













The Making of DR. TRUELOVE

DERRICK BARNES

SIMON PULSE


This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

[image: Image]

SIMON PULSE
An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com

Copyright © 2006 by Derrick Barnes

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

SIMON PULSE and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

Designed by Mike Rosamilia

The text of this book was set in Trade Gothic.

Manufactured in the United States of America

First Simon Pulse edition October 2006

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

Library of Congress Control Number 2006929542

ISBN-13: 978-1-4169-1439-6
ISBN-10: 1-4169-1439-0
eISBN-13: 978-1-4391-0441-5

[image: Image]

“That’s your big plan, to turn me into some cheesy sex columnist?”

“Check it out, Diego: At the height of the popularity for this column and its mysterious columnist, we’ll reveal your identity. When that happens, not only will you have your girl Roxy’s heart on lock, there will be droves of anxious, willing shorties just beating down your door. By then you’ll have more confidence, maybe even more than me!”

I can see my reflection in Roxy’s window—lifeless, useless, and ashamed. I screwed up with Roxy, but that doesn’t mean I can’t try something to fix it. I’m desperate, and judging from tonight, crawling on my hands and knees just won’t cut it.

There’s only one thing left to do. As much as it hurts me to say this, I’m gonna need J’s help. I take out my phone, and before he can even say his usual, “J speakin’. What’s real?” I simply say, “It’s time … let’s make it happen.”

Don’t miss these great reads from Simon Pulse!

Drift X trilogy, by Todd Strasser

Private series, by Kate Brian

Seven Deadly Sins series, by Robin Wasserman

Tripping to Somewhere, by Kristopher Reisz


TO UNCLE MANNY—I’M LOST WITHOUT YOU, BROTHA
TO DAHKARI—WELCOME TO THIS BEAUTIFUL MADNESS
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| v-day: in & out (in a hurry)


A fat girl with a beard …

A 6′5″, 250-pound female impersonator named Peaches …

A wrinkled humpback without teeth …

I’m trying to ima0gine anything that might calm me down so that I won’t do it again. I got away with the first nut. I came already and all we’re doing is kissing, as usual. Dry humping, as usual. Only this time, we’re as naked as we’ve ever been. We finally decided that today would be the day to lose our virginity. It’s Friday. Her parents aren’t expecting her home until six thirty because of some science spelling bee she made up. Plus—my balls can’t get any bluer. We both went out of the way for this historic occasion. She bought a sexy, see-through, cherry red bra and thong set from Victoria’s Secret, and I got a pair of those Hanes boxer briefs. They look kind of … Elmo red. Even if I had on a pink cowboy hat and a pair of fluffy sandals, I couldn’t look as gay as I look now. Only Roxy could get me to wear some Boy Wonder tights like this. I look like a crack-headed Superman or a toothpick with red tape wrapped around the tip. My nuts are pressed extra tight up against these shorts like two throbbing pecans.

There’s a small pocket of baby gravy sticking to the inside of my thigh. It feels like warm Elmer’s glue. Roxy has no clue. I mean, I’m still hard, but I just gotta get back into it. I think she can tell.

“What’s wrong, Supreme?”

She calls me “Supreme,” and she’s my “Naima.” We’re both big John Coltrane fans. That’s one of the main reasons she has me so open. I don’t know of another sixteen-year-old, especially a girl, who listens to jazz as much as I do. Her grandfather gives private upright bass and saxophone lessons; he’s from Kansas City and used to play drums for Charlie Parker. She grew up around jazz like I did. My pop has the deepest jazz collection on vinyl known to man. He used to rock me to sleep when I was a baby by humming a Miles Davis song called “All Blues.” I wish I could channel the spirit of Miles right now. Cool as he was, I know he would have held that first nut, at least until some real action went down.

“Oh … I’m cool … I’m just … thinking ’bout something.” That’s all I could come up with? The only thing I was really thinking about was how I could keep from shooting off again.

“Are you nervous?” She flashes one of those smiles that make my knees shake. “I mean, I was nervous when I got over here, but you know how you relax me, Supreme.” She’s sitting next to me on the edge of the bed with the comforter draped over her shoulders like a cape. I’m lying on my back and she’s running her soft fingertips across my bony chest. My abs are tightening up, my whole body clinches. Every time she touches me I get the chills.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day. I even stole these out of my sister’s room.” I roll over and grab a box of unopened condoms from my nightstand. Roxy snatches them from my hand and begins to read the instructions out loud like an airline stewardess.

“Open the condom package carefully to avoid damaging it with fingernails, teeth, or other sharp objects.” She giggles and drops the comforter from her shoulders, then turns and leans directly over my head. I don’t think I’m gonna make it. “Put on the condom before the penis comes in contact with the partner’s mouth, anus, or vagina…. Damn, Supreme, that’s a lot of holes to fill…. Keep the condom on the penis until after intercourse or ejaculation” She tears one of the condoms off the roll and holds it in her hand.

She sure is a lot calmer about this than I am. What if this ain’t her first time? What if that whole virgin routine is just a front so that I won’t find out the truth—she’s a maaad ho? Naaaaaah. Not my girl. To tell you the truth, I’d never know. I can’t read that type of stuff, even in this situation. I’m more concerned with how I’m gonna perform and how we’re both gonna feel afterward. This will be the day that’ll change our lives forever. And most important, I won’t be a sorry, pathetic virgin ever again.

I tried a couple of condoms on last night. I was trying to get mentally prepared for this evening like I was Lance Armstrong. The Magnums were like trying on a trash bag and the lubricated ones were too slippery. They kept falling on the floor. Pop busted into the bathroom and caught me. He pretended like he was looking for cocoa butter to shine his bald head. I told him it was a biology experiment. He laughed like a damn fool and slammed the door on me. He loves me, but embarrassing me is one of my pop’s main sources of entertainment. Country bastard.

Roxy is holding the condom up like a winning lottery ticket.

“So, ummm … are you ready? I mean, if you want to try it another day … I’d understand,” she says with a wide-eyed, Bambi look on her face. I don’t know if I’m ready. I feel like I’m about to bust again. But to be honest, I’m scared shitless.

“Uhhh … yeah … I guess … I mean, yeah. I’m ready. You know I’m ready. Of course I’m ready, girl.” I’m trying to laugh her question off like I do this all the time. Like normally, I would have my own harem of freaks here willing and able to perform any sexual act at my command. Truthfully, I’d be playing some online game, studying, or watching something new from my pop’s not-so-secret porn collection.

Roxy tosses the condom on my chest like a mini Frisbee, covers herself with the comforter, stands up in the bed, and hovers over me like a giant. She locks eyes with me, opens the comforter up like pterodactyl wings, then drops it to the floor. This is it. I can’t believe this is happening to me, to us. The sides of her ankles are pressed against the side of my chest. Her legs are shaking just a little. I can feel her pulse and the heat from her skin. From my position, flat on my back, all I can see or focus on is how neatly shaven her pubes are. She usually has a bush of reddish-blondish hair that my fingers get tangled up in, but not today. The jungle has been pruned and almost looks good enough to eat—not that I would—I mean, I have been thinking about it.

She unhooks her bra with one hand, and I swear it’s falling to the bed in slow motion. Her whole upper body is covered in a glaze of sweat and the glitter from her body lotion.

She gulps, and then smiles. She looks a little uncomfortable and maybe, just maybe, unsure about what we’re about to do. It’s all over her face.

I’ve seen her topless before, but damn! Her titties look so perfect today. It looks like she went to the titty shop and got a tune-up. She sticks her thumbs on the sides of her panties, glides and wiggles them slowly down her long, thick thighs, over her juicy calves, then flings them on the floor with one foot. She’s so naked right now. She’s so butt-beautiful ass-naked.

I’m not gonna make it. If she does what I think she’s gonna do, it’ll be blastoff time again. This time I won’t be able to play it off. She slowly lowers her body and hovers over me, teasing me, enticing me—killing me. I close my eyes and pray that she doesn’t put it on me … literally. There is only so much semen these funny red shorts can hold.

Too late.

She plops down on me and starts to grind and gyrate. This girl just had to be a belly dancer in her former life. We’ve been grinding and gyrating for so long now, she’s a damn expert. But this feels different. She’s really warm and wet. My sissy shorts are now covered in her juices. She’s looking at me with a different stare now. It’s like she’s concentrating on an algebraic formula. Every now and then she’ll close her eyes and throw her head back. She’s moaning softly and I’m not making a peep. I’m trying my best to concentrate.

A hairy pirate with a peg leg …

Ninety-eight-year-old Sister Geraldine from the mother-board at church …

A stuttering, one-armed midget …

The condom is by my head now. She’s reaching for it, but she doesn’t know how close I am to the finish line. We’re kissing like we’ve never kissed before. She’s breathing heavier than usual. I’m sucking her bottom lip, gently, just how she likes it. Her eyes are closed. Mine are wide open. I usually keep them closed, but not this time. If I allow myself to get too carried away, it’ll be over in milliseconds. Her breath tastes like a sweet something that I can’t quite remember—a dessert or candy without a name. Her cute, pencil-eraser-size nipples are pushing into my bird chest. My heartbeat is getting louder. My blood is racing faster, and I’m just about to explode like pyrotechnics at a Fourth of July celebration. I’m giving myself ten seconds. Maybe I can hold on for another twenty seconds, or at least until I can make up an excuse to get up and regroup.

Too late.

My palms are molding her hips and my fingertips are buried in her soft skin. She’s kissing my neck, then whispers in my ear, “Supreme … I’ve been wanting you so bad allllll day, baby.” The dam is about to burst. If she says another word, I’m done. I love her regular speaking voice, but now she’s in my ear, and it’s soft, it’s sexy, it’s innocent … it’s a wrap.

“Be gentle with me … please.” As soon as she says please, she digs her hand into my shorts and grabs a handful of NASA rocket (okay, bottle rocket), then—GOOOOSH! I’m releasing like a fire hydrant that’s just been tapped by a fireman—all over the sidewalks, all over the streets, all over the passing cars and little old ladies out for a stroll. I can’t … I can’t … I can’t move.

I’m paralyzed.

Roxy rises up off of me and watches my body go into convulsions. I whimper like a sick pup. My toes curl up and stiffen. Now it feels like a whole jar of microwaved mayonnaise has been dumped in my shorts. It’s pathetic. If I had a gun in my nightstand, I’d put it to my temple and unload every round.

“Are you okay?” She places a hand on my arm and gives me a sympathetic look. I’m still tight. My jaws are locked. She’s rubbing me like a wounded horse. I feel like one. The heavy breathing has stopped. The kissing seems like it happened days ago. “It’s okay, Diego.” “Supreme” has been put in the closet. Out comes the real me, Diego Montgomery—math-loving, Internet-surfing, clumsy, clueless nobody. She only calls me Supreme when we’re getting a little freaky or when we’re talking about jazz. Every other time I’m just plain old me.

“Nah, I’m … cool … it’s just a little … nah, I’ll be all right….” I start bumbling, stuttering—the usual stupid Diego response. Her blank, willing stare has now turned to reddened cheeks from embarrassment and pity.

“I was reading something about this the other day in CosmoGIRL! It’s common,” Roxy says in her soft, comforting voice. What she’s really thinking is I wasted my time with this … immature, needle-dick bastard!

I’m sitting on the edge of the bed and she’s on her knees behind me, massaging my shoulders. I can feel her nipples against my back. I’m still heavy, not quite hard, but heavy. I just can’t bring myself to try this again. Two nuts within a ten-minute span and no penetration? That has to be a record for sure.

“Most men barely last the first five minutes, maybe even less.”

“Yeah, but … we didn’t even …”

“That’s okay. We have plenty of time, right?”

“Not really. Lita should be home in about forty-five minutes. If she caught me in these shorts I’d never hear the end of it.”

Kris, my eldest sister, she’s supportive, always makes herself available to talk or just to listen. Not Lita. She’s kinda self-absorbed and loves to make me the butt of every damn joke that comes out of her mouth. She can be cool sometimes, but I better not give her any ammo to tease me. She’ll run wild with it.

“Excuse me, Roxy. I gotta change my shorts, if you don’t mind. Make yourself comfortable.”

“Go ahead, I’m fine. We can just talk if you want to, since we don’t have much time…. I just like being here, you know?” She’s looking at me so honest, so sincere. I want to believe her, but deep down inside I know she wants to leave.

I cover up my nasty, pancake-size stain and slowly escape to my bathroom. I grab a pair of stupid-looking, oversize, pinstriped boxers from the top drawer of my dresser. I turn to check out Roxy’s body language, and there she is, sitting cross-legged in the bed, her arms to her side and still naked—butt-beautiful ass-naked. She’s smiling like we’re on our way to Disneyland. She’s smiling like she doesn’t care that I jacked up this evening, or maybe she does care but she’s courteous enough not to show how pissed she is.

“Hurry up, boy. Go put those old man drawers on and bring your cute self back over here.” I’m sulking and she’s joking, looking as fine as she wanna be.

“I won’t be too long.” I shut the door and lock it, then think about the irony of what I just said. Maybe I’ll just break down and cry like a bitch. Superman goes back in the phone booth to put on his cheap suit and glasses and assume his identity as a zero.
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| kali dal & the jolly rancher trance


My bathroom is filthy as hell. I got old clothes and towels all over the floor. The toilet smells like old and new piss. The sink has hair-covered toothpaste in it. All I can do is stand here, after dropping my semen-soaked hiking shorts, and stare at the king of the virgins. It’s like I’m in a daze—I don’t want to put these boxers on and go back out there.

What do you say after you’ve nutted on yourself twice and ruined what was supposed to be a memorable experience?

I hear tiny squeaks from the mattress. So she hasn’t snuck out on me yet. A part of me wishes she would. I turn the shower on just to buy a little more time. I’ve got to think of something that may erase the past ten minutes. Maybe I can tell her a joke or run out of the bathroom screaming like a maniac, then collapse to the floor and blame my pre-pre-premature ejaculation on a mental condition.

There are plenty of days I still wonder what she sees in me, and why she even gave me a chance in the first place. Everything’s been going better than I could have dreamed. She makes me feel like a person, like someone who deserves some attention. Before Roxy, I’d never had a girlfriend, I’d never been kissed, and I was almost living an asexual life. When I think back on how we met, it blows my mind that four and a half months later I’m standing in my bathroom with my drawers around my ankles and she’s lying on my bed, waiting to see if we’ll still be virgins after she leaves.

“Diego, you okay in there?” Roxy yells out.

“I’m cool, just a little sticky. This won’t take long,” I answer back like a punk.

I never want to ruin these precious, once-in-a-lifetime opportunities that I’m sure everybody else experiences: winning the lottery, a threesome with two cheerleaders from a professional sports team, meeting Nelson Mandela while standing at a urinal in an airport—stuff like that. In my case, especially when it comes to girls, I’m sure this is probably one of maybe two such precious opportunities. I can’t mess it up. The day we first caught eyes at Karma’s, the trendiest Indian restaurant in the city, was the first—and the beginning of an amazing awakening.

I was with my sister Lita and my boy J-Live. Roxy was with her best friend, Fatimah, and Fatimah’s big sister, Kiana. As soon as Roxy and I caught eyes, I heard that corny love-at-first-sight-romantic-scene-movie-music strumming in my soul. We were both fifteen turning sixteen. Her eyes went straight through me, swirled my intestines around twice, and shook me up permanently. I can’t remember any girl making eye contact with me longer than two seconds.

The candle in the center of their table gave her the most shine. Her eyes glowed like fireflies or pieces of green apple Jolly Rancher candy. Although, historically, I’m chicken shit when it comes to girls, I knew I would kick myself in the ass if I didn’t act on that voice inside of me that was screaming, stomping, and shouting for me to go for it. I guess what I’m trying to say is that I know a lot more about mathematical formulas and theorems than I do about what girls want.

I stood up from the table, bumped into a waiter, and almost spilled an entire tray of tikka masala on the floor. I couldn’t believe I was doing it. As I made my way to Roxy’s table, I found myself turning around every third step to catch Lita and J-Live’s reaction to a great moment in “Diego finally found the balls to” history.

Roxy and her girls watched me as I inched over, all three of them grinning at me like they knew I was coming over to make a complete dick of myself. Fatimah and Kiana introduced themselves and giggled. Fatimah looked me up and down, then reached out her hand all limp and debutante-like and said, “And you are?” I looked at Roxy and froze.

“Um. Um. My name? Diego. Diego Montgomery,” I said, like I was the biggest punk on the planet. Fatimah and her sister looked at each other and said my name in unison, stretching out the o and nudging Roxy. “Diegoooo.”

“He’s a little cutie, too, girl,” Kiana teased, as she and Fatimah excused themselves and headed for the ladies’ room.

Roxy looked like a little kid being dropped off at kindergarten for the first time. She was just as nervous as I was, which made me feel more comfortable. If I were to do or say anything stupid, at least she’d have some sympathy for a brotha.

She told me her full name—Roxanne Sophia Patterson—which was a definite green light. You don’t just tell anybody your whole name unless you want that person to lock it in their memory bank and keep it on file for a long time. I stood there with my hands fidgeting behind my back; I kept pinching my forearms like a self-mutilating madman. She told me she lives near Dupont Circle and that her mother is an English professor at Columbia Union. Her dad is a math geek, too, an engineer. He’s about to begin a new career; he recently renovated an old church in their neighborhood and transformed it into a popular bookstore. She’s an only child, and most of her folks are from Alabama. We just kept throwing info back and forth; I felt like I’ve known her since forever. I could tell that she was diggin’ me, too. Her eyes were fixated on every single letter that came out of my mouth like they were encased in the word bubbles they use in comic books. She was, without a shadow of a doubt, the most beautiful, most interesting, and nicest girl I had ever been so close to.

Her eyes were soft and inviting. Her nose and cheeks were decorated with an explosion of tiny freckles. She looked like someone had blown a handful of cinnamon in her face. Her skin was sandalwood brown with red undertones, and blemish free. Her lips were full, deep pink, and luscious. She had reddish-blondish hair pulled back into a full Afro puff. She may have had a dark brown skirt on, but I’m certain about the silk tan blouse she wore that hung off her peanut butter shoulders. A tiny star-shaped diamond pendant hung above her pushed-up, overdeveloped chest. Where most brothas are only ass men, I’d have to say I have a thing for titties—can’t explain it.

Maybe she wanted to be mistaken for a college student that day. Whatever she was doing, it worked on me. I can’t remember taking my mind or attention off her. I found it hard to imagine her ever looking silly or crazy or unattractive. She wore beautiful like a second skin. Every now and again I’d catch a whiff of her perfume; an unforgettable fragrance that I found out sometime later was a body splash from Bath & BodyWorks called Coconut Lime Verbena. Whatever the hell a verbena was, it sure did pull the coconuts and lime together to make a potent aphrodisiac. I was hooked.

Roxy took a turquoise pen out of Kiana’s purse and wrote her cell phone number and her IM screen name on a fancy white cloth napkin with “Karma’s” embroidered in burgundy cursive thread. I folded the napkin and slid it gently into my back pocket. I told her I’d call her or hit her cell or holla at her or some stupid stuff that I never say. I told her that it was a pleasure meeting her as I backed up to return to my table, pointing at her like an old Vegas performer. J and Lita never took their eyes off me, especially Lita.

“So how’d you do, playboy?” Lita asked, while squeezing the hell out of my arm.

“Yeah, did she give you her number out of sympathy?” J asked as he slurped spoonfuls of kali dal. I let them have their laughs as I took out the napkin Roxy gave me. I closed my eyes and rubbed my cheeks with it and sniffed the tiny traces of Coconut Lime Verbena.

Before I knew it, we were using up all of our anytime minutes by text messaging like crazy and meeting up on the weekends all over the city; sometimes during the week. On Tuesday evenings we’d drop by Laylowe Park where jazz students at the Roberson School of Performing Arts played for free. On Thursdays I’d tutor her in calculus, preparing her for the upcoming school year. She’d unsuccessfully teach me a few West African dance moves; she’s been dancing for ten years. I’d fall so that she could help me up. I’d fake an injury so that she could nurse me. I pretended like I had two left feet (well, I wasn’t actually pretending) so that she could take her sweet-sweet time. On Saturdays we’d meet at random crowded spots and blend in. We’d people-watch, talk about anything that came to mind, laugh just for the sake of laughing, end up losing track of time and risk getting in trouble for coming home so late.

Riding the Metro became adventurous and new. I didn’t mind the panhandlers, the urine stench, or the overcrowded cars. Not as long as I knew that when I reached my destination, Roxy would be standing at the top of the stairs wearing that knee-weakening smile, greeting me with that flawless, bangin’ body, and spoiling me with one of those hard-to-pull-away-from hugs. She loved it when I’d run my nose and lips up and down her neck, inhaling and tasting her sweet skin. And just for the record, her Coconut Lime Verbena doesn’t taste anything like it smells. It leaves my mouth with an acidic sting. But I didn’t complain. I was just grateful for the action.

After three and a half months, Roxy was skipping debate and volleyball practice to meet at my house after school. I even snuck out on a couple of math club meetings (of which I’m the leader of … yeah, I know, whoopty-damn-do). We never did too much, just a little kissing, sucking, and licking—fore-, five-, and six-play.

All that teasing has led up to this day … this miserable day … at least it is for me. Losing our virginity (or what came to be known as V-Day) was supposed to happen the day between our sixteenth birthdays. Her birthday is on the tenth, mine is on the twelfth of December. Her period came, plus, my pop was sick and stayed his big ’bama ass around the house, so we had to wait a whole week. Now it looks like we’re going to have to wait even longer—if she even gives me another chance.

Before I turn the shower off and give the toilet a fake flush, I grab a face towel, dab my balls, and scrape off any dried semen on my leg. I blow a cloud of powder in the air and lean into it just a little bit. I gotta smell like I’ve been doing something in here. I guess I’ll just painfully hoist up these big grandpa bloomers and prepare to further humiliate myself. It would be all right with me if I opened up the door and walked out as somebody else—anybody else but me.
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|monk me down


The showerhead finally stops dripping and the toilet tank fills up. I hear my stereo seeping through the crack beneath the door. It’s Thelonious. Thelonious Monk is playing. It’s a song called “Straight, No Chaser.” Proxy is my girl and everything, but nobody in this house lays a finger on my CDs. Who the hell am I kiddin’? All she’s got to do is flash that smile and I’d let her use my discs as ninja throwing stars.

I step out of the bathroom and Roxy’s nowhere to be found. The volume on the stereo is gradually increasing. I can see the knob turning clockwise. I turn toward the closet, which is right across from the stereo, and there she is, standing there with the remote in hand. She has on the only suit jacket that hangs in my closet. It’s an olive green, wool-and-polyester blend with gold buttons. When I put it on I look like an encyclopedia salesman. Roxy looks like an Essence model. I swear! This girl can do no wrong.

“So … do you like my selection?” Roxy asks as she models for me; the jacket is swallowing her whole and covering everything.

“Your selection of songs or suit jackets?” I felt good about that one. That was the coolest shit I’ve said in weeks, months probably.

“Both. I didn’t know you had this CD or such dapper taste in clothing, young man,” she says in a sophisticated tone. She walks over to my row of ten CD towers—five on each side of the stereo. It’s taken me months, years to organize my collection alphabetically. I’m silently begging her not to pull my damn CDs out, but of course, she is. If it weren’t her, I’d be cussing like a drunken uncle at a family barbecue. But I’m cool. And of course, I let it slide.

“Uh … yeah. I’ve got almost every important jazz CD ever made. Like that one.” I point at the case she has in her right hand. “Five by Monk by Five. My pop brought that limited-edition copy back from a jazz festival in Toronto.”

“My granddad has this on vinyl, and it was autographed by Thelonious himself.” She always has to one-up me, but not in a nasty, bitchy way—in a cute kind of way. She lays the six Monk CDs that she pulled out, without my permission, on top of the stereo. Then she grabs my hand and pulls me in closer to her body. I clumsily agree to be pulled and almost knock her down.

“I guess since we only have less than half an hour left, we could just … dance … real slow. I’ll let you whisper something romantic in my ear,” Roxy says as she buttons up the jacket and places my hands around her waist. She bats her long eyelashes and they wave like blades of grass. Her dimples look like God personally stuck the tip of his thumb in her cheeks.

“That’s cool. Even though I look like a jackass standing here in these parachute drawers.” I lower my head and stare at my ashy feet. It looks like I’ve been dancing in powdered doughnuts.

“Did I say you look like a jackass, jackass?” She smiles and puts a finger under my chin to lift my head, then gives me a soft, moist kiss. I close my eyes this time. She rests her head against my chest. Her cheeks are warm. Her palms are even warmer against my bare back. She hums along with the saxophone solo like she’s known this song her whole life. I can feel her voice vibrating against my chest, tickling my exposed rib cage. The funny thing is, I’m feeling better about this embarrassing evening. I see what she’s doing, though—she’s pretending like she doesn’t care that I’m a two-pump chump. She knows how to stroke this fragile, damn-near-shattered male ego.

“That’s … Charles Rouse, right?” Roxy asks, almost certain. Damn she’s good!

“Anybody could look at the liner notes.” I tickle her, and she throws her head back just like she did when she was straddling me … right before I lost control … for the second time. Only this time she’s laughing.

“I didn’t have to look at anything. My granddaddy has taught me well,” she says as she rolls her eyes and neck. “Wanna try me? I bet you I can name at least four of the coldest musicians to ever play with Monk.” I close my eyes and rest my cheek against her head and sway to the bass line. I know she knows just as much about jazz as I do. I just like testing her.

“I’m listening,” I say as we squeeze what little time we have left from each other.

“Okay, let me see…. Sonny Rollins … uhhhh … Art Blakey. How can I forget my man Art?” As she went on, I wondered what she was really thinking, and why was she being so nice to me. Sometimes I think that someone paid her to hang out with me this long. I keep thinking that at any moment she’s going to come to her senses and stop calling me, stop hanging out with me. I don’t understand it, especially with what happened a little while ago. She’s frontin’ like she’s forgotten all about it, although I know she hasn’t. It’s probably making her sick to her stomach to be so close to me. I’ll just enjoy this moment. I could stand here and rock and sway and talk jazz and hold this girl forever. She makes me feel so … real.

“Okay, it’s your turn. Name a popular jazz bassist. Are you listening, boy?” She pinches my butt with both hands … both cheeks.

The truth is, she could say anybody’s name and I would agree. Any name at all.


4
|rico “negro” suave


“Hold up, hold up, hold up … hold the fuck up.” My boy J-Live always overexaggerates. “I know you just didn’t say what I think you said! Two nuts? Less than ten minutes? And you’re wondering why you haven’t talked to her that much since then? Are you a damn fool, boy?” J said, shaking his head in disappointment.
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