap. She grinned when she felt the hard bulge.

Lawrence Davis shivered with excitement. The last time he was at Felicia’s mercy, he couldn’t walk for a day. He was grateful that the jazz club was dark because he was throbbing harder than an eighty-year-old man on Viagra. “Damn, girl, my only request is that you’re gentle with me, baby … just be gentle.”

“We’ll see,” Felicia teased before turning her attention back to the show.

Lawrence squeezed her hand and mouthed I love you. Felicia Closed her eyes and rested her head on his shoulder, and let out a happy sigh.

Tonight was their one-year anniversary. They had met a year ago at a fund-raiser after Aisha coerced her into participating in a bachelorette auction with her. A corporate executive had chosen Aisha, and Lawrence, an entrepreneur, had selected her. Their first date was a romantic dinner cruise on Atlanta’s Lake Lanier. She never imagined that a year later they’d still be seeing each other.

She felt Lawrence shift under her. “Did you oil your hair today?” he asked. Felicia shook her head. “Last night?”

Felicia thought for a moment before answering. “I think I did. Because I watched CSI and then—”

“Pull up off me.”

“What?”

Lawrence lifted his shoulders as though trying to throw her off. “Take your head off me,” he hissed.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“I don’t want you messing up my clothes.”

“You make it sound like I’m a big greaseball. I lightly oiled it.”

“Well, some of that oil can still get on me.”

“It’s not going to get on you. Trust me,” Felicia reassured him before resuming her position. Seconds later she felt Lawrence flinch. Right after that he stood up.

“I’ll be right back. I need to use the bathroom.” Without another word he turned and walked away.

“He’s so bizarre,” she muttered to herself while she watched him weave his way through the tables.

Five minutes later Lawrence returned to the table wearing a sheepish grin. “I’m sorry, baby, you know how I am about spots on my clothes.” 

“Yeah, I do know how you are. That’s why I told you that my hair wouldn’t’ve left a stain. You should’ve believed me.”

“I know, baby.” Lawrence leaned in to kiss her, but Felicia moved back.

“Come on, I said I was sorry.”

“Yeah, but you do this all the time. And it’s not just your clothes, it’s your couch, your bed, your dining room chairs. I’m surprised that you don’t trip over your Benz.”

“I said I was sorry, can’t we just move on?”

“I guess, but you need help,” Felicia said. She loved Lawrence. With the exception of his fetish for cleanliness, which sometimes acted as a sexual repellent, he was the perfect boyfriend.

“Now what were you saying?”

Felicia studied Lawrence and he returned her gaze with an earnest one of his own. “We don’t have to wait until we get home,” Felicia whispered seductively.

“You wanna get a room at the Marriott Marquis?” Felicia shook her head no. “At the Westin Peachtree Plaza?” Lawrence scratched his head when Felicia gave a nonchalant shrug. “At the Motel Six?”

“No, baby … in the car.” Felicia giggled when Lawrence’s eyebrows shot up.

“In the car? Right outside in the parking lot?” he asked excitedly.

“Yeah, are you up for it?” She reached down and caressed his crotch. “Oh yeah, you’re up.”

Lawrence threw a hundred-dollar bill on the table and pulled Felicia out the restaurant.

Felicia stepped into the backseat of his Mercedes and Lawrence quickly followed her. “Thank goodness for tinted windows,” Felicia murmured as she settled into the luxurious leather.

“Let’s adjust these seats,” Lawrence said, then turned on the car, flicked a couple of switches and the passenger and driver seats inched forward, giving them more than enough room to have fun.

“That’s better,” Felicia whispered. “Now we can get nasty.” She lay down on the seat, spread her legs and crooked her finger at Lawrence.

He eagerly positioned himself on top of Felicia, and she whimpered with desire when she felt his hard dick pressing against her thigh.

She slipped a finger under the strap of her dress, then slid it down. She seductively rolled her shoulder and Lawrence gently ran his tongue over her soft skin. Felicia moaned softly as she cupped the back of his head, encouraging him not to stop. A surprise yelp was heard when Lawrence nipped at her skin. “I’ve got a better place for you to nibble,” Felicia groaned.

“Where?”

“If you help me get out of these clothes, I’ll show you.”

Using moves that would make a circus contortionist proud, Lawrence managed to get Felicia’s dress off.

Stretched out on the backseat wearing only a G-string and bra, Felicia caressed her bare skin.

“Let me do that for you, baby,” Lawrence said.

“Nuh-uh, don’t forget you’re supposed to be nibbling.”

“Nibbling what?”

“This!” Felicia arched her back and tried to pull off her panties. “I’ma need you to move. I can’t lift my ass high enough to get my underwear off,” she said after struggling with the delicate fabric.

“I got it, babe.” Lawrence leaned back and pulled off her G-string all in one fluid motion.

“Eat me!” Felicia demanded as soon as her pussy was exposed.

Lawrence grinned down at her. “Gladly.” He nestled his face between her thighs and Felicia hooked her legs over his shoulders. She arched her back when his tongue breezed over her clit.

“Oh shit,” she moaned as he gently nibbled on her button. “Oh shit, shit, shit,” she chanted as Lawrence increased pressure. Tears came to her eyes. Lawrence ate pussy like he was feasting on caviar. Her hips mirrored his movements, then she suddenly stopped.

Lawrence pulled up sharply and looked up at her, bewilderment marring his face. “What’s up, babe?”

“I want you to suck my titties.”

“Eat you, suck you. Damn you got my tongue working overtime.”

“Is that a complaint?”

“Hell naw!”

“Well, do what you do,” Felicia said, and Lawrence reluctantly kissed his way toward her chest.

“Damn, I love your breasts!” he yelled when he saw her globes. “Let me just help myself to these.” He reached around her back to unsnap her bra, and her breasts fell into his hands.

He lowered his head to Felicia’s breasts, then sighed softly. “These are heaven, baby.” He lovingly cupped one of her breasts and brought her nipple to his lips, softly flecking his tongue over it, and it hardened to a small bud. He leisurely moved over to its twin, and Felicia squirmed underneath him.

Suddenly Prince’s “Let’s Go Crazy” blared through the car. The beat bounced off the windows, startling them both so much that they froze. Felicia moved first. She groped blindly on the floor of the car until her hand touched her purse. She scooped it up.

“What are you doing?” Lawrence gasped. “Let it go to voice mail.”

“You know ‘Let’s Go Crazy’ is Aisha’s ringtone,” Felicia answered as though that explained everything.

“You can talk to her when you get home.” He paused, then: “Or, hell, after we’re done.”

“It’ll only be a minute.” She clicked on the phone. “Hey, girl, whassup?” Lawrence glared while Felicia chatted with her sister. This was the third time this week Aisha had interrupted their lovemaking. He leaned back against the cushions and stared out the window. Felicia flicked a glance at him. She hated it when he sulked. “I’ll talk to you when I get home,” Felicia finished then clicked off her phone. “Now back to you,” she whispered while inching toward Lawrence’s mouth, but he twisted his face away from her as though he was five years old and his mother was trying to give him cod liver oil. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong?” Lawrence asked, then snorted. “We’re getting ready to have sex, then everything is put on hold because your sister called? This is crazy.”

“I just wanted to make sure she was okay,” Felicia replied, her tone defensive.

“She’s a grown-ass lady, I’m sure she’s okay.”

Felicia opened her mouth to spit off a retort, then changed her mind. She didn’t want to fight. “Let’s finish what you started.”

“I think that’ll be a challenge,” Lawrence huffed. Felicia glanced down; his penis had shriveled to a pencil.

“I’m up to it,” Felicia replied, then winked at him.

Lawrence felt a stirring in his dick.

Felicia cradled her breasts. They locked gazes as she tenderly caressed herself. She brought a breast up to her mouth and swiped her tongue over her nipple. And it hardened to a little topaz. She repeated it with her other nipple. Lawrence ran his tongue over his lips. “Don’t you want to lick this? You were doing such a good job,” Felicia said, her voice husky with desire. Lawrence nodded, then pulled Felicia’s breast into his mouth.

She cupped his head, encouraging him to suck longer, and she moaned softly when his tongue flew over her nipple. “Are you hard yet, baby?” she murmured.

“As a fucking baseball bat,” Lawrence boasted. “You wanna feel it?”

Felicia nodded. Her hand gripped his dick and stroked it. “Mmmm, I can’t resist.” Leaning down, she teased the tip of his dick with her tongue, licking it as though it was a bar of dark chocolate. “You taste sooo good,” Felicia breathed as her hand slipped between his legs to caress his sack and her clit began throbbing. She wanted him in her. “Slip it in!” she begged.

Lawrence immediately opened the foil package with his teeth and slid it on his stiff penis. Felicia straddled him and hovered over him. “Am I having target practice now?”

“Yeah,” Felicia murmured. “Try for a bull’s-eye,” she teased as she wiggled her hips. She grunted softly as his penis eased into her. He gripped her hips and slowly began moving them. “Oh, baby! You feel so good. Oh, baby! Make it bounce for me,” Felicia moaned as she moved with her lover.

“What? Make it bounce?” Lawrence asked between thrusts.

“Nothing. Forget about it,” Felicia said.

Suddenly Prince blared through the car and Felicia froze.

“Let it ring,” Lawrence panted.

“It might be important!” Felicia reached for the phone.

Lawrence grabbed her hand and put it on his neck. “Leave it, she’ll be okay.”

Felicia struggled against him. “How do you know?” Lawrence sighed, released his hold on Felicia, and she hopped off him to snatch up the phone just in time before it went to voice mail. “Hey, girl, whassup?” she asked, then watched out the corner of her eye as Lawrence reached for his pants and began dressing. Catching his eye, she shook her head no. He ignored her as he zipped then buttoned his pants. Two minutes later Felicia clicked off her phone and tossed it down. “I’m sorry. I won’t answer it again,” she promised as she snuggled against him. “I’m still horny. Let’s finish what we started.”

“I’m done,” Lawrence snapped.

“Come on, don’t be mad,” she pleaded softly while stroking his face.

“You didn’t even wait until we were done. You picked up the phone midstroke Felicia—midstroke!”

“I said I was sorry,” Felicia said. She reached down and snatched up her G-string. “I guess I’d better get dressed,” she said, then gave him an expectant glance.

“I guess you better,” he huffed before opening up the back door, rounding the car and slipping open the driver’s side door and sliding behind the steering wheel.

“I’m sorry,” Felicia mumbled.

“This isn’t the first time it happened,” Lawrence said.

“So you’re keeping track of when I talk to my sister?” Felicia asked. She opened the back door and slammed it shut, then hopped into the passenger seat and slammed that door. Lawrence winced at each bang. She glared at his profile.

“No, I’m not keeping track. I think the situation is fucked up. Maybe it’s just me, but I think it’s a little weird that you take your sister’s call while we’re making love.”

“It’s a knee-jerk reaction,” Felicia tried to explain as she stroked Lawrence’s thigh. “I hear my phone ring and I have to pick it up. I love making love to you. You know that.”

“I love making love to you too, baby. But you can’t keep answering the phone like this. That’s why they invented voice mail.”

“I know but that’s my sister. And she—”

“Beat up Crazy Penny for you,” Lawrence finished.

“Yes.”

“That’s what family supposed to do, stick up for one another. But you were five years old, let it go!”

“That’s the point. It doesn’t matter if I’m five years old or twenty-five years old, Aisha will always have my back, and I hers,” Felicia said passionately, and stuck her hands on her hips.

Frustrated, Lawrence drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. “Anyway, what was so important tonight that you had to take her calls.”

“She umm, umm,” Felicia stuttered.

“See,” Lawrence said smugly. “You can’t even answer. Because all you guys talked about was a bunch of BS.”

“We talked about business,” Felicia blurted out.

Lawrence lifted an eyebrow. “And that couldn’t wait until you got home?”

“No, she was looking for a client’s file that she needed right away.” Lawrence glanced at the car clock. It showed one o’clock in the morning. Felicia saw the look. “She’s meeting with them tomorrow, but she wanted to review the file tonight.”

“Baby?”

“Yeah?”

“Next time, let it go to voice mail.”

Felicia rolled her eyes. Lawrence started up the car and pulled out of the parking lot. When they got to the interstate, Lawrence paused. I-75 North would take them to his place and I-75 South would take her home. “Which way?” he asked.

Felicia smiled, then said, “Seventy-five North. I want to finish what we started. Aisha has somebody at our place. Oops,” she said, clamping her hand over her mouth.

Lawrence chuckled. “I knew you two weren’t talking about business. Let’s forget about it.”

Twenty minutes later they turned into Lawrence’s subdivision and pulled up in front of a modest three-bedroom house.

Felicia peered into the dark. She saw a silhouette of someone on Lawrence’s porch. “Who’s that on your front porch?” Felicia asked.

Lawrence squinted. “Oh shit! That’s Lorna … my wife.”



Chapter 5

Derrick pulled his U-Haul in front of 1920 Peachtree and braked. When his frat brother Tarik went on and on about his newly acquired piece of property, he thought he was exaggerating. But looking at it, he realized that Tarik didn’t do it justice. Even to his untrained eye, he could tell that it was an architectural masterpiece. The three-level house had a red-tiled pointed roof that sloped onto brick-covered walls, a porch that wrapped around the first level, and he could see a hint of a balcony peeking out from behind the house.

Derrick and Tarik happily hopped out the truck and stretched their legs. The two-day drive had put a dent in their friendship. They had argued more than two stepchildren fighting over their inheritance. But as soon as they stepped out the truck their dispute melted away into the warm Georgia sun, like they usually did over the years. Ever since their first meeting during freshman year at Howard, when they were thrown together as roommates, they had had enough clashes to rival Paris Hilton and Nicole Richie. But unlike those two, Derrick and Tarik had always ended the beef and moved on.

“Sweet,” Derrick said, suddenly happy with his decision. Darla and Chicago was now a memory. He eyed Atlanta’s skyline. He was so close to downtown that it felt like all he had to do was reach out and touch it. “This yours?” Tarik nodded proudly. “You joking.”

“Naw, man. I got fifteen more like it,” Tarik said modestly.

Derrick shot him a look of astonishment, which quickly turned to admiration. He didn’t know his friend was rolling like that. He had come up, way up. “You the man,” he said, and dapped him. He warily eyed the truck. “Ready to start unloading.”

“Cool. Let’s unload, shower and then head over to Club Noir. That place is bananas! Celebrities hanging out with us common folk. And you know who follow celebrities? Fine women,” he said, answering his own question.

“Man, we just drove for six hours and I’m funky as hell. The only celebrities I plan on seeing are the ones on TV, and even then it’s going to be a short visit. I’m already tired. As soon as we unload, I’m going to set up my bed and hit the sheets.”

“You’re getting old. I remember back in the day, when you could play basketball all day, help somebody move, then go out and hang until we saw the sun the next day.”

“That’s true,” Derrick said wistfully. “Those were the days. And you were single then. What about your fiancée? Won’t she have something to say about your hanging at the club?”

“It’s cool. I’m getting married, not going to jail.”

“Well, good for you. I’ve dodged that life sentence.”

“Yeah, right! Darla’s already got the cuff and is ready to throw away the key.” Tarik laughed.

“Naw, man, that fell apart.”

“Word?”

“Yeah. I had to cut it loose, something was missing.”

“She had a pussy?” Tarik asked.

Derrick nodded.

“She had a mouth?”

“Yeah,” Derrick answered.

“And two hands?”

“Yeah, man,” Derrick said impatiently.

“Well what the hell was missing? It looks like she had everything.” Tarik and Derrick rolled with laughter.

“You’re foul, man … just foul.” Derrick jumped up on the bumper and pushed open the back door. It sounded like a muffled train going over the tracks as it retracted into the ceiling of the truck.

Tarik fished around in his pockets and pulled out a set of keys. “Here you go, man.”

“I appreciate this, dawg.”
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