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Collaboration novels are always a real treat. You get to witness two prolific voices do their magic together and such is the case with A Social Affair, penned by seasoned novelists Earl Sewell and Pat Tucker. I get thousands of advice emails a month and at least twenty-five percent of them deal with relationship drama after two people met on the Internet. They meet complete strangers in cyberspace, get caught up in the fantasy that allows them to escape their dismal reality, and eventually start to catch feelings. It gets even worse when they take the interaction offline; that’s when it becomes authentic. That is also when it can become careless, immoral and even dangerous. People do things that they never imagined themselves doing and start behaving in ways that almost makes it seem like they are having an out-of-body experience. Sure, the Internet can be a major cure for being bored, but some people need to stick to online games and steer away from online dating. Not everyone is prepared for the consequences and people are rarely everything that they make themselves out to be.


In A Social Affair, two married people that are unhappy with their respective spouses find something in each other that they feel is lacking at home. But like everything you do in the dark, you cannot hide it forever and they both learn the hard way that sometimes home is where the heart truly should remain. Sewell and Tucker tackle this modern-day topic with humanity, sexiness, and compassion.
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CHAPTER 1


Codi


    “I hate being married! I mean H.A.T.E. hate it!”


There. I said it and I didn’t give a rat’s ass who heard me. A part of me wished my husband, Larry Bernard Johnson, was here to hear, but he was at work. It was not him really. It was me. He was your typical husband, I guess. He worked, came home, and thought I should wait on him like a lowly slave instead of being his marital equal.


I could have bigger problems. He could be a male ho, he could be an alcoholic like his mama, he could beat me or skip out on us, but still, this married life was for the birds. And by that I meant, the dead birds. It was so damn boring! We did the same thing day in, day out, and it was wearing me out.


When I heard single women yearning for a husband, I wanted to tell them they could take mine! Seriously, what was there to want? Who wanted a controlling man constantly monitoring their every move, checking each red dime they spent, and judging their friends? Most times, I felt more like an inmate than a wife.


I stepped over Larry’s pile of dirty clothes, including his streaked boxers, and walked to the kitchen. It was like he believed I was his personal maid. Who would walk in, strip, and leave their clothes in the middle of the bedroom floor like they’d magically make it to the hamper on their own?


I rolled my eyes as I thought about his stinky, lazy, triflin’ behind.


Seven years ago when I was single, I was free. I wasn’t stressed out all the time. I could come and go whenever I pleased. I partied when I wanted and didn’t have to worry about checking in with anyone!


Back in the day, after being out all night, I could sleep until midafternoon the next day and it wouldn’t be anybody’s business but mine. I might not have had the latest designer clothes, but I always dressed well. I kept my hair and nails looking nice at all times. Now, I couldn’t remember what the inside of a beauty salon looked like.


Back then my bills didn’t exceed my income, I didn’t have a slave master, and I didn’t have a snotty-nosed kid constantly working my very last damn nerves.


All those damn studies that claimed married life was better were lying! They said your combined incomes meant less financial stress, monogamous sex combined with love was safer and more enjoyable, and your overall life expectancy was supposed to be longer. I said bullshit! Bullshit! Bullshit!


I’ve sat here at home and flipped through the channels, bored out of my mind. The problem with being unemployed was you were stuck at home watching TV while everyone else was at work. Working friends didn’t have time to sit up on the phone with you, or check out the newest posts on Facebook.


In all honesty, I wished I could be more like my girl, Katina. Unlike our other girlfriends, she didn’t work, but she didn’t care. Katina always had nice things, tons of money, and she kept her man under control instead of the other way around. Well, when she had a man.


Larry couldn’t stand Katina. He said she was trouble, but the more I looked at her, the more I liked what I saw. Take our situation, for instance. While he was sitting up hating on Katina, our household was in a constant state of chaos, so I didn’t see how he could complain about her and her household.


Our bills kept piling up, my unemployment was running out fast, and I was tired of robbing Peter to pay Paul. We were behind on everything—the mortgage, car notes, and the light bill. Oftentimes, I was so stressed and frustrated I didn’t even want him to touch me, much less give him some.


“Chile, you betta sex your husband anytime he wants it! You know what you won’t do, some other woman will!” That was my mama’s voice ringing in my ear. She worked my nerves, too.


The only reason I thought about her now was because of this Social Security commercial on TV. My mom was a widow who thought she could write the book on marriage.


“You young girls don’t know how to treat a man. Back in my day, we used to . . . ”


“Urrrghhh!”


I rolled my eyes as I thought about her unwanted tips she offered every chance she got. That’s why I started avoiding her calls. Who wanted to hear all that foolishness? This was not back in her day, times were different now, and I wasn’t trying to be submissive to no man. I didn’t care how many rings I had on my finger!


I had other issues to think about, like being unemployed.


I had survived three rounds of layoffs at Davis-Pinch, a company that manufactured, sold, and serviced equipment for the offshore oil and gas industry. But they got me in that fourth round.


I was an executive administrative assistant at DP. I swear I wished that moratorium on offshore drilling had never happened. I would’ve never lost my job in the first doggone place. But it did, and I did, and because of that things were tight and our situation kept getting worse.


The phone rang, but I ignored it. Thoughts of my mother and my lack of a job always left me feeling some kind of way. My sour mood didn’t change until I saw Katina’s number pop up on the caller ID. I tossed the remote to the side and picked up my cell phone. I was always glad to hear from Katina.


“Hey, gurrrl,” Katina sang the moment I answered.


“Hey, gurrrl,” I sang back. That was our customary greeting.


“What’s up? What you know good?”


Talking to her always made me feel good no matter what. She lived a life I only dreamed about. She. Was. Single.


“Same ol’ same ol’.”


“Why you sounding so broken down?” Katina asked.


“You know the drill. Money woes, girl, money woes,” I said.


“Yeah, I feel you on that. Things are kind of tight over here, too, but that’s okay ’cause I’m about to supersize my side hustle,” Katina sang. I could see her doing that played-out cabbage patch dance she did when she thought she had a bomb-ass idea.


I didn’t want to ask what she meant by that because in order to have a side hustle, you first needed a job. And since Katina didn’t work I couldn’t see a side hustle, but who was I to talk? At the moment, unemployment was sustaining me.


“That’s why I’m calling you,” she said.


My interest was instantly piqued. When Katina had a plan, that plan usually translated into money. She wasn’t selfish, so usually if I wanted in, she was willing to share.


“Okay, I’m all ears.”


Katina Dawson was a free spirit who lived life to the very fullest, but you had to get to know her to really like her. She found something to celebrate every day and that was what I liked most about her. She spent a little too much time on the Internet in chat rooms for my taste, but I didn’t judge.


You could say I lived my life vicariously through her to a certain extent. When she met a new man online or had a blind date, we walked through the process step by step like we were preparing for battle. Katina and I got along really well because she was always quick on her feet and always offered an angle I hadn’t considered. We complemented each other.


Sometimes when things got too rough around here, I’d think, Now what would Katina do?


“No, girl. This is the type of proposal that requires face-to-face discussion ’cause I’ma have to explain a few things,” she said.


I wanted to laugh, but I knew Katina well enough to realize she was dead serious about whatever plan she’d come up with this time.


“Well, you know the baby is sick.” I was talking about my three-year-old son, Taylor, who couldn’t go to daycare because of a fever. “So I had to keep him home today. I can’t come meet you anywhere.”


“Don’t trip. I can come to you. When do you want me to come through?”


“Let’s see . . . ” I was stalling as I tried to determine how long it would take for me to get the house company ready.


Katina was like family, but because I stayed home all day, I didn’t need her thinking I was nasty and lazy. The reason I didn’t clean as diligently as I should was because I was always trying to teach Larry’s lazy, ungrateful, chauvinistic ass a lesson!


Uuggh! He made me so sick.


“Uumm, it’s ten now. How about around one? That way I have time to feed Taylor and get him settled back down again.”


“Okay. I’ll be there sometime around one,” Katina said.


“Cool.”


“Codi!” she yelled as I was about to hang up.


“Yeah?”


“Just promise me you’ll have an open mind.”


That really made me curious. An open mind?


“Ah, okay, I guess,” I replied.


She laughed and I hung up. Great! Now I was gonna drive myself crazy for hours, wondering why I needed to have an open mind about Katina’s next side hustle, and what in the world it possibly meant for me.




CHAPTER 2


Quinn


If I had a dollar for every time I heard someone say, “Count your blessings because someone in the world has it worse than you,” I’d be wealthier than Bill Gates and Oprah. The thing about that saying was I really didn’t give a rat’s hairy ass about everyone else’s issues. I had enough drama to create my own reality television series. My show would be the bomb. All a television network would have had to do was bring the cameras into my house and watch pure bullshit in action.


My sister-in-law, LaQeeta, had temporarily moved into my house. She was thirty-seven and liked dating guys in their twenties. She thought she was the finest woman to ever have had the pleasure of walking around on God’s green earth. She’d been unemployed for longer than I could remember; she was waiting on her big payday from a workman’s compensation lawsuit she had against UPS. LaQeeta claimed that she had dislocated her spine lifting heavy boxes, but from I could tell, she was strong as an ox. LaQeeta was always boasting and grandstanding about her big payday.


“You just wait, Quinn. When my ship comes in, I’m going to set everyone straight. I’m gonna throw a big-ass party and then buy myself a new car, a new house, some new clothes, some new jewelry, and maybe get myself some even younger dick. Like a nice nineteen-year-old!”


I said to her, “If you go any younger, you’ll end up in jail for corrupting a minor.”


“Hell, I’m not the one doing the corrupting. They are. You should see the way young boys are always trying to get some of my juicy loving. Truth be told, I wouldn’t have to dip back into the twenties if men my own age could keep it up.” She turned her behind toward me and smacked her ass.


My wife, Tameecia, has been to jail. Twice. Once for drug possession, the second time for assault. The first incident occurred when the police pulled her over for a traffic violation. When the officer walked up to the car window, the song “Mary Jane” by Rick James was blaring, and she stupidly continued puffing on the joint she was smoking. She was even bold enough to offer the cop a chance to hit it. She explained that she had full authority to smoke weed because of medical reasons, but the officer nailed her because she was driving under the influence and the kids were in the backseat inhaling just as much as she was. So, that led to charges of endangering minor children.


The assault charge came as a result of a fight she got into one night when we went to a club. We decided to dance and some woman, who ironically was wearing the same dress as Tameecia, stepped on her foot several times without apologizing. The woman once again inadvertently made contact with Tameecia, this time spilling a drink all over Tameecia’s clothes.


Before the woman could offer an apology, Tameecia slapped her, grabbed a fistful of her hair and slung her to the floor. It was the most ignorant and embarrassing crap I’d ever witnessed. When the police arrived Tameecia had taken the incident to another level. She really showed her ignorant side that night.


“Arrest that bitch, too!” she yelled as the cops were handcuffing her. “I’ve got bruises from where she dug her heel into my foot! She assaulted me first!”


“That’s not what the witnesses said, honey,” commented the female officer who was escorting Tameecia out the door.


“Quinn, are you going to let them do this shit to me?” she began barking at me.


I asked, “Why did you have to jump on the woman?”


“That bitch knew what she was doing. I look better than she does in this dress. I’m a real damn woman! I’m from the streets and that’s how I handle my business when someone disrespects me!”


I let the law haul her drunken ass to jail. I fully intended to bail her out, but I needed over one thousand dollars to do it. Since I didn’t have that type of money, she had to stay in jail until her court date. She was locked up for nearly two months because of the backlog of court cases. As a result, she lost her job. She pleaded guilty to the assault charge and did community service for the crime.


Sometimes, I sat back and thought about all of the foolish decisions I’d made in my life. I often wished I could travel back in time, see my younger self and say, “If you do this dumb shit, you’re going to regret it later on.” Since there was no way I could ever turn back the hands of time, I had to play the cards I’d been dealt. The problem was, I’d been given a really crappy hand.


I’ve told everyone that I was a regular motherfucker. In high school my gym teacher would select two team captains and instruct the boys to pick their teammates. I was always the last kid standing. I was the first to admit that I looked like Steve Urkel. Big-ass glasses with a string attached. Pants held up by suspenders and all of my shirts were in some ungodly pattern of plaid.


My mother, God rest her soul, had absolutely no sense of fashion. In fact, her two best girlfriends were Polly and Ester. My father, ironically, was a sharp-dressed man. He always wore designer suits and expensive shoes. He had swagger that made women turn their heads. He couldn’t even pump gas or pick up his dry cleaning without some woman smiling at him. He once said to me, “When you get old enough I’ll let you in on my secret to attracting women.”


I idolized him and wanted to be just as charismatic. My mother, on the other hand, wanted me to be nothing like him, especially after she received a videotape of him having sex with another woman. Apparently my dad’s lover forwarded the tape after she caught him cheating on her. My mother always knew she never truly had him all to herself. From what I understood of their relationship, he only married her because she became pregnant with me.


My life was average. I lived in an average house, located in an average neighborhood and I worked an average job as a used car salesman. Hell, I even looked average. My life, in my opinion, was pathetic on every level.


My best friend was my cousin, Calvin. My father and his father were brothers. I would have loved to trade places with him, even if only for a day. Calvin Hamilton was born with the handsome looks and charm that my father had. He was tall, well-built, and had wavy hair and gray eyes. In high school, girls would take one look at him and their legs would fly open. He was the captain of the basketball team. He was such a gifted athlete that he earned a full-ride basketball scholarship to the University of South Carolina.


During Calvin’s senior year his team made it all the way to the NCAA Championship game. Although they lost that year, it was still great to watch him play. He went pro and played for the L.A. Clippers for six seasons before an injury ended his career. During those six years he dated some of the prettiest and most expensive women on the planet. He was living the ultimate bachelor life. He was young, wealthy, and didn’t have any nappy-headed kids fucking up his flow.


After his pro career ended Calvin got married, settled down, and had three kids. He owned a chain of fast food restaurants throughout the city. He’d picked up weight and was out of basketball shape, but he still had those pretty boy looks and plenty of money. He crept around on his wife on a regular basis. Last time I spoke with him we were having lunch at Ruby Tuesday. He said, “Man, social networking is the bomb. I have to tip my hat to all of the computer geeks of the world. I’ve hooked up with so many freaky women, my big-ass dick needs to be arrested for breaking and entering.”


I laughed so hard when he said that, the beer I was drinking nearly backwashed out of my nostrils.


“I’m serious, man,” he boasted.


“You haven’t changed one bit. In high school, college, and during your career, you screwed everything that moved,” I said jokingly.


“That’s what a man’s dick is for. Fucking. Did you miss the memo on that one?” he asked sarcastically.


“No, man. I’ve just never been as blessed as you,” I answered earnestly.


“What do you mean, blessed?” he asked.


I explained what should have been obvious. “You’ve got the looks. You had the body and the money.”


“You think my looks and my money are how I’m getting over on women?” He leaned back in his seat.


“I’ve always assumed that’s what it was.”


“Well, I’m not going to lie. That is part of it, but a lot of the guys in the league had the money and looks and still couldn’t pull women.”


“I don’t believe that one.” I smiled at him.


“No, I’m serious. Money and looks help, don’t get me wrong. But you have to know how to get inside a woman’s head. If you can get past all of her mental defenses, you can have any female you want. Your father taught me that one. You must’ve missed that lesson, too,” he teased me.


“Whatever, man. One of these days you’re going to run into some crazy woman who is going to go Lorena Bobbitt on you and cut your nuts off.”


“That will never happen because I don’t deal with crazy chicks like the one you married.” He chuckled as he took a sip of his drink.


“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked defensively. My response was really a knee-jerk reaction. We’d had several conversations about how unhappy I was at home.


“Tameecia’s the kind of woman who will stab you in your sleep. Tell me I’m wrong.” He dared me to challenge the truthfulness of his words.


“No, you’re right,” I conceded.


“I’ve told you time and again to leave her crazy ass, but you’re a sucker for punishment,” he badgered me.


“She’s not that bad.” I attempted to protect my ego, which was clearly unhappy with the marital choice my logic had made.


“Shit. She’s bad enough,” he disagreed. “Anyway, enough about all of that. Guess how many women I have in rotation?”


The number of women Calvin bedded was directly linked to his manhood. The higher the number, the more of a man he was. That’s the way my father viewed manhood as well. For other men, their manhood was linked to how much alcohol they could consume or how much money they made.


“I have no idea,” I said.


“Come on, take a guess,” he insisted.


“Two or three,” I ventured to say.


“Nah, fool. Seven.” He was, without question, grandstanding. “I’m trying to beat Wilt Chamberlain’s record.” He laughed obnoxiously.


“How many women have you been with?” he boldly asked me.


“I don’t know,” I said, waving off the question as being a silly one.


“Seriously. Think about it. How many chicks have you nailed? How many pairs of panties have you pulled down?”


Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Three.”


“Damn. That’s all? You’re still a damn virgin, man,” he said, absolutely convinced of his proclamation.


“So you’re saying that I should’ve been like you?”


“I’m saying the more experience you have, the better lover you become. Women love an experienced man. That’s why a lot of young girls hook up with older men. That’s also the same reason these young boys are lurking around screwing cougars. Again, that was a lesson your father taught me. Did you miss that lesson as well?”


“No, I didn’t miss that lesson. I never had enough time or opportunity to chase after women the way you have, that’s all.”


Popping his fingers, Calvin said, “You know what? I should take you to Nevada.”


“Where, Las Vegas?”


“No, to the Moonlite Bunny Ranch,” he said. “Just so that you can be with a different woman and add a few more notches to your belt.”


“Calvin, there is no way in hell I’m going to allow you to take me to a brothel to fuck a prostitute.”


“Hey, don’t knock it until you try it.” He laughed again. “There’s nothing like a woman who knows how to make your toes curl into fists.”


I was about to respond to his last comment, but paused in thought. I sat there feeling as if I’d missed out on some secret male rite of passage. In my heart I realized that I longed for the same types of lustful adventures Calvin had experienced. In reality, if I even dreamed of attempting to become a playboy, Tameecia would shoot first and ask questions later.




CHAPTER 3


Codi


I had no idea how dirty my house was until I started trying to clean. When I opened the dishwasher it was full of dirty dishes. Shit! Feeling overwhelmed, I leaned against the counter and wondered what the hell to do with all the dirty dishes. I didn’t even realize we had these many dishes.


“Shit!”


I sighed hard. There was no way I could clean the kitchen, the living room, and the guest bathroom before Katina got here. I thought about waking my son now to give him another dose of cough syrup, but if I did that I really wouldn’t be able to clean.


Looking around the kitchen again, I said, “Fuck it,” and walked out. I’d make sure Katina stayed in the living room. I figured the chances of her having to use the bathroom were better, so I decided to tackle that first.


After looking in on my son, who was still fast asleep, I cleaned all the visible spots in the bathroom. I didn’t do a deep cleaning or anything like that, but just enough so Katina wouldn’t think I was lazy and nasty.


It was a good thing I switched focus because as soon as I finished straightening up the living room there was a knock at the door.


“Damn. Was it one already?”


It was. And Katina had arrived. I shoved a couple of Larry’s dirty socks under the couch cushions and rushed to the front door.


I pulled the door open and stood in stunned silence, staring at Katina. She looked damn good!


Girlfriend was rocking an extra-long, bone-straight, waist-length weave with a part down the middle. It looked so good, like each strand of hair was literally spouting up from her very own roots. Her fitted T-shirt had rhinestone letters that read, Warning: Bad Bitch Walking!


Katina had on a tight pair of True Religion jeans that were rolled a couple of inches above her ankles. When I glanced down to step aside and saw the bad-ass pair of gold stack-heeled Christian Louboutin wedges she was wearing, I thought I was gonna be sick.


At that moment I realized I didn’t give a damn what this business plan was. I needed to be a part of it. Thank God she was blabbing away on her Bluetooth and didn’t notice the envy seeping from my eyes. I was too through.


Katina wiggled her fingers, saying hello, and strutted into my house. I listened as she wrapped up her phone call and plopped down on my sofa. She dropped her Donna Karan leather hobo on the floor and eased back.


“I’m about to walk into a meeting now, so I’m gonna need to holla back at you later,” she said.


From the false lashes adorning her eyes to her French-tipped nails and toes, the girl looked fabulous! Suddenly, I started to feel very self-conscious about my own appearance. How did she get blessed with my life?


I had been so busy worrying about the way the house looked, I hadn’t even thought about how I looked. My ratty oversized T-shirt was stained with crusty peanut butter and dried throw-up. When I sat and crossed my legs, I noticed a stain on the old sweats I was wearing and I felt completely inadequate.


“Guuurrrl!” Katina blew out an exaggerated breath and rolled her eyes. “Men are really a trip. I mean, you give ’em a lil taste and next thing you know, they wanna be wifing you and shit!” she huffed. “I swear, if I get another man tryna propose to me I’m just gonna have to shut down my damn Facebook page.”


“Are you still meeting men online?” I felt dirty sitting across from her. My hair probably looked like a bird’s nest. Nothing on me had seen any kind of professional attention and sitting in the same room with her, it showed.


“Girl, I don’t see how you live without Facebook. I mean, I love it. I met my last two sponsors on there and every time I turn around, a new man is tryna holla. Whew!” She sighed and fanned her face, using her flashy ice-laced fingers as an imaginary fan.


The bling was blinding. I told myself they weren’t real diamonds.


“Must be nice,” I said. I didn’t even try to hide the envy in my voice.


“It is, girl, it is, but sometimes the shit is just too damn much!”


I couldn’t relate, so I merely sat and let her get it out. Again, for someone who was unemployed, Katina looked better than a lot of working people I knew.


“Sooo,” she began.


I was so eager to hear about this plan that I wanted to beg her to get to it quick, but I controlled myself because desperate wasn’t a good look on anyone.


“Oohh weee! I almost forgot.” She bent over and reached into her bag. “I brought some goodies for us to enjoy. You know, since you don’t really get out much I wanted to share a cocktail with you. Sort of like an early happy hour.” She smiled and jumped from the couch. She had a large bottle of Nuvo in one hand and a small bottle of Courvoisier in the other.


I panicked, jumped up, and stopped short of tackling her.


“Wait!” I screamed.


She suddenly turned and looked at me with wide, scared eyes.


“What’s the matter?” Katina shuddered.


“Girl, you’ve had me going crazy about this new business of yours! Sit your butt down and let me go get us some glasses. You just keep talking.” The last thing I needed was her walking into the kitchen. It looked like a war zone in there.


“Oh, okay. Well, we don’t need any ice, but I like drinking out of pretty glasses!” she yelled.


That I could do. I only had three fancy glasses and since I never had any reason to drink socially at home, those were clean.


Rushing into the kitchen, I grabbed them from the top shelf of the cabinet and cursed because the second one had a massive crack running down one side. I swear! I can’t have shit! Larry’s simple ass did that and didn’t tell me.


I inspected the other glass, rinsed them quickly and rushed back to the living room where Katina was waiting patiently.


“I love drinking Nuvo during the day. It’s the perfect light cocktail,” Katina said.


I couldn’t remember the last time I drank this early, but I figured all traces would be gone by the time Larry got home.


“Okay, here are the glasses. Now seriously, spill it! I wanna hear everything about this new business of yours.”


Katina started giggling. “Okay, remember what I said,” she began.


“That’s the problem, you haven’t said shit! Not about the business anyway. Now c’mon, spit it out!” I urged. I was so excited.


“Well, remember you agreed to have an open mind. Just hear me out.” She looked me dead in the eyes. “I’ve started a new webcam business!” she said in slow and dramatic fashion.


“A what?” I frowned. I felt defeated.


I waited all this time to hear about some Internet mess? For the first time since she arrived, I was disappointed. I rushed to clean my house for this? I thought she had a real hustle, a true moneymaker. She could’ve told me about this mess over the damn phone.


“See, that’s why I had to explain this in person. My new online business is basically a series of web cameras set up in my bedroom. Not my real bedroom of course, but for business purposes it will be my bedroom. Anyway, men subscribe and pay to tune in and watch me.”


Now if this wasn’t the craziest thing I’d ever heard. She could tell I wasn’t impressed because she stopped talking and picked up her purse. When she opened it and shoved it toward me, I screamed.


“Where’d you get all that damn money from?”


“You don’t hear me when I talk. I told you this shit is a bona fide moneymaker! I work a few hours a day either in the evening or in the morning, sometimes both, and I charge five dollars an hour. So far, I have ninety-eight clients.”


I blinked. I couldn’t wrap my mind around what she was saying. Would it be tacky for me to ask for a loan? I wanted to wear True Religion jeans and rhinestone T-shirts.


“So just to give you an example, last week I made a little more than four thousand dollars. That’s with me working only three hours a day, three days last week.”


I couldn’t believe my ears. Her words replayed in my head over and over again.


. . . last week I made a little more than four thousand dollars. That’s with me working only three hours a day, three days . . .


. . . last week I made a little more than four thousand dollars. That’s with me working only three hours a day, three days . . .


“You’re trying to tell me you made close to five thousand dollars working three hours a day?” It was simply unbelievable.


She shoved her bag back toward me. I couldn’t remember a time when I’d ever seen that much money!


“Well, what exactly are you doing on this web camera?”


“That’s the crazy thing.” Katina laughed. Were her teeth whiter?


“It’s not like I’m playing with my coochie or anything like that. I’m getting dressed or undressing. One day I was painting my toes. Now I had a T-shirt and some panties on, but all I was doing was painting my toes. It’s so crazy. These men are just horny freaks. Horny freaks with money, and I’m getting rich, biiitch!” she yelled.


She started cracking up, and I couldn’t help it, so I started laughing, too. I had to. If I didn’t laugh, I was scared I’d burst out crying.




CHAPTER 4


Quinn


I awoke to the sound of a loud crash. I remained in bed, blinking rapidly as my eyes struggled to bring the ceiling fan into focus. For a moment, I thought the earsplitting sound I’d heard was carried over into reality from a dream that I couldn’t remember the details of. I craned my neck to the right and listened to Tameecia’s ruckus snoring. She was resting on her back, roaring louder than a lion. She had some type of medical condition, which I couldn’t remember the name of that caused her to growl the way she did. Her hair was wrapped up in a black scarf that had the scent of hair chemicals embedded in it. I lifted the covers to see if she was naked. I was hoping I could wake her up by caressing her breasts and kissing her nipples. Unfortunately, she was wearing a one-size-fits-all, red and black flannel housedress that my grandmother wouldn’t have been caught dead wearing. Tameecia was always cold. It could be one hundred degrees in the shade and the woman would insist that it was chilly. Last weekend the weather people on TV were warning residents about excessive exposure to the heat and she walked out of the house wearing a sweater. I said to her, “Your ass is going to pass the hell out in the middle of the street, wearing that sweater.”


“No, I’m not. It’s not ninety-six degrees yet. The day still has to warm up to that temperature. Right now it’s cool outside. Can’t you feel it?”


I remember swiveling my head disapprovingly and thinking she must have had a mental condition she didn’t warn me about.


Although Tameecia’s current appearance and sound weren’t even remotely close to sexy, I was horny and erect and needed a good release. I positioned my hand over the neckline of the beastly nightgown she was wearing and tried to reach one of her tits. The moment she realized I was touching her, she snatched my hand away as if she was backhanding a child, turned her back to me, and continued snoring.


Frustrated, I positioned myself on my back and glared at the blades of the ceiling fan whirling. I realized that if I wanted any type of pleasure I was going to have to do it my damn self. I guided my hands beneath the covers and down my stomach until I reached my own firmness. I closed my eyes and tried to visualize myself having sex with one of the teachers at my kids’ school.


It was the English teacher, Miss Rosemoore. I had met her during the open house a few weeks ago. She was about twenty-six years old and had an ass so round and delicious that I could’ve gotten down on my knees and kissed it as I thanked Jesus. I imagined myself walking into her classroom after school. She was standing at the blackboard, naked as the day she was born. Her body was perfect. No stretch marks, no drooping breasts and no unsightly body scars, just flawless silky skin that I wanted to devour. She met my gaze and smiled at me.


“Do you know the meaning of the word cunnilingus?” she asked as she moved away from the blackboard.


I could see her beautiful perky, chocolate breasts, her sexy flat stomach and her hourglass-shaped black pubic hair. I licked my lips at the thought of my tongue sweeping across her inner thigh while my fingers teased her pubic hair.


“No.” I played dumb.


“Do you want me to teach you its meaning?” she asked.


“Oh yeah,” I whispered to myself as I enjoyed the fantasy that was taking place in my mind’s eye. I imagined her gently resting her ass atop her desk and spreading her legs open as wide as the horizon. I walked over to her, squatted down and rested each one of her legs on my shoulders.


Just as I was about to savor the taste of her, I heard, “Quinn! What the fuck are you doing?” Tameecia’s annoying voice snapped me out of my fantasy.


“Trying to concentrate,” I barked back as I opened my eyes and lost the image of Miss Rosemoore and her beautiful pussy.


“If you shot that crap on my sheets, you’re going to pull them off and do a load of laundry.” Tameecia shot daggers of disgust at me with her eyes.


“Why are you waking up in a foul mood?” I complained.


“Because I can and it doesn’t cost me a damn thing,” she fired back.


“Hell, I was trying to give this to you this morning.” I tossed back the covers and showed off my pride, which was standing tall and strong. I was hoping she’d put aside her evilness, shut up and perform her wifely duty. It wouldn’t have mattered if she had because, at that moment, the loud clanging of pots smashing against the floor got both of our attention.


“Go see what those damned kids of yours are doing,” she said, motioning for me to go and investigate.


Reluctantly, I got out of bed, slipped into my pajamas and robe and walked out of the room to find out what happened. Tameecia and I had two children, twin boys who were ten years old and rough. They fought about everything and blamed each other when something came up broken or missing.


During her pregnancy, I insisted on giving the boys normal names and not one of those jacked-up ghetto names like my sister-in-law, LaQeeta. However, Tameecia was offended by my lack of creativity and loved the idea of giving the boys unique names that no one else would have. I cringed at some of the whack choices she came up with. Names like Wiconia, Leviticus, Lexinacious, and Crisconia.


We ended up having to settle on each one of us picking a name for one of the boys. I named one of the boys Michael and she named the other one Cerius, pronounced like the word serious.


I walked down the corridor, past the spare room where LaQeeta slept and into the family room. When I got there, Cerius and Michael were hurriedly trying to sweep up busted drywall along with the pots and pans they’d knocked down from the ceiling rack.


“What the hell?” I asked as I looked at a large hole in the wall that separated the family room from the kitchen. It was then that I realized the loud sound that had woke me up was the sound of drywall busting.


“I didn’t do it, Daddy. Cerius did!” said Michael, pointing a finger at his brother.


“Daddy, it was Michael. He’s the one who threw me into the wall.” Cerius turned around and blamed his brother.


“You can’t be serious. How in the hell did you guys bust through the damn wall?” I asked, but really didn’t expect to get a logical answer from two ten year olds.


“We were playing fighting, right,” Michael began, talking fast. Whenever he got nervous, his mouth ran a mile a minute. “And Cerius hit me in my eye. He hit me so hard I saw this white light flash and I thought he killed me. And then I told him to stop, but he wouldn’t. And then, and then, and then he hit me in my other eye, so I pushed him real soft, like this. And he fell through the wall.” Michael looked me directly in the eye and expected me to believe every word he’d just said.


“That’s not what had happened.” Cerius began giving his version of events. I could always tell when he was lying because his eyes would blink rapidly.


“Michael tried to bite me and I told him not to. And then he bit me on my elbow and it hurt so bad that I jerked and that’s how he got hit in the eye.”


Not wanting to hear any more, I said, “I’m going to go get my belt.” As I walked away, they began fussing at each other.


“What’s going on?” Tameecia came out of the bedroom and asked.


“They’ve knocked a damn hole in the wall,” I said, utterly disgusted.


“What are you about to do?” Tameecia questioned my haste.


“Whup their asses!” I said with absolute resolve.


“No you’re not. You know that I don’t believe in hitting kids,” Tameecia disagreed with me.


“Well, I do,” I said, unwilling to change my mindset.


“Well, I don’t, so it’s settled.” Tameecia spoke to me as if I had no authority in my own house.
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