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			CHAPTER 1

			I had no idea that tonight I would meet the woman who would change my life forever. When I stepped onto the Fox Theater’s stage, the hair stood up on my neck as usual. Being the fashion misfit that I am, I was comfortable in my frayed, stone-washed jeans; holey, lime green T-shirt that had the word Peace splattered across the front; and no-name sneakers with mismatched shoestrings.

			The auditorium was dim, packed with a sea of faces. The electricity of the audience charged me: that was my secret recipe—the audience. I was nearing the end of a political piece from my Spoken Revolution CD.

			My jet-black locks swayed to the rhythm of my penetrating words. “People pull out guns on the White House’s lawn,” I told them. “The World Trade Center is gone. Al-Qaeda is gone. Saddam and his sons are gone, but you think it’s hard to figure out who’s really the pawns.” I worked the stage well. “I think back to when I was just a young boy and I enjoyed being unemployed. Now I work and fight for a job from those that rather see me and my family destroyed. Never-ending chase for green paper with pictures of dead racists on it.”

			The audience was hypnotized by my words, by the way I said what they didn’t have the nerve to say. There was one face that stood out to me as if it were a neon advertisement in strobe. She had a way of looking through me. She hung on to my language arts down to the punctuation.

			I made eye contact with her. “Can you see justice? Or ain’t it just us?” I pointed to a black man who had his arm around a white woman. “You stay surrounded by people you can’t trust. Catholics go to the mass and fall victim to the cardinal’s lust.  Black people are still sitting in the back of the fucking bus—collecting welfare while our children are covered in dust.” I threw up the peace sign. “Thank you, Atlanta. I love you.”

			The auditorium thundered with applause. Tech heads lit the screens of their cell phones; smokers flicked their lighters. Her probing eyes and mine found one another’s once more before I left the stage. My mama always said that I would make something of my life if I left them pissy-tail girls alone. If she were alive today, she’d call me a dirty-dick heathen.

			My personal assistant, Scooter, was waiting for me in the wing with a bottled ginseng tea.

			“Great show, Phoenix,” he said. “They love you.”

			“Thanks.” I dragged him to the edge of the wing, but still hidden from the audience. “You see her? Front row—”

			“There are a lot of hers in the front row.”

			“Third seat from the aisle. She looks like a young Stacy Dash: auburn dress, matching lipstick.” I pointed her out while the next poet, The Unknown Silence, began to do his thing.

			“Wow! She is hot.” Scooter raised a brow. “You sure that isn’t Stacy?”

			I put my hands on Scooter’s shoulders and looked him square in the eyes. “I want her. Tell her I want to meet her. Bring her to my dressing room.”

			“These strange women are going to be the death of you.”

			“You sound like my mother.” It was like Mama came back to haunt me through Scooter.

			“Your wife left three messages; you should call her.”

			“Let me handle Myah. Do like I asked, would you?”

			“I’ll relay the message.”

			“You’re not understanding me, Scooter. I want her. Say whatever you need to say, but don’t come back to the dressing room without her.”

			• • •

			On the way to my dressing room, I brushed elbows with several important people, gave the media a few sound bites, and congratulated some of the other poets who were touring with me. When I bent the final corner, there were four women camped outside of my room—groupies. Security ain’t shit. I’d bet my bottom dollar that two of the four Georgia peaches sucked their way back stage.

			“Phoenix!” one girl called out.

			They rushed me.

			“You tore it up tonight,” an attractive redbone with deep dimples said. “I’m your girl if you’re in the mood to tear something else up.” She hugged me.

			I whispered: “Leave your number with my assistant. I’ll take care of that before I hit the next city.”

			A fine chocolate girl—who was cute in her own way—pried us apart. She kissed me, palming the back of my head, pushing her tongue in my mouth.

			I shoved her away and wiped my mouth with my T-shirt. “Don’t you ever do that again.”

			She blew it.

			“You don’t remember me?”

			The other girls laughed.

			“No.” I lied.

			“The hot tub in Detroit, last New Year’s. Me, you, and Reavyn.” She seemed offended.

			“I don’t remember you.”

			“Can I have your autograph?” Another girl handed me a felt marker.

			“Sure.” I assessed her. She was the best amongst them: beautiful face, high cheekbones and a prominent chin; firm breasts, most likely fake; rich, mahogany skin; and a set of muscular legs that drew my attention to her short dress. “Do you have paper?”

			“No. Sign here for me.” She pulled her dress up, stood wide-legged, and bent over and grabbed her calves. Pantiless.

			“No, she didn’t,” someone said.

			“I should have thought of that,” another said.

			I squatted on my haunches and admired her pretty pussy while signing my name on her ass. What really got my attention was how her clitoris protruded through her vulva halves, how she strummed it for my pleasure. I could only imagine the sight it would offer if she spread it open for my pleasure.

			“Thank you,” she said when I gave her pen back. “I’m Jorja.”

			“Stick around,” I told her. “We might get a chance to hang out.” I eased into my room and rested with my back to the door, eyes closed  . . . thinking about that beautiful creature from the audience.

			“I’ve been waiting on you.” Her voice was soft.

			I flipped the light switch on. There was no escaping Reavyn. “I thought you were going to catch up with us in North Carolina.”

			She started toward me with the grace of an old-school madam. “I finished early. I figured I’d check on my star client. That’s what agents do. Besides, I missed you.” She pressed her lithe body against me, dry humping my groin.

			To be forty-six Reavyn looked damn good and had a spectacular body. She was proof that black women age well when they take care of themselves. That body of hers often came in handy during those long drives between states.

			She locked the door. “I’ve seen that look in your eyes before.” She put her hands under my T-shirt and caressed my chest. “Don’t be stingy, share her with me.”

			“Reavyn, we can resume this later.” My interest was in the beautiful woman who maintained eye contact with me during my performance.

			“I have other plans tonight. I have a sweet tooth for some young coochie.” She began to undo my pants. “I’ll help myself to what I need from you.”

			My cell phone rang. A picture of my childhood sweetheart popped on my display screen with the word “wifey” written below it. I took the call. “Hey baby, I was just about to call you.” I lied my ass off, and it had gotten so easy to do.

			Reavyn went to her knees; she pulled my jeans and boxers past my knees.

			“I tried calling you,” Myah said.

			“I was on stage. How’s my princess?” My dick started to swell like the damn thing had a mind of its own.

			Reavyn scraped her nails across my bare ass. That shit shot a sensation through my entire body.

			Myah said, “Bad as hell, curious about everything. We miss you.”

			“I know. I miss y’all too.” I palmed Reavyn’s head, my thumb pressed in the center of her forehead. “One more month and the tour is over.” Not that I really wanted it to end. I was having a ball.

			“That seems like forever.” 

			I heard Myah sigh.

			Reavyn licked my thick shaft, glazing it, making sure that I was good and wet. She was an old pro.
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