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RETRO


I walked around the party nervous as hell and trying to steer clear of Kimberly. Pam was drunk, mad, and didn’t give a damn. I pulled Pam to the side to douse her overzealous spirit of vindication.

“Pam, you might want to stop making a spectacle of yourself,” I whispered.

“I’m just having fun.”

“But what if Kimberly sees you?”

“I’m tired of running and hiding, Alicia.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that I’m tired of running; that’s all.”

“You’re drunk, Pam.”

“You’re right! I am drunk!” Pam said as she slurred her words. “But I’m not so drunk that I can’t make the decision of ending all of this tonight.”

“Ending what?”

“The lies, the deceit, the hiding.” Pam took a drink out of the glass she was holding.

“You need to lie down, Pam.”

“Where Johnny at?” Pam held her glass in the air and started to walk through the crowded room. “I’m going to talk to Johnny.”

“No!” I said.

“Hi!” Shante was standing in front of me with two suitcases in her hands. “I made it.”

“Yes, you did, dear!”

It had totally slipped my mind that Shante was coming to live with us that night.

“How did you get here?”

“I took a taxi.”

“Oh, okay. Let’s put your stuff in your room.”

I had to forfeit my interception of Pam’s confession to Johnny. Hopefully she was only talking nonsense.

Shante followed me upstairs and we put her in the guestroom next to Brittany’s room. We didn’t talk long because I had to get back to the party and stop that crazy-ass Pam from running her big mouth. When Shante and I got to the bottom of the steps, Wanda and Kimberly were standing right there.

“Hey, girl!” Wanda shouted.

I couldn’t speak. I stared Kimberly straight in the eyes with my mouth wide open and couldn’t speak. I was hoping and praying that she did not recognize me from the hotel. I wanted to run back upstairs, but it was too late. The moment of truth had come.

“I know you.” Kimberly pointed at me.

“No,” I said nervously. “I don’t think you know me.”

“Yes, I do.” Kimberly pulled her hair. “Gizelle!”

Although Kimberly suffered from schizophrenia, it didn’t mean that she wouldn’t recognize me from the hotel, the night Gizelle was murdered.

“Don’t pay no attention to her, Alicia, she needs to have her medicine.” Wanda laughed. “Right now, she probably thinks you’re a Martian.”

“Are you my friend?” Kimberly asked.

“Uh.” I looked at Wanda for an answer.

“It will probably go a lot quicker if you just say yes,” Wanda said.

“Yes, I’m your friend.”

“You’re pretty.”

“Thank you.” I smiled. “You’re pretty, too.”

“Some people say I’m not so pretty on the outside, but I’m very pretty on the inside and that’s what counts.”

“They’re right, Kimberly.”

“I just got through talking to your husband and girl, he just dropped a bomb on me!” Wanda said.

“What did he say?” I asked curiously.

“I can’t tell you right now but can you say,” Wanda moved her hands as if she was playing a slot machine. “CHA-CHING!”

“Good for you,” I said nervously. “Have you seen Pam?”

“Yeah, she’s in y’all basement.”

“Oh shit!” I shouted.

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothing! I just have to go!”

I RAN TO THE BASEMENT AS PAM WAS OPENING THE DOOR. I stood behind her as she walked in first. My objective was to start talking before Pam to keep the subject off of Gizelle. But before I could speak, our little secret was revealed.

“I’m sorry,” Pam said.

“Oh my God!” Johnny said. “It was you? You were the one who texted me?”

“Yeah, it was me.”

I walked in and stood beside Pam.

“Alicia?” Johnny quickly stood up looking bewildered. “Will somebody please tell me what’s going on?”

“We’re responsible for Gizelle’s death,” I said.

“What is this all about?” Johnny looked back and forth at Pam and then me.

“You wouldn’t hurt a fly, Alicia.”

“Not intentionally.”

“She didn’t kill her.” Pam clutched my hand in hers. “I did.”

“I want to tell you everything, Johnny, for once and for all.”

Pam and I sat down and explained what happened on the day we killed Gizelle.

“Pam and I followed you and Gizelle to Tybee Island the night before she was killed. We saw you two making love on the beach.”

“You were there?” Johnny was stunned. “Where were you?”

“That’s not important. The next day when you returned to Atlanta, Pam and I went to her hotel to discuss her reneging on our contract. She was belligerent and things got out of control.”

“The truth is,” Pam explained, “Gizelle and I started fighting and as we were tussling on the bed, I pushed her against the head-board. She stopped fighting and grabbed her head. She sat on the bed and then keeled over. There was no blood. I didn’t see a bruise on her head or anything. I knew she was hurt but I didn’t think she was hurt that bad. But Alicia wasn’t even there. She had run out of the room for help.”

Johnny didn’t say a word. He had his hands folded on his desk and looked at Pam and me as we talked back and forth.

“And then there’s the matter of Big Walt.” I fumbled nervously with my hands.

“Who?” Johnny asked. “Who the hell is Big Walt?”

“The bodyguard who was killed. We knew him as Big Walt.”

“Okay, what about the bodyguard?”

“I shot him!” I was very demonstrative in my explanation. “I tried to stop him from taking the gun out of my hand and it went off! I saw him fall to the ground!”

“Okay, let me think.” Johnny rubbed his chin over and over. “Look, the police don’t know anything about you two, and they’re not going to. We’re going to have to keep this to ourselves and never mention it again. And I mean never!”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” Pam said quickly.

“Sweetheart?” Johnny asked. “How do you feel?”

“I don’t know how to feel right now,” I said.

“So…” Pam sighed heavily. “What happens next?”

“You walk out of that door and forget about everything that happened that day.”

Pam hesitated and then stood up. She walked up the steps to the door and put her hand on the doorknob. She turned around and looked down at us.

“Thank you, Johnny.”

“For what?” Johnny asked.

“For giving me back my life.”

Pam walked out and Johnny reached across the desk and held my hand. He pulled me around the table and I sat on his lap.

“Do you love me?” Johnny asked.

“Absolutely!”

“Do you trust me?”

“Of course.”

“Then forget this ever happened and let’s move forward with our lives.”

“I want to, but before I do, there’s something else I think you should know…”



CHAPTER ONE


When I was five years old, my father looked me in the eye and disclaimed me as his child. “You’re not my child! I don’t know who your father is, but it sure as hell isn’t me!”

From that day forward, I repudiated my birth, my life and myself. No matter what success I achieved, my father’s rejection superseded the accomplishment. I loved that man with all of my heart and spent my entire life searching for acceptance that I would never receive. Do you hear me? My whole damn life! Not a word of confidence! Not an ounce of encouragement!

When I was ten, he and my mother divorced. He packed his bag and moved to St. Louis, Missouri. What the hell he found interesting in St. Louis, I’d never know. On his way out of the door, the man handed me a Bible and said, “Here, read this!”

I was like, “Niggah, please!” Even at that young age, I knew he was feeding me bullshit. He was walking out on his family but asking me to read the Bible. What a hypocrite! If he wanted to impress me he would have stayed his ass at home with his family.

I don’t know where, but somewhere in the Bible it has to say, “Thou shalt not walk out on thy family.” I threw that Bible down somewhere and I haven’t seen it since.

As I grew older, I replaced his absence with resentment. I held on to that contempt to the point where it manifested inside of me and I started to rot from the inside out.

Now here we are, twenty-five years later, and he’s on his dying bed. Twenty-five years later, he sends for me to say good-bye to his old ass! Do you hear me? How dare he ask for my love now, when he has ignored my total existence? He may get my time, my good-bye, maybe even my sympathy, but the one thing he will never get from me is my love.

AS I PARKED MY CAR IN THE GARAGE OF THE HOSPITAL, I remained seated to compose myself. Memories of my childhood flooded my mind as I stepped out of the car and approached the entrance. I walked through the hospital doors and the smell of medicine and death consumed me.

I approached his room, and prepared myself one last time before I opened the door. I took a deep breath and pushed the door as gently as I could. As the door opened, I could see the images in the room revolving in a circle from left to right.

My two sisters, Rita and Bobbie, and brother, Glenn, were already there, along with my two other half-sisters from his second marriage. The youngest of our siblings, from yet another one of our father’s relationships, was en route. None of us had met her and had just recently found out she even existed.

When the door opened wide enough for me to capture the first glimpse of my father, my eyes instantly filled with tears. He had wires running from his body to several machines. He looked weak and vulnerable. His eyes were closed and his arms were resting peacefully at his side. I confessed to myself that deep down I really did want to see him again, but definitely not in that condition.

I hugged my siblings and then walked to my father’s bedside. They informed me that he had been floating in and out of consciousness and that he may not remember or recognize me.

As I stood over him, I stared and wondered what my life would have been like if he would have only been there, if he would have only taken the time to love me. Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked up at me as I looked down on him.

“Alicia?”

“Yes,” I said, trying desperately to hold back tears. “I’m here.”

It took him a while, but he slowly raised his hand so that I could hold it. I looked at his hand and then I looked over my shoulder at my siblings, seeking guidance. Glenn nodded and smiled. I held his hand and placed it in mine.

“Alicia?” my father repeated.

“Yes, yes, I’m here.”

His eyes were barely opened and they were yellowish. He was small and frail; nothing like the big strong man that I had last seen as a child. I almost felt sorry for him.

“Where you been?”

“Where have I been?” I asked sarcastically.

I realized the man was sick but the mere fact that he would ask me where I’d been, after abandoning me twenty-five years earlier, nearly pissed me off.

“Alicia?”

“Yes, I’m here.”

“You know who I am?”

“Yes, you’re my father.”

“Alicia?” my father asked faintly.

“Yes?”

“Alicia?”

“Yes!” I said firmly.

“Alicia…”

WATCHING MY FATHER TAKE HIS LAST BREATH put the meaning of life into its true perspective. We can have an entire lifetime of experiences but our legacy can be determined by the very last moments of our lives. Looking down on my father’s dead body, I pitied and resented him at the same time. My emotions were running rampant and I didn’t know how I wanted to feel. However, I knew for certain, I did not want to die the way he died, with my children standing around with conflicting emotions of love and hatred toward me.

I also knew for certain that, like my father, I didn’t know who the hell I was, or who I wanted to be. All of my adult life I believed that my womanhood was determined by sexuality and self-sufficiency. It has taken me a while to arrive at who I am. And along the way, I had to reinvent myself multiple times.

For example, I went from being impulsively promiscuous to compulsively celibate. Both were extremes and both resulted in disappointments that made me confront the insecurities of my sexuality. Insecurities brought on by being the victim of disappointing heartbreak after heartbreak.

Despite the daily confirmation by males, and females I may add, of being a beautiful woman, I lacked confidence. Imagine being high school homecoming queen, college homecoming queen, Ms. Ohio, placing in the top five in the Miss America pageant, but not being able to keep a man. That was embarrassing and left me doubting who I was as a woman. My self-esteem was all but destroyed.

I tried to differentiate the men in my present from the men in my past, but the behavior of men never changed, and neither did the results of my relationships. Men pursued me like vultures until I succumbed to their persistence. Once they felt like they had me, they neglected me. Cheating, lying, deceiving; I was a magnet to any fool who meant no good. After so many of those types of relationships, I couldn’t help but think that maybe I was the problem. My friends were attracting good men. Why the hell couldn’t I?

Eventually, I stopped looking for relationships and simply started to have sex with those I found attractive. That way, I got my needs met without risking my heart being broken. It was a “get them before they get me” type of deal. I can’t say that I felt good about myself after having sex with all of those men, but I’ll tell you what, it felt a helluva lot better than having my heart broken. I should know, I’m an expert on the subject of having a broken heart; that shit hurts!

Once I realized I got more out of a man when I didn’t give a shit, my role reversed and I became an expert on being the heart breaker and not the broken-hearted. I took their money, their minds, and their manhood. It didn’t matter if they were married, single, or whatever. If I saw them, and I wanted them, I got them. It was as simple as that, until I met who I thought was the man of my dreams.

I was eating with a friend at a restaurant in Atlanta; that’s where I live. Oh my God, the most beautiful man in the world walked in and I couldn’t keep my eyes off of him. I wasn’t the only one; my friend couldn’t take her eyes off of him either.

I practically stared at him, and nothing else, from the moment he walked through the door. We finally made eye contact and I gestured for him to come to our table. He told me his name was Julian and we exchanged telephone numbers. He was Italian and Nigerian, born and raised in Milan. He was six feet tall, light-skinned with green eyes. His face was symmetrically perfect with two square jaws. He had jet-black curly hair, and a very toned and tanned body that revealed a thin muscular frame through his clothing.

As gorgeous as he was, his use, or should I say misuse, of pronouns was abysmal. Every time he opened his mouth to speak was an act of atrocity to anyone associated with the English language. Call me shallow but I wasn’t about to let a minor communication issue prevent me from falling in love with that incredibly sexy man.

Julian and I dated for a while and then, like a fool, I fell head over heels in love. I became consumed with love. I ate, drank, and slept that man. The more attention I showed him, the less attention he showed me.

Julian was a model who traveled all around the world. That beautiful face and his flirtatious personality should have been a red flag that he couldn’t be trusted, but I convinced myself otherwise. Time would prove me wrong. It was nothing for me to find telephone numbers, women’s panties, condoms and other miscellaneous infidelity items. Whenever I would question him on it, he would turn it back on me for snooping through his personal things.

I would cry; literally cry like a little baby. He would console me, we would make love, and everything would be fine. He couldn’t seem to control his desire to have other women, yet every time I tried to leave, he would go berserk. And like a fool, I stayed every time. But despite how much I loved Julian, I could only take so much neglect. If infidelity was a game he wanted to play, I could play it, too.

When Julian was away, I started to see other men. Initially, I didn’t sleep with them, but I went out to dinner or to the movies. I was lonely and I needed attention. Even though the men I dated were well aware that I had a man, they thought they could win over my affection. It wasn’t going to happen. I was using them to occupy my time and that was all I wanted. They kept my mind off of Julian and his other women. I didn’t feel guilty for what I was doing to them, or Julian. Hey, it was a part of the game. I didn’t make the rules; I merely enjoyed them.

I WAS WORKING AT A PLACE CALLED UPSKON AT THE TIME. I worked in the claims department. It was an office composed of all women, no men. Boring! Don’t get me wrong, they were like my sisters, but it would have been nice to have an attractive male figure to look at from time to time.

One day, I got my wish. This fine chocolate black man was hired. His name was Michael Forrester. We were immediately attracted to each other but didn’t act on it. I think he was a little nervous about approaching me at first, but I broke him down.

He was a really nice guy. Definitely different from the types of men I was used to dating. He was fascinating; an intellectual and very respectful. I started to develop strong feelings for him but I couldn’t get too involved because I was still involved with Julian. Now that didn’t mean that I didn’t sleep with him. I will never forget the first time we made love.

We were at his house, his big beautiful house. I knew once we walked in, there was going to be sexual activity. It was only the matter of which of those big-ass rooms we would target.

“Hey, do you eat pizza?” Michael asked.

“Of course I eat pizza,” I responded.

“One hot pizza coming up!”

Michael ordered the pizza and then went upstairs to take a shower. I sat in his den and waited impatiently. When he came downstairs he was wearing a tight T-shirt and a pair of big shorts. Oh my God, I could see his penis shift from side to side as he walked toward me. I wanted to reach out and grab it, but I was still torn between being a lady or being a freak!

I sat in a recliner; I guess it was his favorite chair because he made me get up and then he sat down in it. But he wasn’t totally selfish; he let me sit on his lap.

“This is nice,” I whispered in Michael’s ear.

“Yes, it is, isn’t it?”

I made sure that when I sat down, I sat on top of that penis. As soon as I made contact, I felt it rise. It felt like a big thick cucumber. Please don’t ask how I knew that. Anyway, I didn’t want to act too aggressively, so I tried to take my time and be passionate. After all, Michael wasn’t nervous at all.

He put his big strong hands around my waist and I began to move my hips back and forth. I wanted to kiss him so badly, but I didn’t want to rush. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I slowly opened my mouth and slipped my tongue into his. He kissed me back and that was about all I could take. I reached into his shorts and pulled his penis out. It was enormous. It was almost intimidating; almost, but not quite.

He ripped open my shirt and started to suck my breasts. I leaned my head backward and raised my breasts closer to his mouth, giving him complete access. The harder he sucked, the harder I squeezed his penis. I was close to having an orgasm when he stood up and told me he’d be right back. I didn’t know where he was going but I knew he’d better hurry his ass back.

Once he left the room, I stripped completely naked. I was so excited that I started to tease myself while he was gone. When he returned, he was ready to go. He had the condom on and his penis was bursting through his shorts. It was standing like a flagpole at full attention.

He pulled his shorts down and sat in the chair. I faced him and put my legs on either side of him. I grabbed his penis and slowly lowered myself. It had been so long since I had sex, that when I first felt his head go inside, it felt like he was splitting me in half. The pleasurable pain was unbelievable.

I sighed. “Please, go slow, baby.”

“Okay, baby, I’ll go slow.”

Once the head was in, it went from pleasurable pain to unimaginable pleasure.

I slid more of him inside of me. “Oh shit, baby, it feels so good.”

“You like that, baby?” Michael asked seductively. The sound of his voice only intensified the passion.

“Yeah, baby! Yeah, baby! Give it to me like that, baby!” I moaned incoherently.

I grabbed Michael’s face and shoved my tongue so deep into his mouth that I could feel his larynx. The more passionately we kissed, the harder he shoved his big stick inside of me. I was trying to keep my moans to a minimum but it felt so good that I couldn’t stop screaming.

Just when I thought Michael was about to have his orgasm, he picked me up, with his stick inside of me, and carried me over to the couch. He laid me down and pushed my knees all the way back to my shoulders. I braced myself for his entry. If I had a hard time riding him, this was going to kill me.

He grabbed his stick and slid it inside of me all at once. I grimaced and yelled as loud as I could. It felt as if he was all the way into my stomach. My legs started to shake uncontrollably as he pounded me with long, deep strokes. It felt like he was stretching my insides. I wasn’t trying to scratch his back the way I did, but I couldn’t help it. He kept hitting the same spot every single time he stroked me. I could feel a full-fledged orgasm approaching. You know, one of those toe-curling experiences and not the subtle sensations of blah! And I was right.

“Oh shit, Michael! I’m coming, baby!” I shouted. My hips bucked up and down like they had a mind of their own.

As I was finishing my orgasm, Michael picked me up and tossed me on my stomach. He lifted my ass and grabbed me by my hips. I backed up until I felt the head of his stick touching my vagina. Inch by inch he pushed until he was completely inside of me.

He moaned and then pushed his stick forward and pulled my hips backward. He kept me in that position, grinding as deep as he could go. He turned my head to the side and kissed me wildly. He reached beneath me and squeezed my breasts, sliding his stick in and out.

I could feel his muscular body on top of mine, covering me from head to toe. I was so moist by then I was sucking him in and out like a vacuum. I could feel another orgasm approaching as he stroked me over and over. I stood on all fours to try to get every single inch of him.

I dropped my head, and gripped the arm of the couch, digging my nails into its soft cushion. I started to push back as fast I could, feeling his hard stick rip my insides apart. Before I could explode, Michael let out the weirdest, loudest sound I had ever heard during sex. Although weird, it was also sexy as hell.

Michael stroked me so hard that he lost his balance and fell on top of me. He kept moaning and kept sliding in and out of me until I felt his juice running down my leg. I wanted to have another orgasm, but he had done me so well, how could I be mad at him?

“It’s taking that pizza a long time, isn’t it?” I joked.

“It sure is. It’s been well over an hour.”

“Have we been going at it that long?”

“Yup,” Michael said.

“We should get that one for free then.”

“Yeah, we should. I’ll call them to see what’s taking so long.”

The pizza delivery guy made it perfectly clear that he had knocked on the door several times but nobody answered. Needless to say, we had been incapacitated!

We stayed up all night talking. It was very refreshing and exactly what I needed. The next morning we woke up, the same way we went to sleep, talking.

“If you would have asked me on Friday if this weekend had a chance of turning out this way, I would have told you never in a million years,” I said.

“A million years? The odds were that far off?” Michael asked.

“For me, they were.”

“Were you attracted to me before yesterday, Alicia?”

“Yeah, silly.”

“You did a pretty good job of hiding it.”

“I wasn’t trying to hide it. I didn’t think it was necessary to act on it.”

“So, I guess the question now is, where do we go from here?”

“I don’t know, Michael. Right now, my heart is going in several different directions.”

“Is one of those directions coming toward me?”

“I’m here with you, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, but where will you be tomorrow?”

“I don’t know.”

Although I enjoyed my night of pleasure and passion with Michael, that’s all it was to me, a night of unbridled passion. I was still in love with Julian. We talked for a little while longer and then Michael fixed breakfast. After breakfast, I showered and got ready to go.

“See you tomorrow, Michael.”

“Yup, nine to five.”

“Bye-bye!”

“Bye.”

Michael and I continued to date outside of the office, but it was our little secret. We really enjoyed ourselves, perhaps a little too much. My experiences with Michael made me realize my relationship with Julian was over. I wasn’t afraid of ending my relationship with Julian because Michael provided a comforting transition as my road to recovery.

Michael wanted to keep our relationship a secret; I couldn’t do it. I didn’t tell everybody; just a few coworkers. After all of the jerks I had told them about, it felt good to tell them that I had found a good man. If the shoe was on the other foot I’m quite sure he would have boasted to some of his friends, so I didn’t feel guilty at all.

Darsha, Lisa and Val, three of the office girls, were sitting in the break room pressuring me for information on my relationship with Michael. I have to admit, it didn’t take much pressure and I popped!

“So what’s the deally, yo?” Darsha asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know what she means,” Val said. “What’s up with you and Mike?”

Val was our resident out-of-the-closet lesbian who was the closest thing to a man that we had in the office. We flirted from time to time, but I have absolutely no interest in women.

“I don’t kiss and tell.”

“Then don’t tell,” Val said. “Nod.”

“Come on, Alicia, was it good?” Darsha asked.

Darsha was the youngest in the office and she kept us updated on hip-hop and modern technology.

“Was what good?” I asked back.

“Mike, fool!” Val shouted.

“Can he put it down?” Darsha asked.

After resisting as much as I could, I anxiously shouted out, “Oh my God! It was amazing!”

“Damn, Mike put it down like that?” Darsha asked.

“Girl, let me tell you, Julian don’t even need to try to go back up in there.”

“Whaaaaaat?” Val shouted, covering her mouth. “That niggah packin’ all like that?”

“Val, let me tell you something; packing is not even the word for it.”

“I want to see the videotape,” Darsha said.

Lisa laughed. “Me too.”

“Hey, you better keep that on the low-low. I think your girl, Cynthia, has a crush on your boy.” Val held a finger in front of her lips.

“I know, right?” I said. “I keep telling Michael, but he keeps saying that she’s just his friend.”

“She may only be a friend to him, but he’s more than a friend to her,” Lisa said. “This will destroy her if she finds out.”

“Well, let’s make sure we keep this between us,” I said.

MS. VIRGINIA, THE MATRIARCH OF THE OFFICE, was having a Thanksgiving Day dinner. She invited all of the office girls. Michael and I decided that we would go as a date. That would be our subtle way of informing the office of our relationship.

On Thanksgiving morning, I spoke with Michael and we confirmed the time he was going to pick me up. As soon as I hung up the telephone, Julian walked through my front door.

He told me that he wanted to surprise me for the holidays, but that’s not why he came home. When I had my birthday, he wasn’t here. He wasn’t there for Valentine’s Day, or even on his birthday. So why should he come home for Thanksgiving? Let me tell you why, that niggah brought his sorry ass home because I told him that I didn’t want him anymore.

I tried to hurry and get dressed and get the hell out of there but he was following my every move. I couldn’t even break away to call Michael to tell him Julian had come home. When I went into the bathroom to take a shower, he followed me. I laid my cell phone on the sink and, when I stepped into the shower, he went through my calls and saw Michael’s number. He went ballistic!

Julian snatched the shower curtain back and held my cell phone in front of my face. “So, this is what you do when I’m not here, Alicia?”

I wrapped a towel around me and stepped out of the shower. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Julian.”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about!” Julian shouted. “Who is this man?”

I rushed past him trying to get dressed. “He’s a friend!”

“A friend, huh?” Julian asked. “Why do you put a star by this guy’s name? Who is this Michael?”

“He’s a guy that I work with; calm down!”

“Where are you going?”

“I have a Thanksgiving dinner to attend.”

“What Thanksgiving dinner?”

“Ms. Virginia is giving a Thanksgiving dinner for the office and I’m going.”

“Why did you not tell me about this Thanksgiving dinner?”

“You weren’t here, Julian!” I snapped. “Get off of my ass! I’m going to a Thanksgiving dinner. I’m not going to have sex with anyone, okay?”

“I am going with you to this Thanksgiving dinner!”

“Please, you don’t have to go, Julian!”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m used to going places all by myself anyway. And I’m tired of you never being at home, never spending time with me. The many, many affairs! I’m tired of it, Julian!”

“Okay! Okay, my darling.” Julian pulled me into his arms. “I will stay home and spend time with you, sweetheart. I know I was wrong about the other girls but they are behind me. I realize what I have with you, my dear; and those other girls are not worth it.”

“I don’t want to be hurt anymore, Julian.”

“Listen to me!” Julian held my face gently in his hands. “Listen to me, Alicia. I came home to tell you that I love you. Forget about the other girls. Forget about being lonely; I’m home. You understand this?”

I sighed. “Yes.”

“So, are you ready to go have fun at this Thanksgiving dinner?” Julian flashed his bright smile. I smiled back. “Yes.”

“Then hurry, my love, let’s go.”

Julian and I hurried to get dressed and went to Ms. Virginia’s house. When we pulled up I recognized all of the parked cars. I wanted to make an inconspicuous entrance, but that wasn’t going to happen. Mostly everybody was already there. My heart started to beat faster and faster as we entered the house. I didn’t know what Michael’s reaction would be to seeing Julian and me together. I was praying there wouldn’t be a scene.

When we walked into the dining room, everybody stopped talking and stared at us. I’m sure the girls were staring because of Julian, but they were also curious to see how Michael would react. At that time, I didn’t know how many people in the office knew about our affair.

Julian and I walked around the table, shaking everybody’s hands, which meant eventually, he would have to talk to Michael. I tried to make the introduction swift and cordial. I don’t care which part of the world they’re from, men will be men. Territorial!

“Julian, this is Michael. He works with us at the office.”

“Good to meet you, Michael,” Julian said. “How do you do it, my friend?”

“Do what?” Michael asked.

“How do you keep your hands off of all the women?” Julian asked sarcastically.

If looks could kill, Julian would have been a dead man. Michael is usually very easygoing, but I could see smoke coming out of his ears.

“You must either be a gay, or you have the strongest resistance to temptation I have ever seen.” Julian laughed.

“No, I’m not a gay.” Michael pointed at me. “Ask Alicia.”

Julian looked at me. “What do you mean by that?”

Oooh-kay! I had to get out of that situation quick. The testosterone was way too high and the boys looked like they were about to do battle. I grabbed Julian’s hand and led him to our seats.

We ate dinner and then Ms. Virginia put in a movie. Michael and Pam left early; neither one of them wanted to be there anyway. Michael was pissed off and was probably going to tell Pam all of our business out of spite. I couldn’t be mad at him; I had told a couple of people myself.

WHEN JULIAN AND I GOT HOME THAT NIGHT, I slept in my bedroom and he slept on the couch. I told him that I needed time before I could become intimate with him again. He told me that he understood and would give me all the time that I needed. Bullshit!

During the middle of the night, I felt him crawl underneath the comforter with me. He wrapped his arm around my waist and kissed me gently on the back of my neck. He knew that was my hot spot. I was ready for him to try to make a move so I could knock his ass out but he didn’t; he went to sleep.

Later on that night, I must have really gotten horny because I dreamed an incubus seduced me. I felt my legs being raised in the air. Next, I felt my clit being teased by a million fingers. That really got my fire burning. It was so stimulating I was about to have an orgasm in my sleep.

I felt a second hand grip my breast, squeezing my nipples with his fingers. I wanted to see the face of the man in my dreams, but I wasn’t allowed. I was only allowed to feel his fingers, his magical, wonderful fingers.

In my dream, I could feel my hips move and it felt so real, especially when I felt the stiffness of a stick sliding inside of me. My hips responded with each of his strokes, sliding back and forth, but the motions of my thrusts were not matching the way I wanted to move. I woke up and realized Julian was inside of me, making love to me in my sleep.

“What the hell are you doing?” I shouted.

“What am I doing? I am making love to my woman!”

“I told you not to touch me until I’m ready!”

“It looks like you are ready to me.” Julian reached between my thighs and rubbed the moisture of my vagina on his fingers and then held his finger in the air.

I pushed Julian off of me and jumped out of the bed. “Get off of me!”

“Come back here!” Julian grabbed me by the arm.

“Let me go!” I tried to pull away.

Julian pulled me on the bed and held my hands above my head. I was tossing from side to side, trying to keep my legs closed. He forced his way between my thighs and slid his stick back inside of me. That shit felt so good I couldn’t even pretend not to enjoy it.

“Damn, baby!” I said.

“You want me to stop?” Julian pulled his stick almost all of the way out and slid it in again. “Huh?”

“No,” I said. “Don’t stop.”

“What did you say?” Julian gave one long, deep stroke.

“I said, don’t stop.”

“Tell me you want it!”

“I want it!” I moaned.

“What?”

“I want it!” I shouted, grabbing his ass and forcing him inside of me. “Ram me, baby! Ram me hard!”

Julian stroked me as hard and deep as he could, but he wasn’t touching the same spot Michael had touched. I don’t only mean physically; I mean emotionally and mentally. Although I was calling his name, I was seeing Michael’s face.

The next morning, Julian told me he wanted to work things out and we made love again. While I was in the shower, he received a call saying he had a shoot in London and he had to leave immediately. I had been lied to again, but that time it didn’t matter. I didn’t feel used or manipulated by having sex with him. He received “get the hell out sex,” not “I love you sex.” As far as I was concerned, it was a small price to pay to get rid of his punk ass.



CHAPTER TWO


We had Friday off for the Thanksgiving holiday so I wouldn’t have to deal with Michael until Monday. I wanted to distract his frustration so I threw on this hot mini-skirt that showed off my legs and my ass. I wore open-toed shoes because I knew Michael was attracted to every single inch of a woman. I normally had my hair pinned up, but I let it down that day.

I purposely arrived to work late, to give him time to cool down. I expected him to rip into my ass as soon as he saw me. I walked in as if nothing had happened. I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it, but I didn’t want to make it seem like I didn’t care either.

“Good morning, Michael,” I spoke softly.

“Good morning, Alicia.”

“Can I please talk to you about Thanksgiving?”

“No explanation needed.”

“I didn’t know he was coming to town until he showed up at my house, Michael.”

“Whatever, Alicia.”

I was about to say something else when Michael stood up and started to walk away. I reached for his arm but he kept walking.

“Michael,” I whispered, trying not to cause a scene. “Michael, listen to me, please.”

He ignored me and went to the break room. I waited for him to come out but it was taking too long. I was impatient and I couldn’t wait any longer. I went into the break room to talk to him right then. When I walked in, he and Pam stopped talking. It was obvious that they were talking about me.

“Can I talk to you please, Michael?”

“Is it urgent?” Michael asked.

“Yes, it’s very urgent.”

“Well, I need to get back to my desk anyway. Talk to you later, Mike,” Pam said.

“See ya later, Pam,” I said.

Pam stared at me as she walked out of the door.

“What was that all about?”

“What?”

“When did you and Pam become so buddy-buddy?”

“We were in the break room at the same time; that’s all.”

I didn’t appreciate Michael talking about me behind my back, but that was the least of my concern.

“Michael, look, I’m sorry about Thanksgiving. I didn’t know he was coming to town.”

“You could have told me you were bringing him, Alicia!”

“How? How could I have told he was coming?”

“With your mouth!” Michael snapped.

“Stop raising your voice at me!” I snapped back.

“I’m not raising my voice.”

“Listen, Michael, how can I make it up to you?”

“You wanna know how you can make it up to me?”

“Yeah, I’ll do anything.”

“Kiss my ass!” Michael said.

He stormed out of the break room, pushing chairs to the side along the way. When I went back to my desk, he wasn’t there, and neither was Pam. They were probably somewhere talking about me behind my back again. I went back to the break room to see if they were in there, but they weren’t. I took a break for about fifteen minutes and then went back to my desk. When I got back, Michael had returned. But before I could talk to him, Cynthia showed up.

Cynthia and Michael were close. They did everything together; watched football, basketball. She even babysat his kids. Everybody knew Cynthia had a thing for Michael, but Michael. His desk was right in front of mine so I could hear every word they were saying.

“What’s up, man?” Cynthia asked.

“What’s up, Cynt?” Michael said.

“I had a ball this weekend.”

Cynthia was kind of an introvert and didn’t date. She had met some guy over the weekend and she was going around like a silly high school girl telling everyone in the office. While she was talking, I looked at Michael to see his reaction.

“I can’t wait for you to meet Stewart, Mike,” Cynthia said. “You two are going to get along so well.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you’re just alike.”

“I don’t think so, Cynt.”

“How do you know? You haven’t even met him.”

“Believe me, I know.”

“He’s coming to visit me this weekend.”

“Is he staying with you?”

“Of course. Where else is he going to stay?”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, Cynt.”

“Why not? He’s a nice guy.”

“But you just met the guy.”’

“So what?”

“So you should be more careful.”

“What’s wrong with him staying with me?”

“Nothing.”

“No. Tell me, Michael. What’s wrong with him staying with me?”

Michael? I was like, since when does she call him Michael? I’m the only one who calls him Michael. He was just Mike to everyone else.

“I didn’t think you were like that.”

“Like what?”

“Forget it, Cynt.”

“No, let‘s not forget it,” Cynthia said. “Like what?”

“Okay.” Michael chuckled. “Like meeting a guy one week and sleeping with him the next.”

“Okay, so now I’m a whore?”

“I didn’t call you a whore, Cynt.”

“That’s okay, Michael! Thanks for nothing!”

Cynthia walked away in a huff and left Michael looking like a damn fool, begging her to come back.

“Cynt! Cynt!”

Their conversation didn’t sound like friendship; it sounded like lovers. I had no right to question Michael; especially after what I had put him through, but if he had feelings for Cynthia, I wanted to know.

“Are you in love with her, Michael?”

“In love with who, Alicia?”

“Are you in love with Cynthia?”

“Aw, damn! Now what are you talking about?”

“I heard you, Michael. Why were you so against her having a man visit? It’s none of your business who she sees and what she does.”

“See, that’s where you’re wrong. It is my business. It’s my business because she’s my friend and I care about her.”

“I believe you’re in love with her.”

“A woman like you can never understand a man and a woman just being friends.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked the question but I really didn’t want to hear the answer.

“You think you’re so beautiful that a man can never love you just for being you. You’re never going to be happy and you‘re never going to be satisfied because you can‘t see past your own beauty to see your own soul.”

Even though Michael was telling the truth, I responded with anger; it was a diversion from facing the truth.

“You black bastard!”

“Black, I am. Bastard, I am not. Unlike that mutt of a boyfriend you had on your arm Thursday night.”

“At least he loves me!” I said, knowing I was lying.

“Woman, please! He only sees you every six months; the other six months he’s sleeping with real models.”

“So are you calling me a fool, Michael?”

“You said it; I didn’t.”

I didn’t want to face what Michael was saying, but it was the truth. But truth or not, I needed sympathy, not reality. I pretended to cry to get comfort from him, instead of the coldhearted-in-your-face sermon he was throwing at me. And it worked like a charm.

“Alicia, I’m sorry. I didn‘t mean it like that.”

“You know what, Michael? I barely slept this weekend, thinking about how you may have been hurting. Julian tried to touch me but I wouldn’t let him; all I could think about was you. I should have let Julian have his way. That’s all that matters anyway, huh?”

I was lying, but all that Michael needed to know was that I was hurting and I needed him to make me feel better.

“You need to calm down so that we can talk about this rationally, Alicia.”

“Too late for that, Michael! Don’t say anything to me unless it’s dealing with Upskon!”

“I‘m afraid I can’t do that, Alicia.”

“Just leave me alone!”

I had flipped the script and I wasn’t going to let up. Who cared if he hadn’t done anything? It was his turn to feel guilty.

“No, I care about you and I want to apologize for hurting your feelings, okay?”

“Your apology is accepted.” I smiled. My purpose had been served. He wasn’t mad and I wasn’t feeling guilty anymore. Everybody won.

MICHAEL AND I CONTINUED OUR LITTLE OFFICE ROMANCE, but we weren’t having sex. Not having sex wasn’t discussed; we just didn’t bring it up. Meanwhile, Julian came back on one of his mini-visits.

He walked in the house with the same old ‘“I love you” crap. I put his ass on the couch again, but I made sure that I locked my bedroom door when I went to sleep. He was nice that time and stayed there.

When I woke up, I stayed in the bed for a while and then I got dressed to make breakfast. I was surprised beyond belief to find a cart sitting outside of my bedroom door with breakfast already made. It was very romantic. There was a note telling me to get back in the bed and wait for my servant to arrive. I ran as fast as I could and dove on top of my bed, bouncing up and down several times. Minutes later, Julian was knocking on the door.

“Come in!” I yelled.

Julian walked in wearing black silk pajama pants with no shirt. The pants were baggy and clingy at the same time. The muscles in his stomach rippled as he pushed the cart closer to the bed. Wow! He looked delicious.

“Are you ready for your breakfast, madam?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Please do not call me sir, madam. I am here to serve you; you are not here to serve me.”

I laughed. “I heard that!”

“What would you like to eat first, madam?”

“May I have a piece of fruit?”

“Which fruit do you desire, madam?”

“Can I have some of that pineapple?”

“It is my pleasure.”

Julian picked up a piece of pineapple and slowly placed it to my lips. He held it in his hands until it was completely devoured. I licked the pineapple juice from his well-manicured fingers as he stuck the last morsel in my mouth.

“What would you like next, madam?” Julian’s submissive role-playing was turning me on and he knew it.

“I, uh, I would like a croissant, please.”

“Buttered, madam?”

“Please.”

Julian picked up a croissant and buttered both sides. He placed the croissant to my mouth and held it patiently as I took my time with each bite. He continued to feed me a piece of every item on the tray. By the time we were finished I wanted to snatch him in the bed with me. But I resisted the temptation.

“Would you like something to drink, madam?”

“Yes, I’d like some grapefruit juice, please.”

Julian poured a glass of juice and held it to my mouth and watched me drink swallow after swallow. When I told him I had had enough to drink, he wiped the sides of my mouth with a napkin. Once my mouth was thoroughly dry, he put the napkin away and then reached beneath the cart and pulled out a small basket. He sat the basket on the bed and rolled the cart to the side.

“Are you ready for your morning massage, madam?”

“Massage?” I asked. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, I’m ready.”

“Please remove all of your clothing and lay face down, madam.”

Julian didn’t move a muscle as I stripped naked in front of him. I rolled onto my stomach and prepared for his touch.

“This technique is called fire and ice, madam. Do not be alarmed by the contrast in sensations.”
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